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PEEFAGB. 


Op the many illustrious thinkers whom the schools of 
Prance have contributed to the intellectual philosophy of 
our age, Victor Cousin, the most accomplished, assigns to 
Maine de Biran the rank of the most original. 

In the successive developments of his own mind, Maine 
de Biran may, indeed, be said to represent the change that 
has been silently at work throughout the general mind of 
Europe since the close of the last century. He begins his 
career of philosopher with blind faith in Condillac and Mate- 
rialism. As an intellect severely conscientious in the pur- 
suit of truth expands amidst the perplexities it revolves, 
phenomena which cannot be accounted for by Condillac’s 
sensuous theories open to his eye. To the first rudimen- 
tary life of man, the animal life, “ characterized by im- 
pressions, appetites, movements, organic in their origin 
and ruled by the Law of Necessity,” ^ he is compelled to add, 
“ the second, or human life, from which Free-will and Self- 
consciousness emerge.” He thus arrives at the union of 
mind and matter ; but still a something is wanted, — some 
key to the marvels which neither of these conditions of 
vital being suffices to explain. And at last the grand self- 
completing Thinker attains to the Third Life of Man in 
Man’s Soul. 

“ There are not,” says this philosopher, towards the close of 
his last and loftiest work, there are not only two princi- 
ples opposed to each other in Man, — ■ there are three. For 

1 (Euvres ineclites de lUaine de Biran, vol. i. See introduction. 
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there are in him three lives and three orders of faculties. 
Though all should he in accord and in harmony between the 
sensitive and the active faculties which constitute Man, there 
would still be a nature superior, a third life which would not 
be satisfied j which would make felt (ferait sentir) the truth 
that there is another happiness, another wisdom, another per- 
fection, at once above the greatest human happiness, above the 
highest wisdom, or intellectual and moral perfection of which 
the human being is susceptible.^^ ^ 

Now, as Philosophy and Eomance both take their origin 
in the Principle of Wonder, so in the Strange Story ’’ sub- 
mitted to the Public it will be seen that Romance, through 
the freest exercise of its wildest vagaries, conducts its 
bewildered hero towards the same goal to which Philosophy 
leads its luminous Student, through far grander portents of 
Nature, far higher visions of Supernatural Power, than Fa- 
ble can yield to Fancy. That goal is defined in these 
noble words : — 

The- relations {rapports) which exist between the elements 
and the products of the three lives of Man are the subjects of 
meditation, the fairest and finest, but also the most difficult. 
The Stoic Philosophy shows us all which can be most elevated 
in. active life ; but it makes abstraction of the animal nature, 
and absolutely fails to recognize all which belongs to the life 
of the spirit. Its practical morality is beyond the forces of 
humanity. Christianity alone embraces the whole Man. It 
dissimulates none of the sides of his nature, and avails itself 
of his miseries and his weakness in order to conduct him to 
his end in showing him all the want that he has of a succor 
more exalted.^’ ^ 

In the passages thus quoted, I imply one of the objects 
for which this tale has been written ; and I cite them, with 
a wish to acknowledge one of those priceless obligations 

1 (Euvres in^dites de Maine de Biran, vol. iii. p. 546 (Anthropologie). 

2 CEuvres inedites de Maine de Biran, vol. iii. p. 524. 
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which writiiigs the lightest and most fantastic often incur 
to reasoners the most serious and profound. 

But I here construct a romance which should have, as a 
romance, some interest for the general reader. I do not 
elaborate a treatise submitted to the logic of sages. And 
it is only when “ in fairy fiction drest ” that Eomance gives 
admission to truths severe.’’ 

I venture to assume that none will question my privilege 
to avail myself of the marvellous agencies which have ever 
been at the legitimate command of the fabulist. 

To the highest form of romantic narrative, the Epic, crit- 
ics, indeed, have declared that a supernatural machinery is 
indispensable. That the Drama has availed itself of the 
same license as the Epic, it would be unnecessary to say to 
the countzymen of Shakspeare, or to the generation that is 
yet studying the enigmas of Goethe’s Faust.” Prose 
Romance has immemorially asserted, no less than the Epic 
or the Drama, its heritage in the Realm of the Marvellous. 
The interest which attaches to the supernatural is sought 
in the earliest Pi'ose Romance which modern times take 
from the ancient, and which, pei'haps, had its origin in the 
lost Novels of Miletus and the right to invoke such in- 
terest has, ever since, been maintained by Romance through 
all varieties of form and fancy, — from the majestic epopee 
of T^Mmaque ” to the graceful fantasies of Undine,” 
or the mighty mockeries of “ Gulliver’s Travels” down to 
such comparatively commonplace elements of wonder as 
yet preserve from oblivion “The Castle of Otranto” and 
“The Old English Baron.” 

Now, to my mind, the true reason why a supernatural 
agency is indispensable to the conception of the Epic, is 
that the Epic is the highest and the completest form in 
which Art can express either Man or Nature, and that 

z " The Golden Am of Apnleius. 
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without some gleams of the supernatural, Man is not man 
nor Nature, nature. 

It is said, by a writer to whom an eminent philosophical 
critic justly applies the epithets of pious and profound : '' ^ 

Is it unreasonable to confess that we believe in God, not 
by reason of the Nature which conceals Him, but by reason of 
the Supernatural in Man which alone reveals and proves Him 
to exist ? . . . Man reveals God : for Man, by his intelligence, 
rises above Nature ; and in virtue of this intelligence is con- 
scious of himself as a power not only independent of, but op- 
posed to, Nature, and capable of resisting, conquering, and 
controlling her.” ® 

If the meaning involved in the argument, of which I 
have here made but scanty extracts, be carefully studied, I 
think that we shall find deeper reasons than the critics 
who dictated canons of taste to the last century discovered, 
— why the supernatural is indispensable to the Epic, and 
why it is allowable to all works of imagination, in which 
Art looks on Nature with Man’s inner sense of a something 
beyond and above her. 

But the Writer who, whether in verse or prose, would 
avail himself of such sources of pity or terror as flow from 
the Marvellous, can only attain his object in proportion as 
the wonders he narrates are of a kind to excite the curios- 
ity of the age he addresses. 

In the brains of our time, the faculty of Causation is very 
markedly developed. People nowadays do not delight in 
the Marvellous according to the old childlike spirit. They 
say in one breath, Very extraordinary ! ” and in the next 
breath ask, “ How do you account for it ? ” If the Author 
of this work has presumed to borrow from science some 
elements of interest for Eomance, he ventures to hope that 

1 Sir William Hamilton : Lectures on Metaphysics, p. 40. 

^ Jacobi : Von der Gottlichen Dingen ; Werke, p. 424-426. 
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no thoughtful reader — and certainly no true son of science 
— will be disposed to reproach him. In fact, such illustra- 
tions from the masters of Thought were essential to the 
completion of the purpose which pervades the work. 

That purpose, I trust, will develop itself in proportion as 
the story approaches the close ; and whatever may appear 
violent or melodramatic in the catastrophe, will, perhaps, 
be found, by a reader capable of perceiving the various 
symbolical meanings conveyed in the story, essential to 
the end in which those meanings converge, and towards 
which the incidents that give them the character and inter- 
est of fiction, have been planned and directed from the 
commencement. 

* Of course, according to the most obvious principles of 
art, the narrator of a fiction must be as thoroughly in 
earnest as if he were the narrator of facts. One could not 
tell the most extravagant fairy-tale so as to rouse and sus- 
tain the attention of the most infantine listener, if the tale 
were told as if the tale-teller did not believe in it. But 
when the reader lays down this “ Strange Story,” perhaps 
he will detect, through all the haze of romance, the outlines 
of these images suggested to his reason : Firstly, the im- 
age of sensuous, soulless Nature, such as the Materialist had 
conceived it ; secondly, the image of Intellect, obstinately 
separating all its inquiries from the belief in the spiritual 
essence and destiny of man, and incurring all kinds of per- 
plexity and resorting to all kinds of visionary speculation 
before it settles at last into the simple faith which unites 
the philosopher and the infant; and thirdly, the image of 
the erring but pure-thoughted visionary, seeking over-much 
on this earth to separate soul from mind, till innocence 
itself is led astray by a phantom, and reason is lost in the 
space between earth and the stars. Whether in these pic- 
tures there be any truth worth the implying, every reader 
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must judge for himself ; and if he doubt or deny that there 
be any such truth, still, in the process of thought which 
the doubt or denial enforces, he may chance on a truth 
which it pleases himself to discover; 

Most of the Fables of ^sop,” — thus says Montaigne in 
his cliarming essay Of Books have several senses and 

meanings, of which the Mythologists choose soin.e one that tal- 
lies with the fable. But for the most part ’t is only what pre- 
sents itself at the first view, and is superficial ; there being 
others more lively, essential, and internal, into which they 
had not been able to penetrate ; and ” — adds Montaigne — 
^^the case is the very same with me.’^ 

1 Translation, 1776, vol. ii. p. 103. 
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A STRANGE STORY. 


CHAPTER 1 . 

In tlie year 18 — T settled as a physician at one of the 
wealthiest of our great English towns, which I will designate 
by the initial L — — , I was yet young, but I had acquired 
some reputation by a professional work, which is, I believe, 
still amongst the received authorities on the subject of which 
it treats. I had studied at Edinburgh and at Paris, and had 
borne away from both those illustrious schools of medicine 
whatever guarantees for future distinction the praise of pro- 
fessors may concede to the ambition of students. On becom- 
ing a member of the College of Physicians, T made a tour of 
the principal cities of Europe, taking letters of introduction 
to eminent medical men, and gathering from many theories 
and modes of treatment hints to enlarge the foundations of 
unprejudiced and comprehensive practice, I had resolved to 
fix my ultimate residence in London. But before this pre- 
parator}’' tour was completed, my resolve was changed by one 
of those unexpected events which determine the fate man in 
vain would work out for himself. In passing through the 
Tyro, on my way into the north of Italy, I found in a small 
inn, remote from medical attendance, an English traveller 
seized with acute inflammation of the lungs, and in a state of 
imminent danger. I devoted myself to him night and dayj 
and, perhaps more through careful nursing than active reme- 
dies, I had the happiness to effect his complete recovery. 
The traveller proved to be Julius Faber, a physician of great 
distinction, contented to reside, where he was born, in the 

provincial city of L ^ but whose reputation as a profound 
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and original pathologist was widely spread, and whose writ- 
ings had formed no unimportant part of my special studies. 
It was during a short holiday excursion, from wduch he was 
about to return with renovated vigour, that he had been thus 
stricken down. The patient so accidentally met with became 
the founder of my professional fortunes. He conceived a 
warm attachment for me, — perhaps the more affectionate be- 
cause he was a childless bachelor, and the nephew who would 
succeed to his wealth evinced no desire to succeed to the toils 
by which the wealth had been acquired. Thus, having an 
heir for the one, he had long looked about for an heir to the 
other, and now resolved on finding that heir in me. So when 
we parted Dr. Faber made me promise to correspond with 
him regularly, and it was not long before he disclosed by let- 
ter the plans he had formed in my favour. He said that he 
was growing old; his practice was beyond his strength; he 
needed a partner; he was not disposed to put up to sale the 
health of patients whom he had learned to regard as his chil- 
dren : money was no object to him, but it was an object close 
at his heart that the humanity he had served, and the reputa- 
tion he had acquired, should suffer no loss in his choice of a 
successor. In fine, he proposed that I should at once come to 
Jj as his partner, with the view of succeeding to his en- 

tire practice at the end of two years, when it was his inten- 
tion to retire. 

The opening into fortune thus afforded to me was one that 
rarely presents itself to a young man entering lipon an over- 
crowded profession; and to an aspirant less allured by the 
desire of fortune than the hope of distinction, the fame of 
the physician who thus generously offered to me the inesti- 
mable benefits of his long experience and his cordial introduc- 
tion was in itself an assurance that a metropolitan practice is 
not essential to a national renown. 

I went, then, to L ^ and before the two years of my 

partnership had expired, my success justified my kind friend^s 
selection, and far more than realized my own expectations. I 
was fortunate in effecting some notable cures in the earliest 
cases submitted to me, and it is everything in the career of a 
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pliysician when good luck wins betimes for him that confi- 
dence which patients rarely accord except to lengthened ex- 
perience. To the rapid facility with which my way was 
made, some circumstances apart from professional skill prob- 
ably contributed. I was saved from the suspicion of a medi- 
cal adventurer by the accidents of birth and fortune. I 
belonged to an ancient family (a branch of the once powerful 
border-clan of the Fenwicks) that had for many generations 
held a fair estate in the neighbourhood of Windermere. As 
an only son I had succeeded to that estate on attaining my 
majority, and had sold it to pay off the debts which had been 
made by my father, who had the costly tastes of an antiquary 
and collector. The residue on the sale insured me a modest 
independence apart from the profits of a profession; and as I 
had not been legally bound to defray my father’s debts, so I 
obtained that character for disinterestedness and integrity 
which always in England tends to propitiate the public to the 
successes achieved by industry or talent. Perhaps, too, any 
professional ability I might possess was the more readily con- 
ceded, because I had cultivated with assiduity the sciences 
and the scholarship which are collaterally connected with the 
study of medicine. Thus, in a word, I established a social 
position which came in aid of my professional repute, and 
silenced much of that envy which usually embitters and some- 
times impedes success. 

Dr. Faber retired at the end of the two years agreed upon. 
He -went abroad; and being, though advanced in years, of a 
frame still robust, and habits of mind still inquiring and 
eager, he commenced a lengthened course of foreign travel, 
during which our correspondence, at first frequent, gradually 
languished, and finally died awa}^ 

I succeeded at once to the larger part of the practice which 
the labours of thirty years had secured to my predecessor. 
My chief rival wm-s a Dr. Lloyd, a benevolent, fervid man, 
not without genius, if genius be present where judgment is 
absent; not without science, if that may be science which 
fails in, precision, — one of those clever desultory men who, 
in adopting a profession, do not give up to it the whole force 
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and lieat of their minds. Men of that kind habitually accept 
a mechanical routine, because in the exercise of their ostensi- 
ble calling their imaginative faculties are drawn away to pur- 
suits more alluring. Therefore, in their proper vocation they 
are seldom bold or inventive,— out of it they are sometimes 
both to excess. And when they do take up a novelty in their 
own profession they cherish it with an obstinate tenacity, and 
an extravagant passion, unknown to those quiet philosophers 
who take up novelties every day, examine them with the so- 
briety of practised eyes, to lay down altogether, modify in 
part, or accept in whole, according as inductive experiment 
supports or destroys conjecture. 

Dr. Lloyd had been esteemed a learned naturalist long be- 
fore he was admitted to be a tolerable physician. Amidst the 
privations of his youth he had contrived to form, and with 
each succeeding year he had perseveringly increased, a zoologi- 
cal collection of creatures, not alive, but, happily for the be- 
holder, stulfed or embalmed. From what I have said, it will 
be truly inferred that Dr. Lloyd^s early career as a physician 
had not been brilliant; but of late years he had gradually 
rather aged than worked himself into that professional au- 
thority and station which time confers on a thoroughly re- 
spectable man whom no one is disposed to envy, and all are 
disposed to like. 

ISTow in L there were two distinct social circles, — that 

of the wealthy merchants and traders, and that of a few privi- 
leged families inhabiting a part of the town aloof from the 
marts of commerce, and called the Abbey Hill. These superb 
Areopagites exercised over the wives and daughters of the 
inferior citizens to whom all of L—, except the Abbey 
Hill, owed its prosperity, the same kind of mysterious in- 
fluence which the fine ladies of May Fair and Belgravia are 
reported to hold over the female denizens of Bloomsbury and 
Marylebone. 

Abbey Hill was not opulent; but it was powerful by a con- 
centration of its resources in all matters of patronage. Abbey 
Hill had its own milliner and its own draper, its own confec • 
tioner, butcher, baker, and tea-dealer; and the patronage of 
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Abbey Hill was like the patronage of royalty,-— less lucrative 
in itself than as a solemn certificate of general merit. The 
shops on which Abbey Hill conferred its custom were cer- 
tainly not the cheapest, possibly not the best; but they were 
undeniably the most imposing. The proprietors were deco- 
rously pompous, the shopmen superciliously polite. They 
could not be more so if they had belonged to the State, and 
been paid by a public which they benefited and despised. 
The ladies of Low Town (as the city subjacent to the Hill 
had been styled from a date remote in the feudal ages) en- 
tered those shops with a certain awe, and left them with a 
certain pride. There they had learned what the Hill ap- 
proved; there they had bought what the Hill had purchased. 
It is much in this life to be quite sure that we are in the 
right, whatever that conviction may cost us. Abbey Hill 
had been in the habit of appointing, amongst other objects of 
patronage, its own physician. But that habit had fallen into 
disuse during the latter years of my predecessor's practice. 
His superiority over all other medical men in the town had 
become so incontestable, that, though he was emphatically 
the doctor of Low Town, the head of its hospitals and infirma- 
ries, and by birth related to its principal traders, still as 
Abbey Hill was occasionally subject to the physical infirmi- 
ties of meaner mortals, so on those occasions it deemed it best 
not to push the point of honour to the wanton sacrifice of life. 
Since Low Town possessed one of the most famous physicians 
in England, Abbey Hill magnanimously resolved not to crush 
him by a rival. Abbey Hill let him feel its pulse. 

When my predecessor retired, I had presumptuously ex- 
pected that the Hill would have continued to suspend its nor- 
mal right to a special physician, and shown to me the same 
generous favour it had shown to him, who had declared me 
worthy to succeed to his honours. I had the more excuse for 
this presumption because the Hill had already allowed me to 
visit a fair proportion of its invalids, had said some very 
gracious things to me about the great respectability of the 
Fenwick family, and sent me some invitations to dinner, and 
a great many invitations to tea. 
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But my self-conceit received a notable cbeek; Abbey Hill 
declared that tbe time bad come to reassert its dormant privi' 
lege; it must have a doctor of its own cboosing,— a doctor 
who might, indeed, be permitted to visit Low Town from 
motives of humanity or gain, but who must emphatically as- 
sert his special allegiance to Abbey Hill by fixing his home 
on that venerable promontory. Miss Brabazon, a spinster of 
uncertain age but undoubted pedigree, with small fortune but 
high nose, which she would pleasantly observe was a proof of 
her descent from Humphrey Duke of Gloucester (with whom, 
indeed, I have no doubt, in spite of chronology, that she very 
often dined), was commissioned to inquire of me diplomati- 
cally, and without committing Abbey Hill too much by the 
overture, whether I would take a large and antiquated man- 
sion, in which abbots were said to have lived many centuries 
ago, and which was still popularly styled Abbots’ House, 
situated on the verge of the Hill, as in that case the ^^Hill ” 
would think of me. 

"It is a large house for a single man, I allow,” said Miss 
Brabazon, candidly; and then added, with a sidelong glance 
of alarming sweetness, " but when Dr, Fenwick has taken his 
true position (so old a family !) amongst us, he need not long 
remain single, unless he prefer it.” 

I replied, with more asperity than the occasion called for, 
that I had no thought of changing my residence at present, 
and if the Hill wanted me, the Hill must send for me. 

Two days afterwards Dr. Lloyd took Abbots’ House, and 
in less than a week was proclaimed medical adviser to the 
Hill. The election had been decided by the fiat of a great 
lady, who reigned supreme on the sacred eminence, under the 
name and title of Mrs. Colonel Poyntz, 

"Dr. Fenwick,” said this lady, "is a clever young man and 
a gentleman, but he gives himself airs, — the Hill does not 
allow any airs but its own. Besides, he is a new comer : re- 
sistance to new comers, and, indeed, to all things new, except 
caps and novels, is one of the bonds that keep old established 
societies together. Accordingly, it is by my advice that Dr. 
Lloyd has taken Abbots’ House; the rent would be too higli 
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for Ris means if tlie Hill did not feel bound in lionour to jus- 
tify the trust he has placed in its patronage. I told him that 
ail my friends^ when they were in want of a doctor, would 
send for him ; those who are my friends will do so. What 
the Hill does, plenty of common people down there will do 
also, — so that question is settled! ’’ And it was settled. 

Dr. Lloyd, thus taken by the hand, soon extended the range 
of his visits beyond the Hill, which was not precisely a 
mountain of gold to doctors, and shared with myself, though 
i]i a comparatively small degree, the much more lucrative 
XJractice of Low Town. 

I had no cause to grudge his success, nor did I. But to my 
theories of medicine his diagnosis was shallow, and his pre- 
scriptions obsolete. When we were summoned to a joint 
consultation, our views as to the proper course of treatment 
seldom agreed. Doubtless he thought I ought to have de- 
ferred to his seniority in years ; but I held the doctrine which 
youth deems a truth and age a paradox, — namely, that in 
science the young men are the practical elders, inasmuch as 
they are schooled in the latest experiences science has gath- 
ered up, while their seniors are cramped by the dogmas they 
were schooled to believe when the world was some decades 
the younger. 

Meanwhile my reputation continued rapidly to advance; it 
became more than local; my advice was sought even by pa- 
tients from the metropolis. That ambition, which, conceived 
in early youth, had decided my career and sweetened all its 
labours,- — the ambition to take a rank and leave a name as 
one of the great pathologists to whom humanity accords a 
grateful, if calm, renown, — saw before it a level field and a 
certain goal. 

I know not whether a success far beyond that usually at- 
tained at the age I had reached served to increase, but it 
seemed to myself to justify, the main characteristic of my 
moral organization, — intellectual pride. 

Though mild and gentle to the sufferers under my care, as 
a necessary element of professional duty, I was intolerant of 
contradiction from those who belonged to my calling, or even 
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from those who, in general opinion, opposed my favourite 

theories. 

I had espoused a school of medical philosophy severely 
rigid in its inductive logic. My creed was that of stern ma- 
terialism. I had a contempt for the understanding of men 
who accepted with credulity what they could not explain by 
reason. My favourite phrase was “common-sense.” At the 
same time I had no prejudice against bold discovery^ and disr- 
covery necessitates conjecturej but I dismissed as idle ail con- 
jecture that could not be brought to a practical test. 

As in medicine I had been the pupil of Broussais, so in 
metaphysics .1 was the disciple of Condillac. I believed with 
that philosopher that “all our knowledge we owe to Nature; 
that in the beginning we can only instruct ourselves through 
her lessons ; and that the whole art of reasoning consists in 
continuing as she has compelled us to commence. ” Keeping 
natural philosophy apart from the doctrines of revelation, I 
never assailed the last; but I contended that by the first no 
accurate reasoner could arrive at the existence of the soul as 
a third principle of being equally distinct from mind and 
body. That by a miracle man might live again, was a ques- 
tion of faith and not of understanding. I left faith to re- 
ligion, and banished it from philosophy. How define with a 
precision to satisfy the logic of philosophy what was to live 
again? The body? We know that the body rests in its 
grave till by the process of decomposition its elemental parts 
enter into other forms of matter. The mind? But the mind 
was as clearly the result of the bodily organization as the 
music of the harpsichord is the result of the instrumental 
mechanism. The mind shared the decrepitude of the body in 
extreme old age, and in the full vigour of youth a sudden 
injury to the brain might forever destroy the intellect of a 
Plato or a Shakspeare. But the third principle, — the soul, — 
the something lodged within the body, which yet was to sur- 
vive it? Where was that soul hidden out of the ken of the 
anatomist? When philosophers attempted to define it, were 
they not compelled to confound its nature and its actions with 
those of the mind? Could they reduce it to the mere moral 
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seiisej varying according to education, circumstances, and 
physical constitution? But even the moral sense in the most 
virtuous of men may be swept away by a fever. Such at the 
time I now speak of were the views I held, — views certainly 
not original nor pleasing 5 but I cherished them with as fond 
a tenacity as if they had been consolatory truths of which I 
was the first discoverer. I was intolerant to those who main- 
tained opposite doctrines, — despised them as irrational, or 
disliked them as insincere. Certainly if I had fulfilled the 
career which my ambition predicted, — become the founder 
of a new school in pathology, and summed up my theories in 
academical lectures, — I should have added another authority, 
however feeble, to the sects which circumscribe the interest 
of man to the life that has its close in his grave. 

Possibly that which I have called my intellectual pride was 
more nourished than I should have been willing to grant by 
the self-reliance which an unusual degree of physical power 
is apt to bestow. Nature had blessed me with the thews of 
an athlete. Among the hardy youths of the Northern Athens 
I had been pre-eminently distinguished for feats of activity 
and strength. My mental labours, and the anxiety which is 
inseparable from the conscientious responsibilities of the 
medical profession, kept my health below the par of keen 
enjoyment, but had in no way diminished my rare muscular 
force. I walked through the crowd with the firm step and 
lofty crest of the mailed knight of old, who felt himself, in 
his casement of iron, a match against numbers. Thus the 
sense of a robust individuality, strong alike in disciplined 
reason and animal vigour, habituated to aid others, needing 
no aid for itself, contributed to render me imperious in will 
and arrogant in opinion. Nor were such defects injurious to 
me in my profession; on the contrary, aided as they were by 
a calm manner, and a presence not without that kind of dig- 
nity which is the livery of self-esteem, they served to impose 
respect and to inspire trust. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

I HAD been about six years at L when I became sud- 

denly involved in a controversy with Dr. Lloyd. Just as tMs 
ill-fated man appeared at tbe culminating point of Ms profes- 
sional fortunes^ lie liad tlie imprudence to proclaim bimselt 
not only an enthusiastic advocate of mesmerism as a curative 
process, but an ardent believer of the reality of somnambular 
clairvoyance as an invaluable gift of certain privileged or- 
ganizations. To these doctrines I sternly opposed myself, 
— the more sternly, perhaps, because on these doctrines 
Dr. Lloyd founded an argument for the existence of soul, 
independent of mind, as of matter, and built thereon a super- 
structure of physiological fantasies, which, could it be sub- 
stantiated, would replace every system of metaphysics on 
which recognized philosophy condescends to dispute. 

About two years before he became a disciple rather of Puy- 
segur than Mesmer (for Mesmer had little faith in that gift 
of clairvoyance of which Puysegnr was, I believe, at least in 
modern times, the first audacious asserter). Dr. Lloyd had 
been afidicted with the loss of a wife many years younger than 
himself, and to whom he had been tenderly attached. And 
this bereavement, in directing the hopes that consoled him to 
a world beyond the grave, had served perhaps to render him 
more credulous of the phenomena in which he greeted addi- 
tional proofs of purely spiritual existence. Certainly, if, in 
controverting the notions of another physiologist, I had re- 
stricted myself to that fair antagonism which belongs to 
scientific disputants anxious only for the truth, I should need 
no apology for sincere conviction and honest argument; but 
when, with condescending good-nature, as if to a man much 
younger than himself, who was ignorant of the phenomena 
which he nevertheless denied, Dr. Lloyd invited me to attend 
his seances and witness his cures, my amour ^ropre became 
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aroused and nettled, and it seemed to me necessary to put 
down wliat I asserted to be too gross an outrage on common- 
sense to justify the ceremony of examination. I wrote, there- 
fore, a small pamphlet on the subject, in which I exhausted 
all the weapons that irony can lend to contempt. Dr. Lloyd 
replied; and as he was no very skilful arguer, his reply in- 
jured him perhaps more than my assault. Meanwhile, I had 
made some inquiries as to the moral character of his favourite 
clairvoyants. I imagined that I had learned enough to justify 
me in treating them as flagrant cheats, and himself as their 
egregious dupe. 

Low Town soon ranged itself, with very few exceptions, on 
my side. The Hill at first seemed disposed to rally round its 
insulted physician, and to make the dispute a party question, 
in which the Hill would have been signally worsted, when 
suddenly the same lady paramount, who had secured to Dr. 
Lloyd the smile of the Eminence, spoke forth against him, 
and the Eminence frowned. 

^^Dr. Lloyd,” said the Queen of the Hill, “is an amiable 
creature, but on this subject decidedly cracked. Cracked 
poets may be all the better for being cracked, — cracked doc- 
tors are dangerous. Besides, in deserting that old-fashioned 
routine, his adherence to which made his claim to the HilEs 
approbation, and unsettling the mind of the Hill with wild 
revolutionary theories, Dr. Lloyd has betrayed the principles 
on which the Hill itself rests its social foundations. Of those 
principles Dr. Eenwick has made himself champion; and 
the Hill is bound to support him. There, the question is 
settled! ” 

And it was settled. 

From the moment Mrs. Colonel Poyntz thus issued the 
word of command, Dr. Lloyd was demolished. His practice 
was gone, as well as his repute. Mortification or anger 
brought on a stroke of paralysis which, disabling my oppo- 
nent, put an end to our controversy. An obscure Dr. J ones, 
who had been the special pupil and frotegi of Dr. Lloyd, 
offered himself as a candidate for the Hilhs tongues and 
pulses. The Hill gave hiin little encouragement. It once 
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more suspended its electoral privilegeSj and, without insist- 
ing on calling me up to it, the Hill quietly called me in 
whenever its health needed other advice than that of its visit- 
ing apothecary. Again it invited me, sometimes to dinner, 
often to tea, and again Miss Brahazon assured me by a 
sidelong glance that it was no fault of hers if I were still 
single. 

I had almost forgotten the dispute which had obtained for 
me so conspicuous a triumph, when one winter^s night I was 
roused from sleep by a summons to attend Dr Lloyd, who, 
attacked by a second stroke a few hours previously, had, on 
recovering sense, expressed a vehement desire to consult the 
rival by whom he had suffered so severely. I dressed myself 
in haste and hurried to his house. 

A February night, sharp and bitter; an iron-gray frost be- 
low, a spectral melancholy moon above. I had to ascend the 
Abbey Hill by a steep, blind lane between high walls. I 
passed through stately gates, which stood wide open, into the 
garden ground that surrounded the old Abbots^ House. At 
the end of a short carriage-drive the dark and gloomy building 
cleared itself from leafless skeleton trees, — the moon resting 
keen and cold on its abrupt gables and lofty chimney-stacks. 
An old woman-servant received me at the door, and, without 
saying a word, led me through a long low hall, and up dreary 
oak stairs, to a broad landing, at which she paused for a mo- 
ment, listening. Round and about hall, staircase, and landing 
were ranged the dead specimens of the savage world which it 
had been the pride of the naturalist^s life to collect. Close 
where I stood yawned the open jaws of the fell anaconda, its 
lower coils hidden, as they rested on the floor below, by the 
winding of the massive stairs. Against the dull wainscot 
walls were pendent cases stored with grotesque unfamiliar 
mummies, seen imperfectly by the moon that shot through 
the window-panes, and the candle in the old woman^s hand. 
And as now she turned towards me, nodding her signal to 
follow, and went on up the shadowy passage, rows of gigantic 
birds — ibis and vulture, and huge sea glaucus — glared at 
me in the false light of their hungry eyes. 
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So i entered tke sick-room, and the first glance told me 
fciuit my art was powerless there. 

The children of the stricken widower were grouped round 
his bed, the eldest apparently about fifteen, the youngest four; 
one little girl — the only female child — was clinging to her 
father’s neck, her face pressed to his bosom, and in that room 
her sobs alone were loud. 

As I passed the threshold, Dr. Lloyd lifted his face, which 
had been bent over the weeping child, and gazed on me with 
an aspect of strange glee, which I failed to interpret. Then 
as I stole towards him softly and slowly, he pressed his lips 
on the long fair tresses that streamed wild over his breast, 
motioned to a nurse who stood beside his pillow to take the 
child away, and in a voice clearer than I could have expected 
in one on whose brow lay the unmistakable hand of death, he 
bade the nurse and the children quit the room. All went sor- 
rowfully, but silently, save the little girl, who, borne off in 
the nurse’s arms, continued to sob as if her heart were 
breaking. 

I was not prepared for a scene so affecting; it moved me 
to the quick. My eyes wistfully followed the children so 
soon to be orphans, as one after one went out into the dark 
chill shadow, and amidst the bloodless forms of the dumb 
brute nature, ranged in grisly vista beyond the death-room of 
man. And when the last infant shape had vanished, and the 
door closed with a jarring click, my sight wandered loiter- 
ingly around the chamber before I could bring myself to fix 
it on the broken form, beside which I now stood in all that 
glorious vigour of frame which had fostered the pride of my 
niiud. Ill the moment consumed by my mournful survey, the 
whole aspect of the place impressed itself ineffaceably on life- 
long remembrance. Through the high, deep-sunken case- 
ment, across which the thin, faded curtain was but half 
drawn, the moonlight rushed, and then settled on the floor 
in one shroud of white glimmer, lost under the gloom of the 
death-bed. The roof was low, and seemed lower still by 
heavy intersecting beams, which I might have touched with 
my lifted hand. And the tall guttering candle by the bed- 
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side, and the flicker from, the fire struggling out through the 
fuel but newly heaped on it, threw their reflection on the 
ceiling just over my head in a reek of quivering blackness, 
like an angry cloud. 

Suddenly I felt my arm grasped; with his left hand (the 
right side was already lifeless) the dying man drew me 
towards him nearer and nearer, till his lips almost touched 
my ear, and, in a voice now firm, now splitting into gasp and 
hiss, thus he said, — 

I have summoned you to gaze on your own work! You 
have stricken down my life at the moment when it was most 
needed by my children, and most serviceable to mankind. 
Had I lived a few years longer, my children would have en- 
tered on manhood, safe from the temptations of want and 
undejected by the charity of strangers. Thanks to you, they 
will be penniless orphans. Fellow-creatures afflicted by mala- 
dies your pharmacopoeia had failed to reach came to me for 
relief, and they found it. ^ The effect of imagination,’ you 
say. What matters, if I directed the imagination to cure? 
Now you have mocked the unhappy ones out of their last 
chance of life. They will suffer and perish. Did you be- 
lieve me in error? Still you knew that my object was re- 
search into truth. You employed against your brother in art 
veuomous drugs and a poisoned probe. Look at me! Are 
you satisfied with your work?” 

I sought to draw hack and pluck my arm from the dying 
man’s grasp, I could not do so without using a force that 
would have been inhuman. His lips drew nearer still to my 
ear. ■ ■ 

“Vain pretender, do not boast that you brought a genius for 
epigram to the service of science. Science is lenient to all 
who offer experiment as the test of conjecture. You are of 
the stuff of which inquisitors are made. You cry that truth 
is profaned when your dogmas are questioned. In your shal- 
low presumption you have meted the dominions of nature, 
and where your eye halts its vision, you say, ‘ There nature 
must close ; ’ in the bigotry which adds crime to presumption, 
you would stone the discoverer who, in annexing new realms 



A STEANGE STOEY. 


15 


to her chart, unsettles your arbitrary landmarks. Verily, 
retribution shall await you! In those spaces which your 
sight has disdained to explore you shall yourself be a lost 
and bewildered straggler. Hist! T see them already! The 
gibbering phantoms are gathering round you!^^ 

The man’s voice stopped abruptly; his eye fixed in a glaz- 
ing stare; his hand relaxed its hold; he fell back on his pih 
low. I stole from the room; on the landing-place I met the 
nurse and the old woman-servant. Happily the children were 
not there. But I heard the wail of the female child from 
some room not far distant. 

I whispered hurriedly to the nurse, All is over! ” passed 
again under the jaws of the vast anaconda, and on through 
the blind lane between the dead walls, on through the ghastly 
streets, under the ghastly moon, went back to my solitary 
home. 


CHAPTEE III. 

It was some time before I could shake off the impression 
made on me by the words and the look of that dying man. 

It was not that my conscience upbraided me. What had I 
done? Denounced that which I held, in common with most 
men of sense in or out of my profession, to be one of those 
illusions by which quackery draws profit from the wonder of 
ignorance. Was I to blame if I refused to treat with the 
grave respect due to asserted discovery in legitimate science 
pretensions to powers akin to the fables of wizards? Was I 
to descend from the Academe of decorous science to examine 
whether a slumbering sibyl could read from a book placed at 

her back, or tell me at L what at that moment was being 

done by my friend at the Antipodes? 

And what though Dr. Lloyd himself might be a worthy and 
honest man, and a sincere believer in the extravagances for 
which he demanded an equal credulity in others, do not hon- 
est men every day incur the penalty of ridicule if, from a de- 
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feet of good sense, they make tkemselves ridicnloxis? Gould 
I have foreseen that a satire so justly provoked would inflict 
so deadly a wound? Was I inhumanly barbarous because the 
antagonist destroyed was morbidly sensitive? My conscience, 
therefore, made me no reproach, and the public was as little 
severe as my conscience. The public had been with me in 
our contest; the public knew nothing of my opponent’s death- 
bed accusations; the public knew only that I had attended 
him in his last moments; it saw me walk beside the bier that 
bore him to his grave; it admired the respect to his memory 
which I evinced in the simple tomb that I placed over his 
remains, inscribed with an epitaph that did justice to his un- 
questionable benevolence and integrity; above all, it praised 
the energy with which I set on foot a subscription for his 
orphan children, and the generosity with which I headed that 
subscription by a sum that was large in proportion to my 
means. 

To that sum I did not, indeed, limit my contribution. The 
sobs of the poor female child rang still on my heart. As her 
grief had been keener than that of her brothers, so she might 
be subjected to sharper trials than they, when the time came 
for her to fight her own way through the world ; therefore I 
secured to her, but with such precautions that the gift could 
not be traced to my hand, a sum to accumulate till she was of 
marriageable age, and which then might suffice for a small 
wedding portion; or if she remained single, for an income 
that would place her beyond the temptation of want, or the 
bitterness of a servile dependence. 

That Dr. Lloyd should have died in poverty was a matter 
of surprise at first, for his profits during the last few years 
had been considerable, and his mode of life far from extrava- 
gant. But just before the date of our controversy he had 
been induced to assist the brother of his lost wife, who was a 
junior partner in a London bank, with the loan of his accu- 
mulated savings. This man proved dishonest; he embezzled 
that and other sums intrusted to him, and fled the country. 
The same sentiment of conjugal affection which had cost Dr. 
Lloyd his fortune kept him silent as to the cause of the loss. 
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It was reserved for Bis executors to discover the treachery of 
the brother-in-law whom he, poor man, would have gener- 
ously screened from additional disgrace. 

The Mayor of L , a wealthy and public-spirited mer- 

chant, purchased the museum, which Di\ Lloyd^s passion for 
natural history had induced him to form; and the sum thus 
obtained, together with that raised by subscription, sufficed 
not only to discharge all debts due by the deceased, but to 
insure to the orphans the benefits of an education that might 
fit at least the boys to enter fairly armed into that game, 
more of skill than of chance, in which Fortune is really so 
little blinded that we see, in each turn of her wheel, wealth 
and its honours pass away from the lax fingers of ignorance 
and sloth, to the resolute grasp of labour and knowledge. 

Meanwhile a relation in a distant county undertook the 
charge of the orphans ; they disappeared from the scene, and 
the tides of life in a commercial community soon flowed over 
the place which the dead man had occupied in the thoughts 
of his bustling townsfolk. 

One person at L , and only one, appeared to share and 

inherit the rancour with which the poor physician had de- 
nounced me on his death-bed. It was a gentleman named 
Vigors, distantly related to the deceased, and who had been, 
in point of station, the most eminent of Dr. Lloyd’s partisans 
in the controversy with myself,— a man of no great scholastic 
acquirements, but of respectable abilities. He had that kind 
of power which the world concedes to respectable abilities 
when accompanied with a temper more than usually stern, and 
a moral character more than usually austere. His ruling pas- 
sion was to sit in judgment upon others; and being a magis- 
trate, he was the most active and the most rigid of all the 
magistrates L had ever known. 

Mr. Vigors at first spoke of me with great bitterness, as 
having ruined, and in fact killed, his friend, by the unchari- 
table and unfair acerbity which he declared I had brought 
into what ought to have been an unprejudiced examination of 
simple matter of fact. But finding no sympathy in these 
charges, he had the discretion to cease from making them, 
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contenting himself with a solemn shake of his head if he 
heard my name mentioned in terms of praise^ and an oracular 
sentence or two, such as ‘^Time will show/^ All well that 
ends well,” etc. Mr. Vigors, however, mixed very little in 
the more convivial intercourse of the townspeople. He called 
himself domestic; but, in truth, he was ungenial, — a stilf 
man, starched with self-esteem. He thought that his dignity 
of station was not sufficiently acknowledged by the merchants 
of Low Town, and his superiority of intellect not sufficiently 
recognized by the exclusives of the Hill. His visits were, 
therefore, chiefly confined to the houses of neighbouring 
squires, to whom his reputation as a magistrate, conjoined 
with his solemn exterior, made him one of those oracles by 
which men consent to be awed on condition that the awe is 
not often inflicted. And though he opened his house three 
times a week, it was only to a select few, whom he first fed 
and then biologized. Electro-biology was very naturally the 
special entertainment of a man whom no intercourse ever 
pleased in which his will was not imposed upon others. 
Therefore he only invited to his table persons whom he could 
stare into the abnegation of their senses, willing to say that 
beef was lamb, or brandy was coflee, according as he willed 
them to say. And, no doubt, the persons asked would have 
said anything he willed, so long as they had, in substance, as 
well as in idea, the beef and the brandy, the lamb and the 
coffee. I did not, then, often meet Mr. Vigors at the houses 
in which I occasionally spent my evenings. I heard of his 
enmity as a man safe in his home hears the sough of a wind 
on a common without. If now and then we chanced to pass 
in the streets, he looked up at me (he was a small man walk- 
ing on tiptoe) with a sullen scowl of dislike; and from the 
height of my stature, I dropped upon the small man and sul- 
len scowl the affable smile of supreme indifference. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

I HAD now arrived at that age when an ambitions man, 
satisfied with his progress in the world without, begins to 
feel in the cravings of unsatisfied affection the void of a soli- 
tary hearth. I resolved to marry, and looked out for a wife* 
I had never hitherto admitted into my life the passion of 
love. In fact, I had regarded that passion, even in my 
earlier youth, with a certain superb contempt, — as a malady 
engendered by an effeminate idleness, and fostered by a sickly 
imagination. 

I wished to find in a wife a rational companion, an affec- 
tionate and trustworthy friend. Ho views of matrimony 
could be less romantic, more soberly sensible, than those 
which I conceived. Hor were my requirements mercenary or 
presumptuous. I cared not for fortune; I asked nothing from 
connections. My ambition was exclusively professional; it 
could be served by no titled kindred, accelerated by no 
wealthy dower. I was no slave to beauty. I did not seek 
in a wife the accomplishments of a finishing-school teacher. 

Having decided that the time had come to select my help- 
mate, I imagined that I should find no difficulty in a choice 
that my reason would approve. But day upon day, week 
upon week, passed away, and though among the families I 
visited there were many young ladies who possessed more 
than the qualifications with which I conceived that I should 
be amply contented, and by whom I might flatter myself that 
my proposals would not be disdained, I saw not one to whose 
lifelong companionship I should not infinitely have preferred 
the solitude I found so irksome. 

One evening, in returning home from visiting a poor female 
patient whom I attended gratuitously, and whose case de- 
manded more thought than that of any other in my list, — for 
though it had been considered hopeless in the hosnital, and 


she h^ come home to die, I felt certain that I could save her 
and she seemed recovering under my care,- one evening - il 
WM the fifteenth of May -I found myself just before the 
gates of the house that had been inhabited by Dr. Lloyd 
binee his death the house had been unoccupied; the rent 
asJied tor it by the proprietor was considered high; and from 
the sacred Hill on which it was situated, shyness or pride 
banished the wealthier traders. The garden gates stood wide 
open, as they had stood on the winter night on which I had 
pssed through them to the chamber of death. The remem- 
brance of that death-bed came vividly before me, and the dy- 
ing man s fantastic threat rang again in my startled ears 
An irresistible impulse, which I could not then account for' 
and which I cannot account for now,— an impulse the reverse 
o± that which usually makes us turn away with quickened 
s ep from a spot that recalls associations of pain,— urged me 
on through the open gates up the neglected grass-grown road 
urged me to look, under the westering sun of the joyous 
spring, at that house which I had never seen but in the gloom 
of a winter night, under the melancholy moon. As the 
building came in sight, with dark-red bricks, partially over- 
giown wit ivy, I perceived that it was no longer unoccupied. 

1 saw forms passing^ athwart the open windows; a van laden 
with articles of furniture stood before the door; a servant in 
livery was beside it giving directions to the men who were 
unloading. Evidently some family was just entering into 
possession. I folt somewhat ashamed of my trespass, and 

S ^ retreated 

„ yards, when I saw before me, at the entrance gates, 

wbi'l J ^ apparently of middle age; 

while, just at hand, a path cut through the shrubs gave view 

of a small wicket-gate at the end of the grounds I folt un- 
not onl, to a, lad,, "t i 

what awkward apology for intrusion, but still more to en- 

iw T “dignified position. Involuntarily, 

erefore, I tamed down the path which would favour my 
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escape unobserved. When sbonf , 

i and the wicket-gate, the shrubs that , ^5’^' house 

either side suddenly opened to the left *he path on 

. ™le of aw„a, sLSd % “ 

brickwork partially covered with fe^ fiagments of old 

pl-ts, ,a,do, or wild 

circle, a fountain, or rather well 

aothic monastic dome, S Irjv’rS' " 

columns, time-worn, dilapidated^’ A lam h^orman 

tins unmistakable relic of the ancient a W 

air of antiquity, romance, legend about thia^' 

disclosed amidst the delicate green of the^ 1"^ ’ f 

But it was not the ruined wall .u ^ shrubberies. 

Chained my footstep auTlharmfd ^ 

2-.S a solitary human form, seated amidst the mournful 

; I mmlured to^m^W wXT^’ 

I Of ...Oder S^po, fi>, ™,p«.i,.e'd“”“ 

; filled »ia violets sod bImsoLI“caUod frdm'the'’”^? 

green, bough after bough, from the h-P ^'^chnig abundant 
«odi.gi„ ,avy verdii 

smile of the settiiiv sun and da.t ■ sommrt, in the 
neared the earth. <» it 

She did not notice, she did not «eo Trtrt t. 

upon the horizon, where it slnno/i f j-t. ’ 

the tree-tops and thr.3ns ‘f"*- “I”™ 

oallf I ^ried my oL" “r*? p““‘T 

't as if she watehed for some einectrf S 1 ' 

grow ont from the depths of bpavvp P®®ted, familiar sign to 

fore other eyes beheld it, the ray 

The birds dropped from the hou^ on thr^fartnd her 
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so fearlessly tRat one alighted amidst the flowers in the little 
basket at her feet. There is a famous German poem^ which 
I had read in my youth, called the Maiden from Abroad, 
variously supposed to be an allegory of Spring, or of Poetry, 
according to the choice of commentators : it seemed to me as 
if the poem had been made for her. Verily, indeed, in her, 
poet or painter might have seen an image equally true to 
either of those adornments of the earth; both outwardly a 
delight to sense, yet both wakening up thoughts within us, 
not sad, but akin to sadness. 

I heard now a step behind me, and a voice which I recog- 
nized to be that of Mr. Vigors. I broke from the charm by 
which I had been so lingeringly spell-bound, hurried on con- 
fusedly, gained the wicket-gate, from which a short flight of 
stairs descended into the common thoroughfare. And there 
the every-day life lay again before me. On the opposite side, 
houses, shops, church-spires; a few steps more, and the hust- 
ling streets ! How immeasurably fa,r from, yet how familiarly 
near to, the world in which we move and have being is that 
fairy-land of romance which opens out from the hard earth 
before us, when Love steals at first to our side, fading 
back into the hard earth again as Love smiles or sighs its 
farewell! 


CHAPTEE V. 

And before that evening I had looked on Mr. Vigors with 
supreme indifference ! What importance he now assumed in 
my eyes! The lady with whom I had seen him was doubt- 
less the new tenant of that house in which the young creature 
by whom my heart was so strangely moved evidently had her 
home. Most probably the relation between the two ladies 
was that of mother and daughter. Mr. Vigors, the friend of 
one, might himself be related to both, might prejudice them 
against me, might — Here, starting up, I snapped the 
thread of conjecture, for right before my eyes, on the table 
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beside which I had seated myself on eatering my room, lay a 
card of invitation: — 

Mrs. Poyntz.. ■ 

■ ''.At Home, ' ■ ■ ■ 

Wednesday, May 15th. 

Early. 

Mrs. Poyntz, — Mrs. Colonel Poyntz, the Queen of the 
Hill? There, at her house, I could not fail to learn all 
about the new comers, who could never without her sanction 
have settled on her domain. 

I hastily changed my dress, and, with beating heart, wound 
my way up the venerable eminence. 

I did not pass through the lane which led direct to Abbots^ 
House (for that old building stood solitary amidst its grounds 
a little apart from the spacious platform on which the society 
of the Hill was concentrated), but up the broad causeway, 
with vistaed gas-lamps 5 the gayer shops still-unclosed, the tide 
of busy life only slowly ebbing from the still-animated street, 
on to a square, in which the four main thoroughfares of the 
city converged, and which formed the boundary of Low 
Town. A huge dark archway, popularly called Monk’s Gate, 
at the angle of this square, made the entrance to Abbey Hill. 
When the arch was passed, one felt at once that one was in 
the town of a former day. The pavement was narrow and 
rugged; the shops small, their upper stories projecting, with 
here and there plastered fronts, quaintly arabesque. An as- 
cent, short, but steep and tortuous, conducted at once to the 
old Abbey Church, nobly situated in a vast quadrangle, round 
which were the genteel and gloomy dwellings of the Areopa- 
gites of the Hill. More genteel and less gloomy than the 
rest — lights at the windows and flowers on the balcony — 
stood forth, flanked by a garden wall at either side, the man- 
sion of Mrs. Colonel Poyntz. 

As I entered the drawing-room, I heard the voice of the 
hostess; it was a voice clear, decided, metallic, bell-like, ut- 
tering these words: Taken Abbots’ House? I will tell 
you.” 
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CHAPTER VL 

Mbs. Potntz was seated oa the sofa; at her right sat fat 
Mrs. Bruce, who was a Scotch lord’s grand-daughter; at her 
left thin Miss Brabazon, who was an Irish baronet’s niece. 
Around her ““ “ a few seated, many standing ■ had gi ouped all 
the guests, save two old gentlemen, who had remained aloof 
with Colonel Poyntz near the whist-table, waiting for the 
fourth old gentleman who was to make up the rubber, but 
who was at that moment spell-bound in the magic circle 
which curiosity, that strongest of social demons, had attracted 
round the hostess. 

“Taken Abbots’ House? I will tell you. — Ah, Dr. Pen- 
wick, charmed to see you. You know Abbots’ House is let 
at last? Well, Miss Brabazon, dear, you ask who has taken 
it. I will inform you, — a particular friend of mine.” 

“Indeed! Dear me! ” said Miss Brabazon, looking con- 
fused. “I hope I did not say anything to — ” 

Wound my feelings. Not in the least. You said your 
uncle Sir Phelim employed a coachmaker named Ashleigh, 
that Ashleigh was an uncommon name, though Ashley was a 
common one; you intimated an appalling suspicion that the 
Mrs. Ashleigh who had come to the Hill was the coach- 
maker’s widow. I relieve your mind,"- she is not; she is the 
widow of Gilbert Ashleigh, of Kirby Hall.” 

“Gilbert Ashleigh,” said one of the guests, a bachelor, 
whose parents had reared him for the Church, but who, like 
poor Goldsmith, did not think himself good enough for it,— 
a mistake of over-modesty, for he matured into a very harm- 
less creature. “Gilbert Ashleigh? I was at Oxford with 
him,— a gentleman commoner of Christ Church. Good-look- 
ing man, very; sapped — ” 

“Sapped! what’s that? — Oh, studied. That he did all 
his life. He married young,— Anne Chaloner; she and I 
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were girls together j married the same year. They settled 
at Eirby Hall — nice place, but dull. Poyntz and I spent a 
Christmas there. Ashleigh when he talked was charming, 
but he talked very little. Anne, when she talked, was com- 
monplace, and she talked very much. Naturally, poor thing, 
— she was so happy. Poyntz and I did not spend another 
Christmas there. Friendship is long, but life is short. Gil- 
bert Ashleigh’s life was short indeed; he died in the seventh 
year of his marriage, leaving only one child, a girl. Since 
then, though 1 never spent another Christmas at Kirby Hall, 
I have frequently spent a day there, doing my best to cheer 
up Anne. She was no longer talkative, poor dear. Wrapped 
up in her child, who has now grown into a beautiful girl of 
eighteen — such eyes, her father^s — the real dark blue- 
rare; sweet creature, but delicate; not, I hope, consumptive, 
but delicate; quiet, wants life. My girl Jane adores her. 
Jane has life enough for two.’^ 

‘Hs Miss Ashleigh the heiress to Kirby Hall? asked Mrs. 
Bruce, who had an unmarried son. 

<‘No. Kirby Hall passed to Ashleigh Sumner, the male 
heir, a cousin. And the luckiest of cousins ! Giibe^t^s sister, 
showy woman (indeed all show), had contrived to marry hei 
kinsman, Sir Walter Ashleigh Haughton, the head of the 
Ashleigh family, — just the man made to be the reflector of a 
showy woman! He died years ago, leaving an only son, Sir 
James, who was killed last winter, by a fall from his horse. 
And here, again, Ashleigh Sumner proved to be the male 
heir-at-law. During the minority of this fortunate youth, 
Mrs. Ashleigh had rented Kirby Hall of his guardian. He 
is now just coming of age, and that is why she leaves. Lilian 
Ashleigh will have, however, a very good fortune, — is what 
we genteel paupers call an heiress. Is there anything more 
you want to know?^^ 

Said thin Miss Brabazon, who took advantage of her thin- 
ness to wedge herself into every one’s affairs, A most inter- 
esting account. What a nice place Abbots’ House could be 
made with a little taste ! So aristocratic! Just what I should 
like if I could afford it! The drawing-room should be done 
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up in tlie Moorish, style, with geranium-coloured silk curtains, 

like dear JjB,dy L ’s boudoir at Twickenham. And Mrs. 

Ashleigh has taken the house! on lease too, I suppose!” 
Here Miss Brabazon fluttered her fan angrily, and then ex- 
claimed, “But what on earth brings Mrs. Ashleigh here? ” 

Answered Mrs. Colonel Poyntz, with the military frank- 
ness by which she kept her company in good humour, as well 
as awe, — 

“ Why do any of us come here? Can any one tell me? ” 

There was a blank silence, which the hostess herself was 
the first to break. 

“ Hone of us present can say why we came here. I can tell 
you why Mrs. Ashleigh came. Our neighbour, Mr, Vigors, 
is a distant connection of the late Gilbert Ashleigh, one of 
the executors to his will, and the guardian to the heir-at-law. 
About ten days ago Mr, Vigors called on me, for the first 
time since I felt it my duty to express my disapprobation of 
the strange vagaries so unhappily conceived by our poor dear 
friend Dr, Lloyd. And when he had taken his chair, just 
where you now sit, Dr. Fenwick, he said in a sepulchral 
voice, stretching out two fingers, so, — as if I were one of the 
what-do-you-call-^eins who go to sleep when he bids them, — 
‘Marm, you know Mrs. Ashleigh? You correspond with her?^ 
‘Yes, Mr. Vigors; is there any crime in that? You look as 
if there were.^ ‘ Ho crime, marm,’ said the man, quite seri- 
ously. ^ Mrs. Ashleigh is a lady of amiable temper, and you 
are a woman of masculine understanding.’ ” 

Here there was a general titter. Mrs. Colonel Poyntz 
hushed it with a look of severe surprise. “ What is there to 
laugh at? All women would be men if they could. If my 
understanding is masculine, so much the better for me. I 
thanked Mr. Vigors for his very handsome compliment, and 
he then went on to say that though Mrs. Ashleigh would 
now have to leave Kirby Hall in a very few weeks, she 
seemed quite unable to make up her mind where to go; that 
it had occurred to him that, as Miss Ashleigh was of an age to 
see a little of the world, she ought not to remain buried in 
the country; while, being of quiet mind, she recoiled from 
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the dissipation of London. Between the seclusion of the one 

and the turmoil of the other^ the society of L was a happy 

medium. He should be glad of my opinion. He had put oif 
asking for it, because he owned his belief that I had behaved 
unkindly to his lamented friend, Hr. Lloyd; but he now 
found himself in rather an awkward position. His ward, 
young Sumner, had prudently resolved on fixing his country 
residence at Kirby Hall, rather than at Haughton Park, the 
much larger seat which had so suddenly passed to his inherit- 
ance, and which he could not occupy without a vast estab- 
lishment, that to a single man, so young, would be but y 
cumbersome and costly trouble. Mr. Vigors was pledged to 
his ward to obtain him possession of Kirby Hall, the precise 
day agreed upon, but Mrs. Ashleigh did not seem disposed to 
stir, — could not decide where else to go, Mr. Vigors was 
loth to press hard on his old friend’s widow and child. It 
was a thousand pities Mrs xishleigh could not make up her 
mind; she had had ample time for preparation. A word from 
me at this moment would be an effective kindness. Abbots’ 
House was vacant, with a garden so extensive that the ladies 
would not miss the country. Another party was after it, but 
— ‘ Say no more,’ I cried; ^ no party but my dear old friend 
Anne Ashleigh shall have Abbots’ House. So that question 
is settled.’ I dismissed Mr. Vigors, sent for my carriage, — 
that is, for Mr. Barker’s yellow fly and his best horses, — and 
drove that very day to Kirby Hall, which, though not in this 
county, is only twenty-five miles distant. I slept there that 
night. By nine o’clock the next morning I had secured Mrs. 
Ashleigh’s consent, on the promise to save her all trouble; 
.came back, sent for the landlord, settled the rent, lease, 
agreement; engaged Forbes’ vans to remove the furniture 
from Kirby Hall; told Forbes to begin with the beds. When 
her own bed came, which was last night, Anne Ashleigh came 
too. I have seen her this morning. She likes the place, so 
does Lilian. I asked them to meet you all here to-night; but 
Mrs. Ashleigh was tired. The last of the furniture was to 
arrive to-day; and though dear Mrs. Ashleigh is an undecided 
character, she is not inactive. But it is not only the plan- 
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ning where to put tables and chairs that would have tried her 
to-day: she has had Mr. Vigors on her hands all the after- 
noon, and he has been — here ^s her little note — what are the 
words? No doubt 'most overpowering and oppressive;’ no, 
'most kind and attentive,’ — different words, but, as applied 
to Mr. Vigors, they mean the same thing. 

"And now, next Monday — we must leave them in peace 
till then — you will all call on the Ashleighs. The Hill 
knows what ivS due to itself; it cannot delegate to Mr. Vigors, 
a respectable man indeed, but who does not belong to its set, 
its own proper course of action towards those who would 
shelter themselves on its bosom. The Hill cannot be kind 
and attentive, overpowering or oppressive lyy proxy. To 
those newborn into its family circle it cannot be an indifer- 
ent godmother; it has towards them all the feelings of a 
mother, — or of a stepmother, as the case may be. Where it 
says 'This can be no child of mine,’ it is a stepmother in- 
deed; but in all those whom I have presented to its arms, it 
has hitherto, I am proud to say, recognized desirable ac- 
quaintances, and to them the Hill has been a mother. And 
now, my dear Mr. Sloman, go to your rubber; Poyntz is im- 
patient, though he don’t show it. Miss Brabazon, love, we 
all long to see you seated at the piano, — you play so di- 
vinely! Something gay, if you please; something gay, but 
not very noisy, — Mr. Leopold Symthe will turn the leaves 
for you. Mrs. Bruce, your own favourite set at vingt-un, 
with four new recruits. Dr. Fenwick, you are like me, 
don’t play cards, and don’t care for music; sit here, and talk 
or not, as you please, while I knit.” 

The other guests thus disposed of, some at the card-tables, 
some round the piano, I placed myself at Mrs. Poyntz’s side, 
on a seat niched in the recess of a window which an evening 
unusually warm for the month of May permitted to be left 
open. I was next to one who had known Lilian as a child, 
one from whom I had learned by what sweet name to call the 
image which my thoughts had already shrined. How much 
that I still longed to know she could tell me! But in what 
form of question could I lead to the subject, yet not betray 
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my absorbing interest in it? Longing to speafe, I felt as if 
stricken dumb; stealing an unquiet glance towards the face 
beside me, and deeply impressed with that truth which the 
Hill had long ago reverently acknowledged,— namely, that 
Mrs. Colonel Poyntz was a very superior woman, a very pow“ 
erful creature. 

And there she sat knitting, rapidly, firmly; a woman some- 
what on the other side of forty, complexion a bronze paleness, 
hair a bronze brown, in strong ringlets cropped short behind, 
— handsome hair for a man;, lips that, when closed, showed 
inflexible decision, when speaking, became supple and flexi- 
ble with an easy humour and a vigilant finesse; eyes of a red 
hazel, quick but steady, — observing, piercing, dauntless eyes; 
altogether a fine countenance,— would have been a very fine 
countenance in a man ; profile sharp, straight, clear-cut, with 
an expression, when in repose, like that of a sphinx; a frame 
robust, not corpulent; of middle height, but with an air and 
carriage that made her appear tall; peculiarly white firm 
hands, indicative of vigorous health, not a vein visible on the 
surface. 

There she sat knitting, knitting, and I by her side, gazing 
now on herself, now on her work, with a vague idea that the 
threads in the skein of my own web of love or of life were 
passing quick through those noiseless fingers. And, indeed, 
in every web of romance, the fondest, one of the Pare® is 
sure to be some matter-of-fact She, Social Destiny, as little 
akin to romance herself as was this worldly Queen of the 
Hill. 


CHAPTER VII. 

I HAVE given a sketch of the outward woman of Mrs. Col- 
onel Poyntz. The inner woman was a recondite mystery 
deep as that of the sphinx, whose features her own resembled. 
But between the outward and the inward woman there is ever 


a third woman,— the conyentional woman, — such as the 
whole human being appears to the world, — always mantled, 
sometimes masked. 

I am told that the fine people of London do not recognize 
the title of Mrs, Colonel.^’ If that be true, the fine people 
of London must be clearly in the wrong, for no people in the 
universe could be finer than the fine people of Abbey Hill; 
and they considered their sovereign had as good a right to 
the title of Mrs. Colonel as the Queen of England has to that 
of ^^our Gracious Lady.” But Mrs, Poyntz herself never 
assumed the title of Mrs. Colonel; it never appeared on her 
cards, — any more than the title of “ Gracious Lady ” appears 
on the cards which convey the invitation that a Lord Steward 
or Lord Chamberlain is commanded by her Majesty to issue. 
To titles, indeed, Mrs. Poyntz evinced no superstitious rev» 
erence. Two peeresses, related to her, not distantly, were in 
the habit of paying her a yearly visit which lasted two or 
three days. The Hill considered these visits an honour to 
its eminence. Mrs. Poyntz never seemed to esteem them an 
honour to herself; never boasted of them; never sought to 
show off her grand relations, nor put herself the least out of 
the way to receive them. Her mode of life was free from 
ostentation. She had the advantage of being a few hundreds 
a year richer than any other inhabitant of the Hill ; but she 
did not devote her superior resources to the invidious exhibi- 
tion of superior splendour. Like a wise sovereign, the rev- 
enues of her exchequer were applied to the benefit of her 
subjects, and not to the vanity of egotistical parade. As no 
one else on the Hill kept a carriage, she declined to keep one. 
Her entertainments were simple, but numerous. Twice a 
week she received the Hill, and was genuinely at home to it. 
She contrived to make her parties proverbially agreeable. 
The refreshments were of the same kind as those which the 
poorest of her old maids of honour might proffer; but they 
were better of their kind, the best of their kind, — the best 
tea, the best lemonade, the best cakes. Her rooms had an air 
of comfort, which was peculiar to them. They looked like 
rooms accustomed to receive, and receive in a friendly wayi 
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well warned, well liglited, card-tables and piano eacb in tbe 
place that made cards and music inviting; on tlie walls a few 
old family portraits, and three or four other pictures said to 
be valuable and certainly pleasing,— two Watteaus, a Cana- 
letti, a Weenix; plenty of easy-chairs and settees covered 
with a cheerful chintz,— in the arrangement of the furniture 
generally an indescribable careless elegance. She herself 
was studiously plain in dress, more conspicuously free from 
jewelry and trinkets than any married lady on the Hill. 
But I have heard from those who were authorities on such a 
subject that she was never seen in a dress of the last yearns 
fashion. She adopted the mode as it came out, just enough 
to show that she was aware it was out; but with a sober re- 
serve, as much as to say, adopt the fashion as far as it 
suits myself; I do not permit the fashion to adopt me. In 
short, Mrs. Colonel Poyntz was sometimes rough, sometimes 
coarse, always masculine, and yet somehow or other mascu- 
line in a womanly way; but she was never vulgar because 
never affected. It was impossible not to allow that she was 
a thorough gentlewoman, and she could do things that lower 
other gentlewomen, without any loss of dignity. Thus she 
was an admirable mimic, certainly in itself the least ladylike 
condescension of humour. But when she mimicked, it was 
with so tranquil a gravity, or so royal a good humour, that 
one could only say, What talents for society dear Mrs. Col- 
onel has!” As she was a gentlewoman emphatically, so the 
other colonel, the he-colonel, was emphatically a gentleman; 
rather shy, but not cold; hating trouble of every kind, pleased 
to seem a cipher in his own house. If the sole study of Mrs. 
Colonel had been to make her husband comfortable, she could 
not have succeeded better than by bringing friends about him 
and then taking them off his hands. Colonel Poyntz, the he- 
colonel, had seen, in his youth, actual service; but had re- 
tired from his profession many years ago, shortly after his 
marriage. He was a younger brother of one of the principal 
squires in the country; inherited the house he lived in, with 

some other valuable property in and about L , from an 

uncle; was considered a good landlord; and popular in Low 
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; Town, thougls. Re never interfered in its affairs. He was 

4 punctiliously neat in his dress ; a thin youthful figure, crowned 

^ with a thick youthful wig. He never seemed to read any- 

■ thing but the newspapers and the ^^Meteorological Journal: ’’ 

. , was supposed to be the most weather-wise man in all L . 

He had another intellectual predilection, — whist; but in that 
’ he had less reputation for wisdom. Perhaps it requires a 

rarer combination of mental faculties to win an odd trick 
than to divine a fall in the glass. For the rest, the he- 
colonel, many years older than his wife, despite the thin 
youthful figure, was an admirable aid-de-camp to the general 
in command, Mrs. Colonel; and she could not have found one 




more obedient, more devoted, or more proud of a distinguished 
chief. 

In giving to Mrs. Colonel Poyntz the appellation of Queen 
of the Hill, let there be no mistake. She was not a constitu- 
tional sovereign; her monarchy was absolute. All her pro- 
clamations had the force of laws. 

Such ascendancy could not have been attained without con- 
siderable talents for acquiring and keeping it. Amidst all 
her off-hand, brisk, imperious frankness, she had the ineffa- 
ble discrimination of tact. Whether civil or rude, she was 
never civil or rude but what she carried public opinion along 
with her. Her knowledge of general society must have been 
limited, as must be that of all female sovereigns; but she 
seemed gifted with an intuitive knowledge of human nature, 
which she applied to her special ambition of ruling it. I 
have not a doubt that if she had been suddenly transferred, a 
perfect stranger, to the world of London, she would have soon 
forced her way to its selectest circles, and, when once there, 
held her own against a duchess. 

I have said that she was not affected: this might be one 
cause of her sway over a set in which nearly every other 
woman was trying rather to seem, than to be, a somebody. 

But if Mrs. Colonel Poyntz was not artificial, she was art- 
ful,— or perhaps I might more justly say artistic. In all 
she said and did there were conduct, system, plan. She could 
be a most serviceable friend, a most damaging enemy; yet I 
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believe sbe seldom indulged in strong likings or strong 
hatreds. All was policy;— a policy akin to that of a grand 
party chief, determined to raise up those whom, for any rea- 
son of state, it was prudent to favour, and to put down those 
whom, for any reason of state, it was expedient to humble or 
to crush. 

Ever since the controversy with Dr. Lloyd, this lady had 
honoured me with her benignest countenance; and nothing 
could be more adroit than the manner in which, while im- 
posing me on others as an oracular authority, she sought to 
subject to her will the oracle itself. 

She was in the habit of addressing me in a sort of motherly 
way, as if she had the deepest interest in my welfare, happi- 
ness, and reputation. And thus, in every compliment, in 
every seeming mark of respect, she maintained the superior 
dignity of one who takes from responsible station the duty, to 
encourage rising merit; so that, somehow or other, despite 
all that pride which made me believe that I needed no help- 
ing hand to advance or to clear my way through the world, I 
could not shake oi^ from my mind the impression that I was 
mysteriously patronized by Mrs. Colonel Poyntz. 

We might have sat together five minutes, side by side — 
in silence as complete as if in the cave of Trophonius — 
when without looking up from her work, Mrs. Poyntz said 
abruptly, — 

am thinking about you, Dr. Penwick. And you — are 
thinking about some other woman. Ungrateful man!” 

Unjust accusation! My very silence should prove how 
intently my thoughts were fixed on you, and on the weird 
web which springs under your hand in meshes that bewilder 
the gaze and snare the attention.” 

Mrs. Poyntz looked up at me for a moment — one rapid 
glance of the bright red hazel eye — and said, — 

Was I really in your thoughts? Answer truly.” 

“Truly, I answer, you were.” 

“ That is strange ! Who can it be? ” 

“ Who can it be ? What do you mean ? ” 

“If you were thinking of ine, it was in connection with 

3 ■ ,, 
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some other person, — some other person of my own sex. It 
is certainly not poor dear Miss Brabazon. Who else can 
it be?^^ 

Again the red eye shot over me, and I felt iny cheek redden 
beneath it. 

Hush I ” she said, lowering her voice ; you are in love ! 

^^In love! — I! Permit me to ask you why you think so? 

The signs are unmistakable j you are altered in your inan'” 
ner, even in the expression of your face, since I last saw you; 
your manner is generally quiet and observant, — -it is now 
restless and distracted; your expression of face is generally 
proud and serene, — it is now humbled and troubled. You 
have something on your mind ! It is not anxiety for your 
reputation, — that is established; nor for your fortune, — that 
is made; it is not anxiety for a patient or you would scarcely 
be here. But anxiety it is,— an anxiety that is remote from 
your profession, that touches your heart and is new to it! ” 

I was startled, almost awed ; but I tried to cover my con- 
fusion vrith a forced laugh. 

‘‘Profound observer! Subtle analyst! You have convinced 
me that I must be in love, though I did not suspect it before. 
But when I strive to conjecture the object, I am as much per- 
plexed as yourself; and with you, I ask, who can it be? 

“Whoever it be,” said Mrs. Poyntz, who had paused, while 
I spoke, from her knitting, and now resumed it very slowly 
and very carefully, as if her mind and her knitting worked 
in unison together, — “whoever it be, love in you would be 
serious; and, with or without love, marriage is a serious 
thing to us all. It is not every pretty girl that would suit 
Allen Penwick.” 

“Alas! is there any pretty girl whom Allen Fenwick would 
suit? ” 

“Tut! You should be above the fretful vanity that lays 
traps for a compliment. Yes; the time has come in your life 
and your career when you would do well to marry. I give 
my consent to that,” she added with a smile as if in jest, and 
a slight nod as if in earnest. The knitting here went on more 
decidedly, more quickly. “But I do not yet see the person. 
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I^To! ’Tis a pity, Allen Fenwick” (whenever Mrs* Foyntz 
called me by my Christian name, she always assumed her 
majestic motherly manner), — “a pity that, with your birth, 
energies, perseverance, talents, and, let me add, your advan- 
tages of manner and person, — a pity that you did not choose 
a career that might, achieve higher fortunes and louder fame 
than the most brilliant success can give to a provincial physi* 
cian. But in that very choice you interest me. My choice 
has been much the same, — a small circle, but the first in it. 
Yet, had I been a man, or had my dear Colonel been a man 
whom it was in the power of a woman^s art to raise one step 
higher in that metaphorical ladder which is not the ladder of 
the angels, why, then — what then? No matter! I am con- 
tented. I transfer my ambition to Jane. Do you not think 
her handsome? ” 

''There can be no doubt of that,” said I, carelessly and 
naturally. 

"I have settled Jane’s lot in my own mind,” resumed Mrs. 
Poyntz, striking firm into another row of knitting. "She 
will marry a country gentleman of large estate. He will go 
into parliament. She will study his advancement as I study 
Poyntz’s comfort. If he be clever, she will help to make 
him a minister; if he be not clever, his wealth will make her 
a personage, and lift him into a personage’s husband. And, 
now that you see I have no matrimonial designs on you, 
Allen Fenwick, think if it will be worth while to confide in 
me. Possibly I may be useful — ” 

"I know not how to thank you; but, as yet, I have nothing 
to confide.” 

While thus saying, I turned my eyes towards the open 
window beside which I sat. It was a beautiful soft night, — ^ 
the May moon in all her splendour. The town stretched, far 
and wide, below with all its numberless lights, — below, but 
somewhat distant; an intervening space was covered, here, 
by the broad quadrangle (in the midst of which stood, mas- 
sive and lonely, the grand old church), and, there, by the 
gardens and scattered cottages or mansions that clothed the 
sides of the hilL 
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not tliat house/’ I said, after a short pause, “yonder 
with the three gables, the one in which — in which poor Dr. 
Lloyd lived Abbots’ House? 

1 spoke abruptly, as if to intimate my desire to change the 
subject of conversation. My hostess stopped her knitting, 
half rose, looked forth. 

Yes. But what a lovely night ! How is it that the moon 
blends into harmony things of which the sun only marks the 
contrast? That stately old church tower, gray with its thou- 
sand years, those vulgar tile-roofs and chimney-pots raw in 
the freshness of yesterday, — now, under the moonlight, all 
melt into one indivisible charm ! ’■’ 

As my hostess thus spoke, she had left her seat, taking her 
work with her, and passed from the window into the balcony. 
It was not often that Mrs. Poyntz condescended to admit 
what is called “ sentiment ’’ into the range of her sharp, prac- 
tical, worldly talk; but she did so at times, — always, when 
she did, giving me the notion of an intellect much too com- 
prehensive not to allow that sentiment has a place in this life, 
hut keeping it in its proper place, by that mixture of aSabil- 
ity and indifference with which some high-born beauty allows 
the genius, but checks the presumption, of a charming and 
penniless poet. For a few minutes her eyes roved over the 
scene in evident enjoyment; then, as they slowly settled upon 
the three gables of Abbots’ House, her face regained that 
something of hardness which belonged to its decided charac- 
ter; her fingers again mechanically resumed her knitting, 
and she said, in her clear, unsoftened, metallic chime of 
voice, “ Can you guess why I took so much trouble to oblige 
Mr. Vigors and locate Mrs. Ashleigh yonder?” 

“You favoured us with a full explanation of your reasons.” 

“kSome of my reasons; not the main one. People who un- 
dertake the task of governing others, as I do, be their rule a 
kingdom or a hamlet, must adopt a principle of government 
and adhere to it. The principle that suits best with the Hill 
is Respect for the Proprieties. We have not much money; 
entre nous, we have no great rank. Our policy is, then, to set 
up the Proprieties as an influence which money must court 
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mnd rank is afraid of . I kad learned Just before Mr. Yigors 
called on me that Lady Sarah Bellasis entertained the idea of 
hiring Abbots’ House. London bas set its face against her; 
a provincial town would be more charitable. An earl’s daugh- 
ter, with a good income and an awfully bad name, of the best 
manners and of the worst morals, would have made sad havoc 
among the Proprieties. How many of our primmest old 
maids would have deserted tea and Mrs. Poyntz for cham- 
pagne and her ladyship! The Hill was never in so imminent 
a danger. Eather than Lady Sarah Bellasis should have had 
that house, I would have taken it myself, and stocked it with 
owls. 

^^Mrs. Ashleigh turned up Just in the critical moment. 
Lady Sarah is foiled, the Proprieties safe, and so that ques- 
tion is settled.” 

And it will be pleasant to have your early friend so near 
you.” 

Mrs. Poyntz lifted her eyes full upon me. 

Do you know Mrs. Ashleigh? ” 

“Not in the least.” 

“She has many virtues and few ideas. She is common- 
place weak, as I am commonplace strong. But commonplace 
weak can be very lovable. Her husband, a man of genius 
and learning, gave her his whole heart, — a heart worth hav- 
ing; but he was not ambitious, and he despised the world.” 

“ I think you said your daughter was very much attached 
to Miss Ashleigh? Does her character resemble her 
mother’s?” 

I was afraid while I spoke that I should again meet Mrs. 
Poyntz’s searching gaze, but she did not this time look up 
from her work. 

“No; Lilian is anything but commonplace.” 

“You described her as having delicate health; you implied 
a hope that she was not consumptive. I trust that there is 
no serious reason for apprehending a constitutional tendency 
which at her age would require the most careful watching! ” 

“I trust not. If she were to die Dr. Penwick, what is 
the matter? ” 


i 
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So terrible bad been tbe picture which this woman^s words 
had brought before me, that I started as if my own. life had 
received a shock. 

beg pardon,” I said falteringly, pressing my hand to my 
heart; sudden spasm here, — it is over now. You were 
saying that — that — ” 

was about to say — ” and here Mrs. Poyntz laid her 
hand lightly on mine, — was about to say that if Lilian 
Ashleigh were to die, I should mourn for her less than I 
might for one who valued the things of the earth more. But 
I believe there is no cause for the alarm my words so incon- 
siderately excited in you. Her mother is watchful and de- 
voted; and if the least thing ailed Lilian, she would call in 
medical advice. Mr. Vigors would, I know, recommend Br. 
Jones.” 

Closing our conference with those stinging words, Mrs. 
Poyntz here turned back into the drawing-room. 

I remained some minutes on the balcony, disconcerted, 
enraged. With what consummate art had this practised dip- 
lomatist wound herself into my secret ! That she had read 
my heart better than myself was evident from that Parthian 
shaft, barbed with Dr. Jones, which she had shot over her 
shoulder in retreat. That from the first moment in which 
she had decoyed me to her side, she had detected “the some- 
thing ” on my mind, was perhaps but the ordinary quickness 
of female penetration. But it was with no ordinary craft 
that the whole conversation afterwards had been so shaped as 
to learn the something, and lead me to reveal the some one 
to whom the something was linked. Por what purpose? 
What was it to her? W'hat motive could she have beyond 
the mere gratification of curiosity? Perhaps, at first, she 
thought I had been caught by her daughter’s showy beauty, 
and hence the half-friendly, half-cynical frankness with 
which she had avowed her ambitious projects for that young 
lady’s matrimonial advancement. Satisfied by my manner 
that I cherished no presumptuous hopes in that quarter, her 
scrutiny was doubtless continued from that pleasure in the 
exercise of a wily intellect which impels schemers and politi- 
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cians to an activity for wliicli, witlioTit that pleasure itself^ 
there would seem no adequate inducement. And besides, the 
ruling passion of this petty sovereign was power ; and if knowl- 
edge be power, there is no better instrument of power over 
a contumacious subject than that hold on his heart which is 
gained in the knowledge of its secret. 

But ^^secret ! Had it really come to this? Was it possi- 
ble that the mere sight of a human face, never beheld before, 
could disturb the whole tenor of my life, — a stranger of 
whose mind and character I knew nothing, whose very voice 
I had never heard? It was onty by the intolerable pang of 
anguish that had rent my heart in the words, carelessly, 
abruptly spoken, “if she were to die,” that I had felt how 
the world would be changed to me, if indeed that face were 
seen in it no more ! Yes, secret it was no longer to myself, — 
I loved! And like all on whom love descends, sometimes 
softly, slowly, with the gradual wing of the cushat settling 
down into its nest, sometimes with the swoop of the eagle 
on his unsuspecting quarry, I believed that none ever before 
loved as I loved; that s\ich love was an abnormal wonder, 
made solely for me, and I for it. Then my mind insensibly 
hushed its angrier and more turbulent thoughts, as my gaze 
rested upon the roof-tops of Lilianas home, and the shimmer- 
ing silver of the moonlit willow, under which I had seen her 
gazing into the roseate heavens. 



CHAPTEE VIIL 

Whej?" I returned to the drawing-room, the party was evi- 
dently about to break up. Those who had grouped round the 
piano were now assembled round the refreshment-table. The 
card-players had risen, and were settling or discussing gains 
and losses. While I was searching for my hat, which I had 
somewhere mislaid, a poor gentleman, tormented by tic- 
doloureux, crept timidly up to me, — the proudest and the 
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poorest of all the hidalgos settled on the Hill. He could 
not afford a fee for a physician^s advice j but pain had hum- 
bled his pride, and I saw at a glance that he was considering 
how to take a surreptitious advantage of social intercourse, 
and obtain the advice without paying the fee. The old man 
discovered the hat before I did, stooped, took it up, extended 
it to me with the profound bow of the old school, while the 
other hand, clenched and quivering, was pressed into the 
hollow of his cheek, and his eyes met mine with wistful mute 
entreaty. The instinct of my profession seized me at once. 
I could never behold suffering without forgetting all else in 
the desire to relieve it. 

^^You are in pain,^^ said I, softly. ^‘Sit down and describe 
the symptoms. Here, it is true, I am no professional doctor, 
but I am a friend who is fond of doctoring, and knows some- 
thing about it. 

So we sat down a little apart from the other guests, and 
after a few questions and answers, I was pleased to find that 
his *‘tic^’ did not belong to the less curable kind of that 
agonizing neuralgia. I was especially successful in my treat- 
ment of similar sufferings, for which I had discovered an 
anodyne that was almost specific. I wrote on a leaf of my 
pocketbook a prescription which I felt sure would be effica- 
cious, and as I tore it out and placed it in his hand, I chanced 
to look up, and saw the hazel eyes of my hostess fixed upon 
me with a kinder and softer expression than they often con- 
descended to admit into their cold and penetrating lustre. 
At that moment, however, her attention was drawn from me 
to a servant, who entered with a note, and I heard him say, 
though in an undertone, “Erom Mrs, Ashleigh,” 

She opened the note, read it hastily, ordered the servant to 
wait without the door, retired to her writing-table, which 
stood near the place at which I still lingered, rested her face 
on her hand, and seemed musing. Her meditation was very 
soon over. She turned her head, and to my surprise, beck- 
oned to me. I approached. 

^*Sit here,’’ she whispered: “turn your back towards those 
people, who are no doubt watching us. Read this/^ 
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I 

I She placed in my hand the note she had just received. It 

i contained but a few words, to this effect: — 

Pear Margaret, — I am so distressed. Since I wrote to you a 
few hours ago, Lilian is taken suddenly ill, and I fear seriously. What 
medical man should I send for ? Let my servant have his name and 
f address. A. A. - 

I sprang from my seat. 

Stay,” said Mrs. Poyntz, “Would you much care if I sent 
the servant to Dr. Jones? ” 

“Ah, madam, you are cruel! What have I done that you 
should become my enemy? ” 

“Enemy! Ko. You have just befriended one of my 
friends. In this world of fools intellect should ally itself 
with intellect. Ko; I am not your enemy! But you have 
not yet asked me to be your friend.” 

Here she put into my hands a note she had written while 
thus speaking. “ Receive your credentials. If there be any 
cause for alarm, or if I can be of use, send for me.” Resum- 
ing the work she had suspended, but with lingering, uncer- 
tain fingers, she added, “ So far, then, this is settled. INay, 
no thanks j it is but little that is settled as yet.” 


CHAPTER IX. 

In a very few minutes I was once more in the grounds of 
that old gable house; the servant, who went before me, en- 
tered them by the stairs and the wicket-gate of the private 
entrance; that way was the shortest. So again I passed by 
the circling glade and the monastic well,— sward, trees, and 
ruins all suffused in the limpid moonlight. 

And now I was in the house; the servant took up-stairs the 
note with which I was charged, and a minute or two after- 
wards returned and conducted me to the corridor above, in 
which Mrs, Ashleigh received me, I was the first to speak. 
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"Your daughter — is — is — not seriously ill, I hope. What 
is it?^^ 

"Hush I she said, under her breath. " Will you step this 
way for a moment? ” She passed through a doorway to the 
right. I followed her, and as she placed on the table the 
light she had been holding, I looked round with a chill at 
the heart,-— it was the room in which Dr. Lloyd had died. 
Impossible to mistake. The furniture indeed was changed, 
there was no bed in the chamber j but the shape of the room, 
the position of the high casement, which was now wide open, 
and through which the moonlight streamed more softly than 
on that drear winter night, the great square beams intersect- 
ing the low ceiling, — all were impressed vividly on my 
memory. The chair to which Mrs. Ashleigh beckoned me 
was placed just on the spot where I had stood by the bed- 
head of the dying man. 

I shrank back, — could not have seated myself there. So 
I remained leaning against the chimney-piece, while Mrs. 
Ashleigh told her story. 

She said that on their arrival the day before, Lilian had 
been in more than usually good health and spirits, delighted 
with the old house, the grounds, and especially the nook by 
the Monk’s Well, at which Mrs. Ashleigh had left her that 
evening in order to make some purchases in the town, in 
company with Mr. Yigors. When Mrs. Ashleigh returned, 
she and Mr. Vigors had sought Lilian in that nook, and Mrs. 
Ashleigh then detected, with a mother’s eye, some change in 
Lilian which alarmed her. She seemed listless and dejected, 
and was very pale; but she denied that she felt unwell. On 
regaining the house she had sat down in the room in which 
we then were, — " which, said Mrs. Ashleigh, "as it is not 
required for a sleeping-room, my daughter, who is fond of 
reading, wished to fit up as her own morning-room, or study. 
I left her here and went into the drawing-room below with 
Mr. Yigors. When he quitted me, which he did very soon, 
I remained for nearly an hour giving directions about the 
placing of furniture, which had just arrived, from our late 
jre^idence. I then went up-stairs to join my daughter, and to 
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my terror found her apparently lifeless in her chair. She 
had fainted away.” 

I interrupted Mrs. Ashleigh here. “Has Miss Ashleigh 
been subject to fainting fits?” 

“Noj never. When she recovered she seemed bewildered, 
— disinclined to speak. I got her to bed, and as she then 
fell quietly to sleep, my mind was relieved. I thought it 
only a passing effect of excitement, in a change of abode ; or 
caused by something like malaria in the atmosphere of that 
part of the grounds in which I had found her seated.” 

“Yery likely. The hour of sunset at this time of year is 
trying to delicate constitutions. Go on.” 

“ About three quarters of an hour ago she woke up with a 
loud cry, and has been ever since in a state of great agitation, 
weeping violently, and answering none of my questions. Yet 
she does not seem light-headed, but rather what we call 
hysterical.” 

“You will permit me now to see her. Take comfort j in 
all you tell me I see nothing to warrant serious alarm.” 


CHAPTER X. 

To the true physician there is an inexpressible sanctity in 
the sick chamber. At its threshold the more human passions 
quit their hold on his heart. Love there would be profana- 
tion; even the grief permitted to others he must put aside. 
He must enter that room — a calm intelligence. He is dis- 
abled for his mission if he suffer aught to obscure the keen 
quiet glance of his science. Age or youth, beauty or de- 
formity, innocence or guilt, merge their distinctions in one 
common attribute, — human suffering appealing to human 
skill. 

Woe to the households in which the trusted Healer feels 
not on his conscience the solemn obligations of his glorious 
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art ! Beverently as in a temple^ I stood in tlie virgin^s cham- 
ber. When her mother placed her hand in mine, and I felt 
the throb of its pulse, I was aware of no quicker beat of mj 
own heart. I looked with a steady eye on the face more 
beautiful from the flush that deepened the delicate hues of 
the young cheek, and the lustre that brightened the dark blue 
of the wandering eyes. She did not at first heed me, did not 
seem aware of my presence ; but kept murmuring to berself 
words which I could not distinguish. 

At length, when I spoke to her, in that low, soothing tone 
which we learn at the sick-bed, the expression of her face 
altered suddenly; she passed the hand I did not hold over 
her forehead, turned round, looked at me full and long, with 
unmistakable surprise, yet not as if the surprise displeased 
her, — less the surprise which recoils from the sight of a 
stranger than that which seems doubtfully to recognize an 
unexpected friend. Yet on the surprise there seemed to creep 
something of apprehension, of fear; her hand trembled, her 
voice quivered, as she said, — 

^^Can it be, can it be? Am I awake? Mother, who is 
this?” 

‘‘Only a kind visitor, Dr. Eenwick, sent by Mrs. Poyntz, 
for I was uneasy about you, darling. How are you now? ” 

“Better. Strangely better.” 

She removed her hand gently from mine, and with an in- 
voluntary modest shrinking turned towards Mrs. Ashleigh, 
drawing her mother towards herself, so that she became at 
once hidden from me. 

Satisfied that there was here no delirium, nor even more 
than the slight and temporary fever which often accompanies 
a sudden nervous attack in constitutions peculiarly sensitive, 
I retired noiselessly from the room, and went, not into that 
which had been occupied by tbe ill-fated Naturalist, but 
down-stairs into the drawing-room, to write my prescription, 
I had already sent the servant off with it to the chemist^s be- 
fore Mrs. Ashleigh joined me. 

“She seems recovering surprisingly; her forehead is cooler | 
she is perfectly self-possessed, only she cannot account for 
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her own seizure^ — cannot account eitlier for the fainting or 
the agitation with which she awoke from sleep.” 

I think I can account for both. The first room in which 
she entered — that in which she fainted — had its window 
open; the sides of the window are overgrown with rank- 
creeping plants in full blossom. Miss Ashleigh had already 
predisposed herself to injurious effects from the effluvia by 
fatigue, excitement, imprudence in sitting out at the fall of 
a heavy dew. The sleep after the fainting fit was the more 
disturbed, because Nature, always alert and active in subjects 
so young, was making its own effort to right itself from an 
injury. Nature has nearly succeeded. What I have pre- 
scribed will a little aid and accelerate that which Nature has 
yet to do, and in a day or two I do not doubt that your 
daughter will be perfectly restored. Only let me recommend 
care to avoid exposure to the open air during the close of the 
day. Let her avoid also the room in which she was first 
seized, for it is a strange phenomenon in nervous tempera- 
ments that a nervous attack may, without visible cause, be 
repeated in the same place where it was first experienced. 
You had better shut up the chamber for at least some weeks, 
burn fires in it, repaint and paper it, sprinkle chloroform. 
You are not, perhaps, aware that Dr, Lloyd died in that room 
after a prolonged illness. Suffer me to wait till your servant 
returns with the medicine, and let me employ the interval in 
asking you a few questions. Miss Ashleigh, you say, never 
had a fainting fit before. I should presume that she is not 
what we call strong. But has she ever had any illness that 
alarmed you? ” 

■ ^‘Never,” ■ ' 

^^No great liability to cold and cough, to attacks of the chest 
or lungs? ” 

Certainly not. Still I have feared that she may have a 
tendency to consumption. Do you think so? Your questions 
alarm me 1 ” 

“I do not think so; but before I pronounce a positive opin- 
ion, one question more. You say you have feared a tendency 
to consumption. Is that disease in her family? She cer* 
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tainly did not inherit it from you. But on Eer fatEer^s 
side? ” 

^^Her father/^ said Mrs. Ashleigli, with tears in her eyes, 
^‘died young, but of brain fever, which the medical men said 
was brought on by over study.” 

^‘Enough, my dear madam. What you say confirms my 
belief that your daughter's constitution is the very opposite 
to that in which the seeds of consumption lurk. It is rather 
that far nobler constitution, which the keenness of the ner- 
vous susceptibility renders delicate but elastic, — as quick to 
recover as it is to suffer.” 

Thank you, thank you, Dr. Fenwick, for what you say. 
ou take a load from my heart; for Mr. Vigors, I know, 
thinks Lilian consumptive, and Mrs. Poyntz has rather 
frightened me at times by hints to the same effect. But 
when you speak of nervous susceptibility, I do not quite un- 
derstand you. My daughter is not what is commonly called 
nervous. Her temper is singularly even.” 

“But if not excitable, should you also say that she is not 
impressionable? The things which do not disturb her tem- 
per may, perhaps, deject her spirits. Do I make myself 
understood? ” 

I think I understand your distinction; but I am not 
quite sure if it applies. To most things that affect the spirits 
she is not more sensitive than other girls, perhaps less so; 
but she is certainly very impressionable in some things.” 

“In what?” 

She is more moved than any one I ever knew by objects 
in external nature, rural scenery, rural sounds, by music, by 
the books that she reads, — even books that are not works of 
imagination. Perhaps in all this she takes after her poor 
father, but in a more marked degree, — at least, I observe it 
more in her; for he was very silent and reserved. And per- 
also her peculiarities have been fostered by the seclu- 
has been brought up. It was with a view 
a little more like girls of her own age that 
friend, Mrs. Poyntz, induced me to come here, Lilian 
reconciled to this change; but she shrank from the 
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thoughts of London, whi{3li I should have preferred. Her 
poor father could not endure London.” 

“ Miss Aslileigh is fond of reading? ” 

“Yes, she is fond of reading, but more fond of musing. 
She will sit by herself for hours without book or -work, and 
seem as abstracted as if in a dream. She was so even in her 
earliest childhood. Then she would tell me what she had 
been conjuring up to herself. She would saj that she had 
seen — positively seen — beautiful lands far away from earth; 
flowers and trees not like ours. As she grew older this vis- 
ionary talk displeased me, and I scolded her, and said that if 
others heard her, they -would think that she was not only silly 
but very untruthful. So of late years she never ventures to 
tell me what, in such dreamy moments, she suffers herself to 
imagine ; but the habit of musing continues still. Do you 
not agree with Mrs. Poyntz that the best cure would be a 
little cheerful society amongst other young people?” 

“ Certainly, ” said I, honestly, though with a jealous pang. 
“ But here comes the medicine. Will you take it up to her, 
and then sit with her half an hour or so? By that time I ex- 
pect she will be asleep. I will wait here till you return. 
Oh, I can amuse myself with the newspapers and books on 
your table. Stay ! one caution : be sure there are no flowers 
in Miss Ashleigh’s sleeping-room. I think I saw a treacher- 
ous rose-tree in a stand by the window. If so, banish it.” 

Left alone, I examined the room in which, oh, thought of 
joy ! I had surely now won the claim to become a privileged 
guest. I touched the books Lilian must have touched; in the 
articles of furniture, as yet so hastily disposed that the set- 
tled look of home was not about them, I still knew that I 
was gazing on things which her mind must associate with the 
history of her young life. That lute-harp must be surely 
hers, and the scarf, with a girPs favourite colours, — pure 
white and pale blue, — and the bird-cage, and the childish 
ivory work-case, with implements too pretty for use, — all 
spoke of her. 

It was a blissful, intoxicating revery, which Mrs. Ashleigh^s 
entrance disturbed. 



Lilian was. sleeping calmly. I had no excuse to lingex 
there any longer. 

leave you, I trust, with your mind quite at ease, 
said I. “You will allow me to call to-morrow, in the 
afternoon?^*’ 

“Oh, yes, gratefully.^’ 

Mrs. Ashleigh held out her hand as I made towards the 
door. 

Is there a physician who has not felt at times how that 
ceremonious fee throws him back from the garden-land of 
humanity into the market-place of money, — seems to put him 
out of the pale of equal friendship, and say, “True, you have 
given health and life. Adieu! there, you are paid for it! 
With a poor person there would have been no dilemma, but 
Mrs. Ashleigh was affluent: to depart from custom here was 
almost impertinence. But had the penalty of my refusal been 
the doom of never again beholding Lilian, I could not have 
taken her mother^s gold. So I did not appear to notice the 
hand held out to me, and passed by with a quickened step. 

“But, Dr. Fenwick, stop! ” 

“Ho, nia^am, no! Miss Ashleigh would have recovered as 
soon without me. Whenever my aid is really wanted, then 
— but Heaven grant that time may never come! We will 
talk again about her to-morrow.” 

I was gone, — now in the garden ground, odorous with blos- 
soms; now in the lane, inclosed by the narrow walls; now in 
the deserted streets, over which the moon shone full as in 
that winter night when I hurried from the chamber of death- 
But the streets were not ghastly now, and the moon was no 
longer Hecate, that dreary goddess of awe and spectres, but 
the sweet, simple Lady of the Stars, on whose gentle face 
lovers have gazed ever since (if that guess of astronomers be 
true) she was parted from earth to rule the tides of its deeps 
from afar, even as love, from love divided, rules the heart that 
yearns towards it with mysterious law. 
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CHAPTEE XL 

With what increased benignity I listened to the patients 
who visited me the next morning! The whole human race 
seemed to be worthier of love, and I longed to diffuse amongst 
all some rays of the glorious hope that had dawned upon my 
heart. My first call, when I went forth, was on the poor 
young woman from whom I had been returning the day be- 
fore, when an impulse, which seemed like a fate, had lured 
me into the grounds where I had first seen Lilian, I felt 
grateful to this poor patient; without her Lilian herself 
might be yet unknown to me. 

The girPs brother, a young man employed in the police, 
and whose pay supported a widowed mother and the suffering 
sister, received me at the threshold of the cottage. 

“Oh, sir, she is so much better to-day; almost free from 
pain. Will she live now; can she live?^’ 

“If my treatment has really done the good you say; if she 
be really better under it, I think her recovery may be pro- 
nounced. But I must first see her.^^ 

The girl was indeed wonderfully better. I felt that my 
skill was achieving a signal triumph; but that day even 
my intellectual pride was forgotten in the luxurious unfold- 
ing of that sense of heart which had so newly waked into 
blossom. 

As I recrossed the threshold, I smiled on the brother, who 
was still lingering there, — 

“Your sister is saved, Wady. She needs now chiefly wine, 
and good though light nourishment; these you will find at 
my house; call there for them every day.” 

“God bless you, sir! If ever I can serve you — ” His 
tongue faltered, he could say no more. 

Serve me, Allen Fenwick — that poor policeman! Me, 
whom a king could not serve ! What did I ask from earth 

4 ' . 
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but Faiue and Lilianas heart? Thrones and bread man wins 
from the aid of others; fame and woman’s heart he can only 
gain through himself . 

So I strode gayly up the hill, through the iron gates, into 
the fairy ground, and stood before Lilian’s home. 

The man-servant, on opening the door, seemed somewhat 
confused, and said hastily before I spoke, — 

“Not at home, sir; a note for you.” 

I turned the note mechanically in my hand; I felt stunned. 

“Not at home! Miss Ashleigh cannot be out. How is 

:she?” , . ■ ■ . 

“Better, sir, thank you.” 

I still could not open the note; my eyes turned wistfully 
towards the windows of the house, and there — at the draw- 
ing-room window — I encountered the scowl of Mr. Vigors. 
I coloured with resentment, divined that I was dismissed, and 
walked away with a proud crest and a firm step. 

When I was out of the gates, in the blind lane, I opened 
the note. It began formally. “Mrs, Ashleigh presents her 
compliments,” and went on to thank me, civilly enough, for 
my attendance the night before, would not give me the trouble 
to repeat my visit, and inclosed a fee, double the amount of 
the fee prescribed by custom. I flung the money, as an asp 
that had stung me, over the high wall, and tore the note into 
shreds. Having thus idly vented my rage, a dull gnawing 
sorrow came heavily down upon all other emotions, stifling 
and replacing them. At the mouth of the lane I halted. I 
shrank from the thought of the crowded streets beyond; I 
shrank yet more from the routine of duties, which stretched 
before me in the desert into which daily life was so suddenly 
smitten, I sat down by the roadside, shading my dejected 
face with a nervous hand. I looked up as the sound of steps 
reached my ear, and saw Dr. J ones coming briskly along the 
lane, evidently from Abbots’ House. He must have been 
there at the very time I had called. I was not only dis- 
missed but supplanted. I rose before he reached the spot on 
which I had seated myself, and went my way into the town, 
went through my allotted round of professional visits; but 
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mj attentions were not so tenderly devoted, my skill so ge- I 

nially quickened by tke glow of benevolence, as my poorer | 

patients bad found them in tbe morning. I liave said bow | 

tbe physician should enter the sick-room. “A Calm Intelli- | 

gence ! But if you strike a blow on the heart, the intellect | 

suffers. Little worth, I suspect, was my calm intelligence” i 
that day. Bichat, in his famous book upon Life and Death, ] 

divides life into two classes, — animal and organic. Man^s 5 

intellect, with the brain for its centre, belongs to life animal; > 

his passions to life organic, centred in the heart, in the vis- ■ 

cera. Alas ! if the noblest passions through which alone we 
lift ourselves into the moral realm of the sublime and beauti- f 

ful really have their centre in the life which the very vegeta- ! 

hie, that lives organically, shares with us! And, alas! if it 
be that life which we share with the vegetable, that can cloud, ; 
obstruct, suspend, annul that life centred in the brain, which 
we share with every being howsoever angelic, in every star 
howsoever remote, on whom the Creator bestows the faculty 
of thought! ; 


CHAPTER XIL 

But suddenly I remembered Mrs. Poyntz. I ought to call 
on her. So I closed my round of visits at her door. The day 
was then far advanced, and the servant politely informed me 
that Mrs. Poyntz was at dinner. I could only leave my card, 
with a message that I would pay my respects to her the next 
day. That evening I received from her this note : — 

Bear Br. Fenwick, — I regret much that I cannot have the pleas- 
ure of seeing you to-morrow. Poyntz and I are going to visit his 
brother, at the other end of the county, and we start early. We shall 
be away some days. Sorry to hear from Mrs. Ashleigh that she has 
been persuaded by Mr. Vigors to consult Br. Jones about Lilian. 
Vigors and Jones both frighten the poor mother, and insist upon con- 
sumptive tendencies. Unluckily, you seem to have said there was little 
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tlie matter. Some doctors gain their practice as some preachers £11 
their churches, — by adroit use of the appeals to terror. You do not 
want patients, Dr. Jones does. And, after all, better perhaps as it is. 

Yours, etc. 

■ M. POYNTZ. 

To my more seliish grief, anxiety for Lilian was now added. 
1 had seen many more patients die from being mistreated for 
consumption than from consumption itself. And Dr. Jones 
was a mercenary, cunning, needy man, with much crafty 
knowledge of human foibles, but very little skill in the treat- 
ment of human maladies. My fears were soon confirmed. 
A few days after 1 heard from Miss Brabazon that Miss 
Ashleigh was seriously ill, kept her room. Mrs. Ashleigh 
made this excuse for not immediately returning the visits 
which the Hill had showered upon her. Miss Brabazon had 
seen Dr. Jones, who had shaken his head, said it was a seri- 
ous case; but that time and care (his time and his care!) 
might effect wonders. 

How stealthily at the dead of the night I would climb the 
Hill and look towards the windows of the old sombre house, 
— one window, in which a light burned dim and mournful, 
the light of a sick-room, — of hers! 

At length Mrs. Poyntz came back, and I entered her house, 
having fully resolved beforehand on the line of policy to be 
adopted towards the potentate whom I hoped to secure as an 
ally. , It was clear that neither disguise nor half-confidence 
would baffle the penetration of so keen an intellect, nor pro- 
pitiate the good will of so imperious and resolute a temper. 
Perfect frankness here was the wisest prudence j and after 
all, it was most agreeable to my own nature, and most worthy 
of my own honour. 

Luckily, I found Mrs. Poyntz alone, and taking in both 
mine the hand she somewhat coldly extended to me, I said, 
with the earnestness of suppressed emotion, — 

^^You observed when I last saw you, that T had not yet 
asked you to be my friend. I ask it now. Listen to me with 
all the indulgence you can vouchsafe, and let me at least proJfit 
by your counsel if you refuse to give me your aidJ^ 
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Bapidlj, briefly; I went on to say bow I bad first seen 
Lilian; and bow sudden, bow strange to myself, bad been tbe 
impression wbicb tbat first sight of ber bad produced. 

‘^Yon remarked tbe change tbat bad come over me,” said 
Ij you divined the cause before I divined it myself, — di- 
vined it as I sat there beside you, thinking that through you 
I might see, in the freedom of social intercourse, the face tbat 
was then haunting me. You know what has since passed. 
Miss Ashleigh is illj ber case is, I am convinced, wholly 
misunderstood. All other feelings are merged in one sense 
of anxiety, — of alarm. But it has become due to me, due to 
all, to incur the risk of your ridicule even more than of your 
reproof, by stating to you thus candidly, plainly, bluntly, tbe 
sentiment which renders alarm so poignant, and wbicb, if 
scarcely admissible to tbe romance of some wild dreamy boy, 
may seem an unpardonable folly in a man of my years and 
my sober calling, — due to me, to you, to Mrs. Ashleigh, be- 
cause still tbe dearest thing in life to me is honour. And if 
you, who know Mrs. Ashleigh so intimately, who must be 
more or less aware of ber plans or wishes for ber daughter's 
future, — if you believe tbat those plans or wishes lead to a 
lot far more ambitious than an alliance with me could ofler to 
Miss Ashleigh, then aid Mr. Vigors in excluding me from the 
house; aid me in suppressing a presumptuous, visionary pas- 
sion. I cannot enter that house without love and hope at my 
heart; and the threshold of that house I must not cross if 
such love and such hope would be a sin and a treachery in the 
eyes of its owner. I might restore Miss Ashleigh to health; 
her gratitude might — T cannot continue. This danger must 
not be to me nor to her, if her mother has views far above 
such a son-in-law. And I am the more bound to consider all 
this while it is yet time, because I heard you state that Miss 
Ashleigh had a fortune, — was what would be here termed an 
heiress. And the full consciousness that whatever fame one 
in my, profession may live to acquire, does not open those 
vistas of social power and grandeur which are opened by pro- 
fessions to my eyes less noble in themselves, — that full con- 
sciousness, I say, was forced upon me by certain words of 
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your own. For tlie rest, you know my descent is sufficiently 
recognized as that amidst well-born gentry to have rendered 
me no mesalliance to families the most proud of their ances- 
try, if I had kept my hereditary estate and avoided the career 
that makes me useful to man. But I acknowledge that on 
entering a profession such as mine — entering any profession 
except that of arms or the senate — all leave their pedigree 
at its door, an erased or dead letter. All must come as 
eq^uals, high-born or low-born, into that arena in which men 
ask aid from a man as he makes himself 5 to them his dead 
forefathers are idle dust. Therefore, to the advantage of 
birth I cease to have a claim. I am but a provincial physi- 
cian, whose station would be the same had he been a cobbler^s 
son. But gold retains its grand privilege in all ranks. He 
who has gold is removed from the suspicion that attaches to 
the greedy fortune-hunter. My private fortune, swelled by 
my savings, is sufficient to secure to any one I married a 
larger settlement than many a wealthy squire can make. I 
need no fortune with a wife; if she have one, it would be 
settled on herself. Pardon these vulgar details. ISTow, have 
1 made myself understood? 

“Fully,” answered the Queen of the Hill, who had listened 
to me quietly, watchfully, and without one interruption,*— 
“fully; and you have done well to confide in me with so gen- 
erous an unreserve. But before I say further, let me ask, 
what would be your advice for Lilian, supposing that you 
ought not to attend her? You have no trust in Dr. Jones;- 
neither have I. And Annie Ashleigh^s note received to-day, 
begging me to call, justifies your alarm. Still you think 
there is no tendency to consumption? ” 

“ Of that I am certain so far as my slight glimpse of a case 
that to me, however, seems a simple and not uncommon one, 
will permit. But in the alternative you put — that my own 
skill, whatever its worth, is forbidden ^ — my earnest advice is 
that Mrs, Ashleigh should take her daughter at once to Lon- 
don, and consult there those great authorities to whom I can- 
not compare my own opinion or experience; and by their 
counsel abide.” 
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Mrs. Poyntz sliaded lier eyes with her hand for a few mo- 
meiitSj and seemed in deliberation with herself. Then she 
said, with her peculiar smile, half grave, half ironical, — 

“In matters more ordinary you would have won me to your 
side long ago. That Ivlr. Vigors should have presumed to 
cancel my recommendation to a settler on the Hill was an act 
of rebellion, and involved the honour of my prerogative ; but 
1 suppressed my indignation at an affront so unusual, partly 
out of pique against yourself, but much more, I think, out of 
regard for you.” 

“I understand. You detected the secret of my heart j you 
knew that Mrs. Ashleigh would not wish to see her daughter 
; the wife of a provincial physician.” 

i “ Am I sure, or are you sure, that the daughter herself would 

accept that fate; or if she accepted it, would not repent? ” 
“Do you not think me the vainest of men when I say this, 

: — that I cannot believe I should be so enthralled by a feeling 

at war with my reason, unfavoured by anything I can detect 
in my habits of mind, or even by the dreams of a youth which 
exalted science and excluded love, unless I was intimately 
convinced that Miss Ashleigh’s heart was free, that I could 
win, and that I could keep it ! Ask me why I am convinced 
of this, and I can tell you no more why I think that she 
could love me than I can tell you why I love her ! ” 

“I am of the world, worldly; but I am a woman, womanly, 
r — though I may not care to be thought it. And, therefore, 
I though what you say is, regarded in a worldly point of view, 
sheer nonsense, regarded in a womanly point of view, it is 
> logically sound. But still you cannot know Lilian as I do. 

I Your nature and hers are in strong contrast. I do not think 

[ she is a safe wife for you. The purest, the most innocent 

creature imaginable, certainly that, but always in the seventh 
1 heaven; and you in the seventh heaven just at this moment, 

[ but with an irresistible gravitation to the solid earth, which 

i will have its way again when the honeymoon is over — I do 

I not believe you two would harmonize by intercourse. I do 

not believe Lilian would sympathize with you, and I ain sure 
5; you could not sympathize with her throughout the long dull 
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course of this workday life. And, therefore, for your sake, 
as well as hers, I was not displeased to find that Dr. Jones 
had replaced yon; and now, in return for your frankness, I say 
frankly, do not go again to that house. Conquer this senti- 
ment, fancy, passion, whatever it be. And I will advise Mrs. 
Ashleigh to take Lilian to town. Shall it be so settled? ” 

I could not speak. I buried my face in my hands— misery, 
misery, desolation! 

I know not how long I remained thus silent, perhaps many 
minutes. At length I felt a cold, firm, but not ungentle hand 
placed upon mine ; and a clear, full, but not discouraging 
voice said to me, — 

Leave me to think well over this conversation, and to 
ponder well the value of all you have shown that you so 
deeply feel. The interests of life do not fill both scales of 
the balance. The heart, which does not always go in the 
same scale with the interests, still has its weight in the scale 
opposed to them. I have heard a few wise men say, as many 
a silly woman says, ‘Better be unhappy with one we love, 
than be happy with one we love not. ’ Do yon say that too?’^ 

“With every thought of my brain, every beat of my pulse, 
I say it.” 

“After that answer, all my questionings cease. You shall 
hear from me to-morrow. By that time, I shall have seen 
Annie and Lilian. I shall have weighed both scales of the 
balance, — and the heart here, Allen Fenwick, seems very 
heavy. Go, now. I hear feet on the stairs, Poyntz bringing 
up some friendly gossiper; gossipers are spies.” 

I passed my hand over my eyes, tearless, but how tears 
would have relieved the anguish that burdened them! and, 
without a word, went down the stairs, meeting at the landing- 
place Colonel Poyntz and the old man whose pain my pre- 
scription had cured. The old man was whistling a merry 
tune, perhaps first learned on the playground. He broke 
from it to thank, almost to embrace me, as I slid by him. I 
seized his jocund blessing as a good omen, and carried it with 
me as 1 passed into the broad sunlight. Solitary — solitary 1 
Should I be so evermore? 
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CHAPTER XIIL 

Thjs next day I had just dismissed the last of my visiting 
patients, and was about to enter my carriage and commence 
my round, when I received a twisted note containing but 
these words : — 

Cali on me to-day, as soon as you can. 

1; : ■ M. POYNTZ. 

A few minutes afterwards I was in Mrs. Poyntz^s drawing- 

p.'. ■ ■ room.' 

“Well, Allen Fenwick,” said she, “I do not serve friends 
by halves. No thanks! I but adhere to a principle I have 
laid down for myself. I spent last evening with the Ash- 
leighs. Lilian is certainly much altered, — very weak, I fear 
very ill, and I believe very unskilfuly treated by Dr. Jones. 
I felt that it was my duty to insist on a change of physician; 
but there was something else to consider before deciding who 
that physician should be. I was bound, as your confidante^ 
to consult your own scruples of honour. Of course I could 
not say point-blank to Mrs. Ashleigh, ^Dr. Fenwick admires 
your daughter, would you object to him as a son-in-law? ^ Of 
course I could not touch at all on the secret with which you 
intrusted me ; but I have not the less arrived at a conclusion, 

; in agreement with my previous belief, that not being a woman 
of the world, Annie Ashleigh has none of the ambition which 
women of the world would conceive for a daughter who has a 
: good fortune and considerable beauty; that her predominant 

! anxiety is for her child’s happiness, and her predominant fear 

I is that her child will die. She would never oppose any at- 

I tachment which Lilian might form; and if that attachment 

f were for one who had preserved her daughter’s life, I believe 

t her own heart would gratefully go with her daughter’s. Bo 

t far, then, as honour is concerned, all scruples vanish.” 
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I sprang from my seat, radiant with joy. Mrs. Poyntz 
dryly continued : “Yon value yourself on your common-sense, 
and to that I address a few words of counsel which may not 
be welcome to your romance. I said that I did not think you 
and Lilian would suit each other in the long run; reflection 
confirms me in that supposition. Do not look at me so in- 
credulously and so sadly. Listen, and take heed. Ask your- 
self what, as a man whose days are devoted to a laborious 
profession, whose ambition is entwined with its success, 
whose mind must be absorbed in its pursuits,— ask yourself 
what kind of a wife you would have sought to win, had not 
this sudden fancy for a charming face rushed over your better 
reason, and obliterated all previous plans and resolutions. 
Surely some one with whom your heart would have been 
quite at rest; by whom your thoughts would have been un- 
distraeted from the channels into which your calling should 
concentrate their flow; in short, a serene companion in the 
quiet holiday of a trustful home ! Is it not so? ” 

“You interpret my own thoughts when they have turned 
towards marriage. Rut what is there in Lilian Ashleigh that 
should mar the picture you have drawn? ” 

“What is there in Lilian Ashleigh which in the least ac- 
cords with the picture? In the first place, the wife of a 
young physician should not be his perpetual patient. The 
more he loves her, and the more worthy she may be of love, 
the more her case will haunt him wherever he goes. When 
he returns home, it is not to a holiday ; the patient he most 
cares for, the anxiety that most gnaws him, awaits him 
there.” 

“But, good heavens! why should Lilian Ashleigh be a per- 
petual patient? The sanitary resources of youth are incalcu- 
lable. And — ” 

“Let me stop you; I cannot argue against a physician in 
love! I will give up that point in dispute, remaining con- 
vinced that there is something in Lilian’s constitution which 
will perplex, torment, and baffle you. It was so with her 
father, whom she resembles in face and in character. He 
showed no symptoms of any grave malady. His outward 
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form was, like Lilian's, a model of symmetry, except in this, 
that, like hers, it was too exquisitely delicate; but when 
seemingly in the midst of perfect health, at any slight jar on 
the nerves he would become alarmingly ill. I was sure that 
he would die young, and he did so.” 

Ay, but Mrs. Ashleigh said that his death was from brain- 
fever, brought on by over-study. Rarely, indeed, do women 
so fatigue the brain. No female patient, in the range of my 
practice, ever died of purely mental exertion.” 

^*Of purely mental exertion, no; but of heart emotion, 
many female patients, perhaps? Oh, you own that! I know 
nothing about nerves ; but I suppose that, whether they act 
on the brain or the heart, the result to life is much the same 
if the nerves be too finely strung for life's daily wear and 
tear. And this is what I mean, when I say you and Lilian 
will not suit. As yet, she is a mere child; her nature unde- 
veloped, and her affections therefore untried. You might 
suppose that you had won her heart; she might believe that 
she gave it to you, and both be deceived. If fairies nowadays 
condescended to exchange their ofispring with those of mor- 
tals, and if the popular tradition did not represent a fairy 
changeling as an ugly peevish creature, with none of the grace 
of its parents, I should be half inclined to suspect that Lilian 
was one of the elfin people. She never seems at home on 
earth; and I do not think she will ever be contented with a 
prosaic earthly lot. Now I have told you why I do not think 
she will suit you. I must leave it to yourself to conjecture 
how far you would suit her. I say this in due season, while 
you may set a guard upon your impulse ; while you may yet 
watch, and weigh, and meditate; and from this moment on 
that subject I say no more. I lend advice, but I never throw 
it awa}?'.” 

She came here to a dead pause, and began putting on her 
bonnet and scarf, which lay on the table beside her, I was a 
little chilled by her words, and yet more by the blunt, 
shrewd, hard look and manner which aided the effect of their 
delivery; but the chill melted away in the sudden glow of my 
heart when she again turned towards me and said, — 
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course you guess, from these preliminary cautions, that 
you are going into danger? Mrs. Ashleigh wishes to consult 
you about Lilian, and I propose to take you to her house.” 

“Oh, my friend, my dear friend, how can I ever repay 
you?” I caught her hand, the white firm hand, and lifted it 
to my lips. 

She drew it somewhat hastily away, and laying it gently 
on my shoulder, said, in a soft voice, “ Poor Allen, how little 
the world knows either of us! But how little perhaps we 
know ourselves! Come, your carriage is here? That is 
right-, we must put down Dr. Jones publicly and in all our 
state.” 

In the carriage Mrs. Poyntz told me the purport of that 
conversation with Mrs. Ashleigh to which I owed my re-in- 
troduction to Abbots’ House. It seems that Mr. Vigors had 
called early the morning after my first visit! had evinced 
much discomposure on hearing that I had been summoned! 
dwelt much on my injurious treatment of Dr. Lloyd, whom, 
as distantly related to himself, and he (Mr. Vigors) being 
distantly connected with the late Gilbert Ashleigh, he en- 
deavoured to fasten upon his listener as one of her husband’s 
family, whose quarrel she was bound in honour to take up. 
He spoke of me as an infidel “tainted with French doctrines,” 
and as a practitioner rash and presumptuous; proving his 
own freedom from presumption and rashness by flatly decid- 
ing that my opinion must be wrong. Previously to Mrs. 

Ashleigh’s migration to L , Mr. Vigors had interested her 

in the pretended phenomena of mesmerism. He had con- 
sulted a clairvoyante, much esteemed by poor Dr. Lloyd, as 
to Lilian’s health, and the clairvoyante had declared her to 
be constitutionally predisposed to consumption. Mr. Vigors 
persuaded Mrs. Ashleigh to come at once with him and see 
this clairvoyante herself, armed with a lock of Lilian’s hair 
and a glove she had worn, as the media of mesmerical 
rapport. 

The clairvoyante, one of those I had publicly denounced as 
an impostor, naturally enough denounced me in return. On 
being asked solemnly by Mr. Vigors “to look at Dr. Fenwick 
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and see if Ms influence would be beneficial to tbe subject,” the 
sibyl had become violently agitated, and said that, when she 
looked at us together, we were enveloped in a black cloud; that 
this portended affliction and sinister consequences; that our 
ra'pfoTt was antagonistic.” Mr. Vigors then told her to dis- 
miss my image, and conjure up that of Dr. Jones. Therewith 
the soinnambule became more tranquil, and said: ‘^Dr. Jones 
would do well if he would be guided by higher lights than 
his own skill, and consult herself daily as to the proper 
remedies. The best remedy of all would be mesmerism. 
But since Dr. Lloyd^s death, she did not know of a mes- 
merist, sufficiently gifted, in affinity with the patient.”* In 
fine, she impressed and awed Mrs. Ashleigh, who returned in 
haste, summoned Dr. Jones, and dismissed myself. 

I could not have conceived Mrs. Ashleigh to be so utterly 
wanting in common-sense,” said 1. ‘^She talked rationally 
enough when I saw her.” 

“She has common-sense in general, and plenty of the sense 
most common,” answered Mrs. Poyntz; “but she is easily led 
and easily frightened wherever her affections are concerned, 
and therefore, just as easily as she had been persuaded by 
Mr. Vigors and terrified by the somnambule, I persuaded her 
against the one, and terrified her against the other. I had 
positive experience on my side, since it was clear that Lilian 
had been getting rapidly worse under Dr. Joneses care. The 
main obstacles I had to encounter in inducing Mrs. Ashleigh 
to consult you again were, first, her reluctance to disoblige 
Mr. Vigors, as a friend and connection of Lilian’s father; 
and, secondly, her sentiment of shame in re-inviting your 
opinion after having treated you with so little respect. Both 
these difficulties I took on myself. I bring you to her house, 
and, on leaving you, I shall go on to Mr. Vigors, and tell 
him what is done is my doing, and not to be undone by him; 
so that matter is settled. Indeed, if you were out of the 
question, I should not suffer Mr. Vigors to re-introduce all 
these mummeries of clairvoyance and mesmerism into the 
pr^incts of the Hill. I did not demolish a man I really 
liked in Dr. Lloyd, to set up a Dr. Jones, whom I despise, 
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in his stead. Clairvoyance on Abbey Hill, indeed! I sa^ 
enough of it before.’^ 

“True; your strong intellect detected at once the absurdity 
of the whole pretence,— the falsity of mesmerism, the impos- 
sibility of clairvoyance.” 

“No, my strong intellect did nothing of the kind. I do 
not know whether mesmerism be false or clairvoyance impos- 
sible; and I don’t wish to know. All I do know is, that I 
saw the Hill in great danger, — young ladies allowing them- 
selves to be put to sleep by gentlemen, and pretending they 
had no will of their own against such fascination ! Improper 
and shocking! And Miss Brabazon beginning to prophesy, 
and Mrs. Leopold Smytiie questioning her maid (whom Dr. 
Lloyd declared to be highly gifted) as to all the secrets of her 
friends. When I saw this, I said, ‘The Hill is becoming 
demoralized; the Hill is making itself ridiculous; the Hill 
must be saved! ’ I remonstrated with Dr. Lloyd as a friend; 
he remained obdurate. I annihilated him as an enemy, not 
to me but to the State. T slew my best lover for the good of 
Rome. Now you know why I took your part, — not because 
I have any opinion, one way or the other, as to the truth or 
falsehood of what Dr. Lloyd asserted; but I have a strong 
opinion that, whether they be true or false, his notions were 
those which are not to be allowed on the Hill. And so, Allen 
Penwick, that matter was settled.” 

Perhaps at another time I might have felt some little hu- 
miliation to learn that I had been honoured with the influence 
of this great potentate not as a champion of truth, but as an 
instrument of policy ; and I might have owned to some twinge 
of conscience in having assisted to sacrifice a fellow-seeker 
after science — misled, no doubt, but preferring his independ- 
ent belief to his worldly interest — and sacrifice him to those 
deities with whom, science is ever at war, — the Prejudices of 
a Clique sanctified into the Proprieties of the W'orld. But at 
that moment the words I heard made no perceptible impres- 
sion on my mind. The gables of Abbots’ House were visible 
above the evergreens apd lilacs; another moment, and the 
carriage stopped at the door. 


A",STRA,NGE STOEY. 


6S 


CHAPTER XIV. 

Mrs. Ashleigh received us in the dining-room. Her man- 
ner to me, at first, was a little confused and shy. But my 
companion soon communicated something of her own happy 
ease to her gentler friend. After a short conversation we al 1 
three went to Lilian, who was in a little room on the ground- 
fioor, fitted up as her study. I was glad to perceive that my 
interdict of the death-chamber had been respected. 

She reclined on a sofa near the window, which was, how- 
ever, jealously closed; the light of the bright May-day ob- 
scured by blinds and curtains; a large fire on the hearth; the 
air of the room that of a hot-house, — the ignorant, senseless, 
exploded system of nursing into consumption those who are 
confined on suspicion of it! She did not heed us as we en- 
tered noiselessly; her eyes were drooped languidly on the 
floor, and with difficulty I suppressed the exclamation that 
rose to my lips on seeing her. She seemed within the last 
few days so' changed, and on the aspect of the countenance 
there was so profound a melancholy! But as she slowly 
turned at the sound of our footsteps, and her eyes met mine, 
a quick blush came into the wan cheek, and she half rose, but 
sank back as if the effort exhausted her. There was a struggle 
for breath, and a low hollow cough. Was it possible that I 
had been mistaken, and that in that cough was heard the 
warning knell of the most insidious enemy to youthful life? 

T sat down by her side; I lured her on to talk of indifferent 
subjects, — the weather, the gardens, the bird in the cage, 
which was placed on the table near her. Her voice, at first 
low and feeble, became gradually stronger, and her face 
lighted up with a child \s innocent, playful smile. No, I had 
not been mistaken ! That was no lymphatic, nerveless tem- 
perament, on which consumption fastens as its lawful prey ; 
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Jane Poyntz, and other young ladies of tJje 11 ill. r was ^n- 
erally relieved from my duties in time to join l.er as slie re 
turned homewards. Thus we made innoeent appointments 
openly, frankly, in her mother’s presence, sin.* i,41iwr ,„(■ be- 
forehand in what direction excumions had lami. jdaumal witl, 
Colonel Poyntz, and I promising to fall in with tin- jau-ty — 
If my avocations would permit. At my suggestion, Mr, 
Ash eigh now opened her house almost every evening to some 
of the neighbouring families; Lilian was tlms habitnafe.i to 
the mtercourse of young persons of her own age. Musi,-, and 
dancing and childlike games made the old house gav And 
the Hill gratefully acknowledged to .Mrs. l’ovntz,‘'“that the 
Ashleighs were indeed a great acquisition.” ' 

But my happiness was not unchockered. 1„ thins unsel- 
fashly surrounding Lilian with others, I felt the anguish of 
that jealousy which is inseparable from those earlier stages 
of love, when the lover as yet has won no right to that self- 
ish'' as««rance that he 

In these social reunions I remained aloof from Lilian T 

saw her courted by the gay young admirers whom he,- beauty 

and her fortune drew around her, -her soft face brighteniS 
in the exercise of the dance, which the gravitv of my ZZ! 
sion rather than my years forliade to joi;; anil 1 er L h 1 
musicany subdued, ravishing my ear and fretting my t-iS 
as If the laugh were a mockery on my sombre self ami mv 
presumptuous dreams. Rut no, suddenlv, shyly, her eyes 

« m c“et *‘'°n i"'™ "‘Vi 

OU her cheek would deepen, and to her lip there came smil’ 

different from the smile that it shed on others. And H-en - 

and then — all jealousy, all sadness vanished and I felV « 

Which blends with the growing beltHha, w,! 

start fm+r ? . fugitive before 

start forth and concentre themselves round one virgin shapj 
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rises ont from the sea of creation, welcomed by the 
Hoists and adorned by the Graces,— how the thought that 
this archetype of sweetness and beauty singles himself from 
the millions, singles himself for her choice, ennobles and lifts 
up his being ! Though af ter-exper ience may rebuke the mor- 
taPs illusion, that mistook for a daughter of Heaven a crea- 
ture} of clay like himself, yet for a while the illusion has 
grandeur. Though it comes from the senses which shall 
later oppress and profane it, the senses at first shrink into 
shade, awed and hushed by the presence that charms them. 
All that is biaghtest and best in the man has soared up like 
long-do3inaiit instincts of Heaven, to greet and to hallow 
what to liiin seems lifers fairest dream of the heavenly! Take 
the wings from the image of Love, and the god disappears 
from the form! 

Thus, if at moments Jealous doubt made my torture, so the 
inomenths relief from it sufficed for my rapture. But I had a 
cause for disquiet less acute but less varying than jealousy. 

Despite Lilian’s reco%mry from the special illness which 
had more immediately absorbed my care, I remained per- 
plexed as to its cause and true nature. To her mother I gave 
it the convenient epithet of ^‘nervous;” but the epithet did 
not explain to myself all the symptoms I classified by it. 
There was still, at times, when no cause was apparent or con- 
jectxirable, a sudden change in the expression of her counte- 
nance, in the beat of her pulse; the eye would become fixed, 
the bloom would vanish, the pulse would sink feebler and 
feebler till it could be scarcely felt; yet there was no indica- 
tion of heart disease, of which such sudden lowering of life 
is in itself sometimes a warning indication. The change 
would pass away after a few minutes, during which she 
seemed unconscious, or, at legist, never spoke — never appeared 
to heed what was said to her. But in the expression of her 
countenance there was no character of suffering or distress; 
on the contrary, a wondrous serenity, that made her beauty 
more beauteous, her very youthfulness younger; and when 
this spurious or partial kind of syncope passed, she recovered 
at once without effort, without acknowledging that she had 
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felt faint or unwell, but rather with a sense of recruited vi- 
tality, as the weary obtain from a sleep. For the rest her 
spirits were more generally light and joyous than I should 
have premised from her mother’s previ(jus <lesoriptioii. Sl,f. 
would enter mirthfully into the mirth of young companions 
round her: she had evidently quick perception of the sunny 
sides of life; an infantine gratitude for kindness; an infan- 
tine joy in the trifles that amuse only those who (.loliglit in 
tastes pure and simple. But when talk rose into graver ami 
more contemplative topics, her attention became earnest a.ii<i 
absorbed; and sometimes a rich eloquence, such as I ha-. n 
never before nor since heard from lips so young, would star- 
tle me first into a wondering silence, and soon into a disap- 
proving alarm: for the thoughts she then utter, d seemed to 
me too fantastic, too visionary, too much akin to the vagaries 
of a wild though beautiful imagination. And tium 1 would 
seek to check, to sober, to distract fancies with which my 
reason had no sympathy, and the indulgence of which I re- 
garded as injurious to the normal functions of the brain. 

When thus, sometimes with a chilling sentence, sometimes 
with a half -sarcastic laugh, I would repress outpourings frank 
and musical as the songs of a forest-bird, she would look at 
me with a kind of plaintive sorrow,— often sigh and shiver 
as she turned away. Only in those modes did she show dis- 
pleasure; otherwise ever sweet and docile, and ever, if, seeing 
that I had pained her, I asked forgiveness, humbling herself 
rather to ask mine, and brightening our reconciliation with 
her angel smile. As yet I had not dared to speak of love • as 
yet I gazed on her as the captive gazes on the fiower.s amUhe 
stos through the gratings of his cell, murmuring to himself, 
Wnen shall the doors unclose?’^ 
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CHAPTEE XVI. 

It was with a wrath suppressed in the presence of the fair 
ambassadress; that Mr. Vigors had received from Mrs. Poyntz 
the intelligence that I had replaced Dr. Jones at Abbots' 
House not less abruptly than Dr. Jones had previously sup- 
planted me. As Mrs. Poyntz took upon herself the whole 
responsibility of this change; Mr. Vigors did not venture to 
condemn it to her face; for the Administrator of Laws was 
at heart no little in awe of the Autocrat of Proprieties; as 
Authority, howsoever established, is in awe of Opinion, how- 
soever capricious. 

To the mild Mrs. Ashleigh the magistrate's anger was more 
decidedly manifested. He ceased his visits; and in answer 
to a long and deprecatory letter with which she endeavoured 
to soften his resentment and win him back to the house, he 
replied by an elaborate combination of homily and satire. He 
began by excusing himself from accepting her invitations, on 
the ground that his time was valuable, Ms habits domestic; 
and though ever willing to sacrifice both time and habits 
where he could do good, he owed it to himself and to man- 
kind to sacrifice neither where his advice was rejected and 
his opinion contemned. He glanced briefly, but not hastily, 
at the respect with which her late husband had deferred to 
his judgment, and the benefits which that deference had ena- 
bled him to bestow. He contrasted the husband's deference 
with the widow's contumely, and hinted at the evils which 
the contumely would not permit him to prevent. He could 
not presume to say what women of the world might think due 
to deceased husbands, but even women of the world generally 
allowed the claims of living children, and did not act with 
levity where their interests were concerned, still less where 
their lives were at stake. As to Dr. Jones, he, Mr. Vigors, 
had the fullest confidence in his skill. Mrs. Ashleigh miist 
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judge for lierself whether Mrs. Eoyntz was as good an au- 
thority upon medical science as he had no doubt she was upon 
shawls and ribbons. Dr. Jones was a man of caution and 
modesty ; he did not indulge in the hollow boasts by which 
charlatans decoy their dupes; but Dr. Jones had privatel}^ 
assured him that though the case was one that admitted of no 
rash experiments, he had no fear of the result if his own pru- 
dent system were persevered in. What might be the conse- 
quences of any other system, Dr. Jones would not say, because 
he was too high-minded to express his distrust of the rival 
who had made use of underhand arts to snpplant him. But 
Mr. Vigors was convinced, from other sources of information 
(meaning, I presume, the oracular prescience of his clairvoy- 
ants), that the time would come when the poor young lady 
would herself insist on discarding Dr. Fenwick, and when 
that person would appear in a very dilf erent light to many 
who now so fondly admired and so reverentially trusted him. 
When that time arrived, he, Mr, Vigors, might again be of 
use; but, meanwhile, though he declined to renew his inti- 
macy at Abbots’ House, or to pay unavailing visits of mere 
ceremony, his interest in the daughter of his old friend re- 
mained undiminisiied, nay, was rather increased by com];)as- 
sion; that he should silently keep his eye upon her; and 
whenever anything to her advantage suggested itself to him, 
he should not be deterred by the slight with which Mrs. 
Ashleigh had treated his judgment from calling on her, and 
placing before her conscience as a mother his ideas for her 
child’s benefit, leaving to herself then, as now, the entire 
responsibility of rejecting the advice which he might say, 
without vanity, was deemed of some value by those who could 
distinguish between sterling qualities and specious pretences. 

Mrs. Ashleigh’s was that thoroughly womanly nature which 
instinctively leans upon others. She was diffident, trustful, 
meek, affectionate. Not quite justly had Mrs. Poyntz de- 
scribed her as “commonplace weak,” for though she might 
be called weak, it was not because she was commonplace ; she 
had a goodness of heart, a sweetness of disposition, to which 
that disparaging definition could not apply. She could only 
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be called commonplace inasmuch as in the ordinary daily 
affairs of life she had a great deal of ordinary daily common- 
place good-sense. Give her a routine to follow, and no rou- 
tine could be better adhered to. In the allotted sphere of a 
woman^s duties she never seemed in fault, hlo household, 
not even Mrs. Poyntz’s, was more happily managed. The old 
Abbots’ House had merged its original antique gloom in the 
softer character of pleasing repose. All her servants adored 
Mrs. Ashleigh; all found it a pleasure to please her; her 
establishment had the harmony of clockwork; comfort dif- 
fused itself round her like quiet sunshine round a sheltered 
spot. To gaze on her pleasing countenance, to listen to the 
simple talk that lapsed from her guileless lips, in even, slow, 
and lulling murmur, was in itself a respite from ^‘'eating 
cares.” She was to the mind what the colour of green is to 
the eye. She had, therefore, excellent sense in all that 
relates to every-day life. There, she needed not to consult 
another; there, the wisest might have consulted her with 
profit. But the moment anything, however trivial in itself, 
jarred on the routine to which her mind had grown wedded, 
the moment an incident hurried her out of the beaten track 
of woman’s daily life, then her confidence forsook her; then 
she needed a confidant, an adviser; and by that confidant or 
adviser she could be credulously lured or submissively con- 
trolled. Therefore, when she lost, in Mr. Vigors, the guide 
she had been accustomed to consult whenever she needed 
guidance, she turned, helplessly and piteously, first to Mrs, 
Poyntz, and then yet more imploringly to me, because a 
woman of that character is never quite satisfied without the 
advice of a man ; and where an intimacy more familiar than 
that of his formal visits is once established with a physician, 
confidence in him grows fearless and rapid, as the natural 
result of sympathy concentrated on an object of anxiety in 
common between himself and the home which opens its sacred 
recess to his observant but tender eye. Thus M'rs. Ashleigh 
had shown me Mr. Vi'gors’s letter, and, forgetting that I 
might not be as amiable as herself, besought me to counsel 
her how to conciliate and soften her lost husband’s friend 
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and connection* That character clothed him with dignity 
and awe in her soft forgiving eyes* So, smothering my own 
resentment, less perhaps at the tone of offensive insinuation 
against myself than at the arrogance with which this prejii' 
diced intermeddler implied to a mother the necessity of his 
guardian watch over a child under her own care, I sketched a 
reply which seemed to me both dignified and placatory, ab- 
staining from all discussion, and conveying the assurance 
that Mrs. Ashleigh would be at all times glad to hear, and 
disposed to respect, whatever suggestion so esteemed a friend 
of her husband would kindly submit to her for the welfare 
of her daughter. 

There all communication had stopped for about a month 
since the date of my reintroduction to Abbots^ House. One 
afternoon I unexpectedly met Mr. Vigors at the entrance of 
the blind lane, I on my way to Abbots^ House, and my first 
glance at his face told me that he was coming from it, for the 
expression of that face was more than usually sinister; the 
sullen scowl was lit into significant menace by a sneer of un- 
mistakable triumph. I felt at once that he had succeeded 
in some machination against me, and with ominous misgiv- 
ings quickened my steps. 

I found Mrs. Ashleigh seated alone in front of the house, 
under a large cedar-tree that formed a natural arbour in the 
centre of the sunny lawn. She was perceptibly embarrassed 
as I took my seat beside her. 

hope,” said I, forcing a smile, ‘‘that Mr. Vigors has not 
been telling you that I shall kill my patient, or that she looks 
much worse than she did under Dr. Joneses care? ” 

“No,” she said. “He owned cheerfully that Lilian had 
grown quite strong, and said, without any displeasure, that 
he had heard how gay she had been, riding out and even 
dancing, — which is very kind in him, for he disapproves of 
dancing, on principle.” 

“But still I can see he has said something to vex or annoy 
you; and, to judge by his countenance when I met him in the 
lane, I should conjecture that that something was intended to 
lower the confidence you so kindly repose in me,” 
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assure you not; he did not mention your name, either 
to me or to Lilian. I never knew him more friendly; quite 
like old times. He is a good man at heart, very, and was 
much attached to my poor husband.” 

“Did Mr. Ashleigh profess a very high opinion of Mr. 
Vigors? ” 

“Well, I don^t quite know that, because my dear Gilbert 
never spoke to me much about him. Gilbert was naturally 
very silent. But he shrank from all trouble — all worldly 
affairs — and Mr. Vigors managed his estate, and inspected 
his steward's books, and protected him through a long law- 
suit which he had inherited from his father. It killed his 
father. I don’t know what we should have done without Mr. 
Vigors, and I am so glad he has forgiven me.” 

“Hem! Where is Miss Ashleigh? Indoors?” 

“isTo; somewhere in the grounds. But, my dear Dr. Den- 
wick, do not leave me yet ; you are so very, very kind, and 
somehow I have grown to look upon you quite as an old 
friend. Something has happened which has put me out, — 
quite put me out.” 

She said this wearily and feebly, closing her eyes as if she 
were indeed put out in the sense of extinguished. 

“The feeling of friendship you express,” said I, with earn- 
estness, “ is reciprocal. On my side it is accompanied by a 
peculiar gratitude. I am a lonely man, by a lonely fireside, — 
no parents, no near kindred, and in this town, since Dr. Faber 
left it, without cordial intimacy till I knew you. In admit- 
ting me so familiarly to your hearth, you have given me what 
I have never known before since I came to man’s estate, — a 
glimpse of the happy domestic life; the charm and relief to 
eye, heart, and spirit which is never known but in households 
cheered by the face of woman. Thus my sentiment for you 
and yours is indeed that of an old friend ; and in any private 
confidence you show me, I feel as if I were no longer a lonely 
man, without kindred, without home.” 

Mrs. Ashleigh seemed much moved by these words, which 
my heart had fbrced from my lips; and, after replying to me 
with simple unaffected warmth of kindness, she rose, took 


76 


A STEANGE STOEY. 


my arm, and continued thus as we walked slowly to and fro 
the lawn: You know, jjerhaps, that my x^oor husband left a 
sister, now a widow like myself, Lady Haughtoii.’’ 

“I remember that Mrs. Poyntz said you had such a sister- 
in-law, but I never heard you mention Lady Haughtoii till 
now. Well! ” 

Well, Mr. Vigors has brought me a letter from her,, and 
it is that which has put me out. I dare say you have not 
heard me speak before of Lady Haughton, for I am ashamed 
to say I had almost forgotten her existence. She is many 
years older than my husband was j of a very different charac- 
ter. Only came once to see him after our marriage. Hurt 
me by ridiculing him as a bookworm ; offended him by look- 
ing a little down on me, as a nobody without spirit and fash- 
ion, which was quite true. And, excej)t by a cold and 
unfeeling letter of formal condolence after I lost my dear 
Gilbert, I have never heard from her since I have been a 
widow, till to-day. But, after all, she is my poor husband’s 
sister, and his eldest sister, and Lilian’s aunt; and, as Mr. 
Vigors says, ^Duty is duty.’” 

Had Mrs. Ashleigh said “Duty is torture,” she could not 
have uttered the maxim with more mournful and despondent 
resignation. 

‘^And what does this lady require of you, which Mr. Vigors" 
deems it your duty to comply with? ” 

^‘Lear me! What penetration! You have guessed the exact 
truth. But I think you will agree with Mr. Vigors. Cer- 
tainly I have no option; yes, I must do it.” 

‘‘My penetration is in fault now. Do what? Pray 
explain.” 

“Poor Lady Haughton, six months ago, lost her only son, 
Sir James. Mr. Vigors says he was a very fine young man, 
of whom any mother would have been proud. I had heard 
he was wild; Mr, Vigors says, however, that he was just 
going to reform, and marry a young lady whom his mother 
chose for him, when, unluckily, he would ride a steeplechase, 
not being quite sober at the time, and broke his neck. Lady 
Haughton has been, of course, in great grief. She has retired 
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to Brighton; and she wrote to me from thence, and Mr* 
Vigors brought the letter. He will go back to her to-daj.^’ 
^‘Will go back to Lady Hanghtoh? What! Has he been 
to her? Is he, then, as intimate with Lady Haughton as he 
was with her brother? 

but there has been a long and constant correspond 
dence. She had a settlement on the Kirby Estate, — a sum 
which was not paid off during Gilbert's life; and a very 
small part of the property went to Sir James, which part Mr. 
Ashleigh Sumner, the heir-at-iaw to the rest of the estate, 
wished Mr. Vigors, as his guardian, to buy during his mi- 
nority, and as it was mixed up with Lady Haughton^ s settle- 
ment her consent was necessary as well as Sir James’s. So 
there was much negotiation, and, since then, Ashleigh Sum- 
ner has come into the Haughton property, on poor Sir James’s 
decease; so that complicated all affairs between Mr. Vigors 
and Lady Haughton, and he has just been to Brighton to see 
her. And poor Lady Haughton, in short, wants me and 
Lilian to go and visit her. I don’t like it at all. But you 
said the other day you thought sea air might be good for 
Lilian during the heat of the summer, and she seems well 
enough now for the change. What do you think? ” 

“ She is well enough, certainly. But Brighton is not the 
place I would recommend for the summer; it wants shade, 

and is much hotter than L ” 

Yes; but unluckily Lady Haughton foresaw that objection, 
and she has a jointure-house some miles from Brighton, and 
near the sea. She says the grounds are well wooded, and the 
place is proverbially cool and healthy, not far from St. Leon- 
ard’s Forest. And, in short, I have written to say we will 
come. So we must, unless, indeed, you positively forbid it.” 
‘^When do you think of going? ” 

“ Kext Monday. Mr. Vigors would make me fix the day. If 
you knew how I dislike moving when I am once settled ; and 
I do so dread Lady Haughton, she is so fine, and so satirical! 
But Mr. Vigors says she is very much, altered, poor thing! I 
should like to show you her letter, but I had just sent it to 
Margaret — Mrs. Poyntz — a minute or two before you came. 
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Slie knows something of Lady Hanghton. Margaret knowi 
everybody. And we skall Lave to go in mourning for poor 
Sir James, I suppose; and Margaret will choose it, for I am 
sure I can^t guess to w'hat extent we should he supposed to 
mourn. I ought to have gone in mourning before— -poor 
Gilbert's nephew — but I am so stupid, and I had never seen 
him. And — But oh, this is kind! Margaret herself , — mj 
dear Margaret 1 

We had just turned away from the house, in our up-and- 
down walk; and Mrs. Poyntz stood immediately fronting us. 

“So, Anne, you have actually accepted this invitation — 
and for Monday next?” 

“Yes. Did I do wrong? ” 

“What does Dr. Fenwick say? Can Lilian go with 
safety? 

I could not honestly say she might not go with safety, but 
my heart sank like lead as I answered, — 

“Miss Ashleigh does not now need merely medical care; 
but more than half her cure has depended on keeping her 
spirits free from depression. She may miss the cheerful 
companionship of your daughter, and other young ladies of 
her own age. A very melancholy house, saddened by a re- 
cent bereavement, without other guests; a hostess to whom 
she is a stranger, and whom Mrs. Ashleigh herself appears to 
deem formidable, — certainly these do not make that change 
of scene which a physician would recommend. When I spoke 
of sea air being good for Miss Ashleigh, I thought of our own 
northern coasts at a later time of the year, when I could es- 
cape myself for a few weeks and attend her. The journey 
to a northern watering-place would be also shorter and less 
fatiguing; the air there more invigorating.” 

“No doubt that would be better,” said Mrs. Poyntz, dryty; 
“but so far as your objections to visiting Lady Haughton 
have been stated, they are groundless. Her house will not 
be melancholy; she will have other guests, and Lilian will 
find companions, young like herself, — young ladies — and 
young gentlemen too!” 

There was something ominous, something compassionate. 
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in the look which Mrs. Poyntz east upon me, in concluding 
her speech, which in itself was calculated to rouse the fears 
of a lover. Lilian away from me, in the house of a worldly- 
line lady — such as I judged Lady Haughton to be — sur- 
rounded by young gentlemen, as well as young ladies, by ad- 
mirers, no doubt, of a higher rank and more brilliant fashion 
than she had yet known ! I closed my eyes, and with strong 
eifort suppressed a groan. 

“My dear Annie, let me satisfy myself that Dr. Fenwick 
really consent to this journey. He will say to me what 
he may not to you. Pardon me, then, if I take him aside 
for a few minutes. Let me find you here again under this 
cedar-tree.” 

Placing her arm in mine, and without waiting for Mrs. 
Ashleigh’s answer, Mrs. Poyntz drew me into the more se- 
questered walk that belted the lawn; and when we were out 
of Mrs. Ashleigh^s sight and hearing, said, — 

“From what you have now seen of Lilian Ashleigh, do you 
still desire to gain her as your wife? ” 

“Still? Oh, with an intensity proportioned to the fear 
with which I now dread that she is about to pass away from 
my eyes — from my life! ” 

“Does your judgment confirm the choice of your heart? 
Reflect before you answer.” 

“ Such selfish judgment as I had before I knew her would 
not confirm but oppose it. The nobler judgment that now 
expands all my reasonings, approves and seconds my heart. 
No, no; do not smile so sarcastically. This is not the voice 
of a blind and egotistical passion. Let me explain myself if 
I can. I concede to you that Lilian’s character is undevel- 
oped; I concede to you, that amidst the childlike freshness 
and innocence of her nature, there is at times a strangeness, 
a mystery, which I have not yet traced to its cause. But I 
am certain that the intellect is organically as sound as the 
heart, and that intellect and heart will ultimately — if under 
happy auspices — blend in that felicitous union which consti- 
tutes the perfection of woman. But it is because she does, 
and may for years, may perhaps always, need a more devoted, 
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thTOghtful eare than natures less tremulously sensitive, that 
inj judgment sanctions my choice; for whatever is best for 
her IS best for me. And who would watch over her as I 

saould?^^ 

“You have never yet spoken to Lilian as lovers speak'* ” 
“Oh, no, indeed.” r • 

“.^d, nevertheless, you believe that your affection would 
not be unreturned? 

“I thought so once; I doubt now,— yet, in doubting, hope. 
Lut why do you alarm me with these questions? You, too 
orebode that in this visit T may lose ber forever? 

If you fear that, tell her so, and perhaps her answer may 
dispel your fear.” ^ 

“What! now, already,, when she has scarcely known • me a 
month. Might I not risk all if too premature'* ” 

“ There is no almanac for love. With many women love is 

MU tliey are beloved. All wisdom 

eus us that a moment once gone is irrevocable. Were T in 
yo.r place 1 ctcau feel that I approached a moment that 

irieS’^a '“™ ■'O'’ ' “i™ 

Stay — tell me first what Lady Haughton’s letter really 
contains to prompt the advice with which you so transport 
and yet so daunt, me when you proffer it.” T » 

“iSot now; later, perhaps,— not now. If you wish to see 
Lilian alone, she is by the Old Monk’s Well; I saw her seated 
there as I passed that way to the house.” 

“ One word more,— only one. Answer this question frankly 
for It IS one of honour. Do you still beWthat my siS to 
« disapproved of by Mrs. Ashleigh? ” 

At this moment I am sure it would not; a week hence I 
niigilt not give you the same answer*” 
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own will, and went the opposite way, skirting the circle of 
that haunted ground,— as now, on one side its lofty terrace, 
the houses of the neighbouring city came full and close into 
yiew, divided from my fairy-land of life but by the trodden 
murmurous thoroughfare winding loyv beneath the ivied para- 
pets; and as now, again, the world of men abruptly vanished 
behind the screening foliage of luxuriant June. 

At last the enchanted glade opened out from the verdure, 
its borders fragrant with syringa and rose and woodbine; and 
there, by the gray memorial of the gone Gothic age, my eyes 
seemed to close their unquiet wanderings, resting spell-bound 
on that image which had become to me the incarnation of 
earth’s bloom and youth. 

She stood amidst the Past, backed by the fragments of walls 
which man had raised to seclude him from human passion, 
locking, under those lids so downcast, the secret of the only 
knowledge I asked from the boundless Future. 

Ah! what mockery there is in that grand word, the world’s 
fierce war-cry, — Freedom! Who has not known one period 
of life, and that so solemn that its shadows may rest over all 
life hereafter, when one human creature has over him a sov- 
ereignty more supreme and absolute than Orient servitude 
adores in the symbols of diadem and sceptre? What crest so 
haughty that has not bowed before a hand“ which could exalt 
or humble! What heart so dauntless that has not trembled 
to call forth the voice at whose sound ope the gates of rapture 
or despair! That life alone is free which rules, and sufiGiees 
for itself. That life we forfeit when we love I 


CHAPTER XVII. 

How did I utter it? By what words did my heart make 
itself known? I remember not. All was as a dream that 
falls upon a restless, feverish night, and fades away as the 
eyes unclose on the peace of a cloudless heaven, on the bliss 
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of a golden sun. A new morrow seemed indeed npon the 
earth when I woke from a life-long yesterday,— her dear 
hand in mine, her sweet face bowed upon my breast. 

And then there was that melodious silence in which there 
is no sound audible from without; yet within us there is 
heard a lulling celestial music, as if our -whole being, growni 
harmonious with the universe, joined from its happy deeps in 
the hymn that unites the stars. 

In that silence our two hearts seemed to make each other 
understood, to be drawing nearer and nearer, blending by 
mysterious concord into the completeness of a solemn union, 
never henceforth to be rent asunder. ’ 

At length I said softly; “And it was here on this spot that 
I first saw you, here that I for the first time knew what 
power to change our world and to rule our future goes forth 
from the charm of a human face ! ” 

Then Lilian asked me timidly, and without lifting her 
eyes, how I had so seen her, reminding me that I promised 
to tell her, and had never yet done so. 

And then I told her of the strange impulse that had led me 
into the grounds, and by what chance my steps had been di- 
verted down the path that wound to the glade; how suddenly 
her form had shone upon my eyes, gathering round itself the 
rose hues of the setting sun, and how wistfully those eyes 
had followed her own silent gaze into the distant heaven. 

As I spoke, her hand pressed mine eagerly, convulsively, 
and, raising her face from my breast, she looked at me with 
an intent, anxious earnestness. That look ! — twice before it 
had thrilled and perplexed me. 

* 1 . IS there in that look, oh, my Lilian, which tells me 

that there is something that startles yon,— something you 
wish to confide, and yet shrink from explaining? See how 

seal has been 

f ^ construe its language.” 

1 1 shrink from explaining, it is only because I fear that 
cannot explain so as to be understood or believed. But yon 
have a right to know the secrets of a life which you would 
ink to your own. Turn your face aside from me; a reprov- 
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ing look, an incredulous smile, ckill — oh, you cannot guess 
how they chill me, when I would approach that which to me 
is so serious and so solemnly strange.” 

I turned my face away, and her voice grew firmer as, after 
a brief pause, she resumed,— 

*‘As far back as I can remember in my infancy, there hare 
been moments when there seems to fall a soft hazy veil be- 
tween my sight and the things around it, thickening and 
deepening till it has the likeness of one of those white fleecy 
clouds which gather on the verge of the horizon when the air 
is yet still, but the winds are about to rise; and then this 
vapour or veil will suddenly open, as clouds open, and let in 
the blue sky.” 

“Go on,” I said gently, for here she came to a stop. 

She continued, sjjeaking somewhat more hurriedly, — 

“ Then, in that opening, strange appearances present them- 
selves to me, as in a vision. In my childhood these were 
chiefly landscapes of wonderful beauty. I could but faintly 
describe them then; I could not attempt to describe them 
now, for they are almost gone from my memory. My dear 
mother chid me for telling her what I saw, so I did not im- 
press it on my mind by repeating it. As I grew up, this kind 
of vision — if I may so call it — became much less frequent, 
or much less distinct; I still saw the soft veil fall, the pale 
cloud form and open, but often what may then have appeared 
was entirely forgotten when I recovered myself, waking as 
from a sleep. Sometimes, however, the recollection would 
be vivid and complete ; sometimes I saw the face of my lost 
father ; sometimes I heard his very voice, as I had seen and 
heard him in my early childhood, when he would let me rest 
for hours beside him as he mused or studied, happy to be so 
quietly near him, for I loved him, oh, so dearly ! and I re- 
member him so distinctly, though I was only in my sixth 
year when he died. Much more recently — indeed, within 
the last few months — the images of things to come are re- 
flected on the space that I gaze into as clearly as in a glass. 
Thus, for weeks before I came hither, or knew that such a 
place existed, I saw distinctly the old House, yon trees, this 
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sward, tliis moss-grown GotMc fount 5 and, with, tlie sigM, 
an impression was conveyed to me that in the scene before 
me my old childlike life would pass into some solemn change. 
So. that when I came here, and recognized the picture in my 
vision, I took an affection for the spot, — an affection not 
without awe, a powerful, perplexing interest, as one who 
feels under the influence of a fate of which a prophetic 
glimpse has been vouchsafed. And in that evening, when 
you first saw me, seated here — ” 

Yes, Lilian, on that evening — 
saw you also, but in my vision — yonder, far in the 
deeps of space, — and — and my heart was stirred as it had 
never been before; and near where your image grew out from 
the cloud I saw my father’s face, and I heard his voice, not 
in my ear, but as in my heart, whispering — ” 

Yes, Lilian — whispering — what? ” 

“These words, — only these,— /Ye will need one another.’ 
But then, suddenly, between my upward eyes and the two 
forms they had beheld, there rose from the earth, obscuring 
the skies, a vague, dusky vapour, undulous, and coiling like 
a vast serpent, — nothing, indeed, of its shape and figure defi- 
nite, but of its face one abrupt glare; a flash from two dread 
luminous eyes, and a young head, like the Medusa’s, chang- 
ing, more rapidly than I could have drawn breath, into a 
grinning skull. Then my terror made me bow my head, and 
when I raised it again, all that I had seen was vanished. 
But the terror still remained, even when I felt my mother’s 
arm round me and heard her voice. And then, when I en- 
tered the house, and sat down again alone, the recollection of 
what I had seen — those eyes, that face, that skull — grew on 
me stronger and stronger till I fainted, and remember no 
more, until my eyes, opening, saw you by my side, and in 
my wonder there was not terror. No, a sense of joy, protec- 
tion, hope, yet still shadowed by a kind of fear or awe, in 
recognizing the countenance which had gleamed on me from 
the skies before the dark vapour had risen, and while my 
father’s voice had . murmured, ^Ye will need one another.’ 
And now — and now — will you love me less that you know 
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a secret in my being wbicb I have told to no otber;, — cannot 
construe to myself? Only onlyj at least, do not mock me; 
do not disbelieve me! iSTay, turn from me no longer now: 
now I ask to meet your eyes/ Kow, before our hands can 
join again, tell me that you do not despise me as untruthful, 
do not pity me as insane.” 

‘‘Hush, hush! ” I said, drawing her to my breast. “Of all 
you tell me we will talk hereafter. The scales of our science 
have no weights fine enough for the gossamer threads of a 
maiden’s pure fancies. Enough for me — for us both — if out 
from all such illusions start one truth, told to you, lovely 
child, from the heavens; told to me, ruder man, on the earth; 
repeated by each pulse of this heart that woos you to hear 
and to trust, — now and henceforth through life unto death, 
‘Each has need of the other,’— I of you, I of you! my 
Lilian! my Lilian! ” 


CHAPTER XVIII. 

Imi spite of the previous assurance of Mrs. Poyntz, it was 
not without an uneasy apprehension that I approached the 
cedar-tree, under which Mrs. Ashleigh still sat, her friend 
beside her. I looked on the fair creature whose arm was 
linked in mine. So young, so singularly lovely, and with all 
the gifts of birth and fortune which bend avarice and ambi- 
tion the more submissively to youth and beauty, I felt as if I 
had wronged what a parent might justly deem her natu- 
ral lot. 

“(3h, if your mother should disapprove! ” said I, falteringly. 

Lilian leaned on my arm less lightly. “If I had thought 
so,” she said with her soft blush, “should I he thus by your 
side?” 

So we passed under the houghs of the dark tree, and Lilian 
left me and kissed Mrs. Ashleigh’s cheek; then, seating her- 
self on the turf, laid her head on her mother’s lap. I looked 
on the Queen of the Hill, whose keen eye shot over me. I 
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thought there was a joaomeiitary expression of pain or dis- 
pleasure on her countenance; but it passed. Still there 
seemed to me something of irony, as well as of triumph or 
congratulation, in the half-smile with which she quitted her 
seat, and in the tone with which she whispered, as she glided 
by me to the open sward, ^‘So, then, it is settled.” 

She walked lightly and quickly down the lawn. When she 
was out of sight I breathed more freely. I took the seat 
which she had left, by Mrs. Ashleigh’s side, and said, “A 
little while ago I spoke of myself as a man without kindred, 
without home, and now I come to you and ask for both.” 

Mrs. Ashleigh looked at me benignly, then raised her 
daughter’s face from her lap, and whispered, ^‘Lilian;” and 
Lilian’s lips moved, but I did not hear her answer. Her 
mother did. She took Lilian’s hand, simply placed it in 
mine, and said, “As she chooses, I choose; whom she loves, 
I love.” 


CHAPTER XIX. 

From that evening till the day Mrs. Ashleigh and Lilian 
went on the dreaded visit, I was always at their house, when 
my avocations allowed me to steal to it; and during those few 
days, the happiest I had ever known, it seemed to me that 
years could not have more deepened my intimacy with Lilian’s 
exquisite nature, made me more reverential of its purity, or 
more enamoured of its sweetness. I could detect in her but 
one fault, and I rebuked myself for believing that it was a 
fault. We see many who neglect the minor duties of life, 
who lack watchful forethought and considerate care for others, 
and we recognize the cause of this failing in levity or egotism. 
Certainly, neither of those tendencies of character could be 
ascribed to Lilian. Yet still in daily trifles there was some- 
thing of that neglect, some lack of that care and forethought. 
She loved her mother with fondness and devotion, yet it never 
occurred to her to aid in those petty household cares in which 
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hei mother centred so much of habitual interest. She was 
full of tenderness and pity to all want and suffering, yet 
many a young lady on the Hill was more actively beneficent, 
— visiting the poor in their sickness, or instructing their 
children in the Infant Schools. I was persuaded that her 
love for me was deep and truthful; it was clearly void of all 
ambition ; doubtless she would have borne, unfiinching and 
contented, whatever the world considers to be a sacriffce and 
privation,— yet I should never have expected her to take her 
share in the troubles of ordinary life. I could never have 
applied to her the homel;5/ but significant name of helpmate. 
I reproach myself while I write for noticing such defect — if 
defect it were — in what may be called the practical routiue 
of our positive, trivial, human existence. No doubt it was 
this that had caused Mrs. Poyntz’s harsh judgment against 
the wisdom of my choice. But such chiller shade upon 
Lilian’s charming nature was reflected from no inert, un- 
amiable self-love. It was but the consequence of that 
self-absorption which the habit of revery had fostered. I 
cautiously abstained from all allusion to those visionary de- 
ceptions, which she had confided to me as the truthful im- 
pressions of spirit, if not of sense. To me any approach to 
what I termed superstition ” was displeasing; any indulgence 
of fantasies not within the measured and beaten track of 
healthful imagination more than displeased me in her, — it 
alarmed. I would not by a word encourage her in persua- 
sions which I felt it would be at present premature to reason 
against, and cruel indeed to ridicule. I was convinced that 
of themselves these mists round her native intelligence, en- 
gendered by a solitary and musing childhood, would subside 
in the fuller daylight of wedded life. She seemed pained 
when she saw how resolutely I shunned a subject dear to her 
thoughts. She made one or two timid attempts to renew it, 
but my grave looks sufficed to check her. Once or twice in- 
deed, on such occasions, she would turn away and leave me, 
but she soon came back; that gentle heart could not bear one 
unkindlier shade between itself and what it loved. It was 
agreed that our engagement should be, for the present, com 
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fided only to Mrs. Poyntz. When Mrs. Ashleigh. and Lilian 
returned, which would be in a few %veeks at furthest, it 
should be proclaimed; and our marriage could take place in 
the autumn, when I should be most free for a brief holiday 
from professional toils. 

So we parted — as lovers jjart. I felt none of those jealous 
fears which, before we were affianced, had made me tremble 
at the thought of separation, and had conjured up irresistible 
rivals. Bufc it wms with a settled, heavy gloom that I saw her 
depart. From earth was gone a glory; from life a blessing. 


CHAPTER XX. 

During the busy years of my professional career, I had 
snatched leisure for some professional treatises, which had 
made more or less sensation, and one of them, entitled “The 
Vital Principle; its Waste and Supply,’’ had gained a wide 
circulation among the general public. This last treatise con- 
tained the results of certain experiments, then new in chem- 
istry, which were adduced in support of a theory I entertained 
as to the re-invigoration of the human system by principles 
similar to those which Liebig has applied to the replenish- 
ment of an exhausted soil, — namel}^, the giving back to the 
frame those essentials to its nutrition, which it has lost by 
the action or accident of time; or supplying that special 
pabulum or energy in which the individual organism is con- 
stitutionally deficient; and neutralizing or counterbalancing 
that in which it super-abounds, — a theory upon which some 
eminent physicians have more recently improved with signal 
success. But on these essays, slight and suggestive, rather 
than dogmatic, I set no value. I had been for the last two 
years engaged on a work of much wider range, endeared to 
me by a far bolder ambition, — a work upon which I fondly 
hoped to found an enduring reputation as a severe and origi- 
nal physiologist. It was an Inquiry into Organic Life, similar 
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in compreliensiveiiess of survey to that by wliicli the illustri- 
ous Miiller. of Berlin, has enriched the science of our age; 
however inferior, alas ! to that august combination of thought 
and learning in the judgment ivhieh checks presumx)tion, and 
the genius which adorns speculation. But at that day I was 
carried away by the ardour of composition, and I admired my 
perforiiiance because I loved my labour. This work had been 
entirely laid aside for the last agitated month; now that 
Lilian was gone, I resumed it earnestly, as the sole occupation 
that had power and charm enough to rouse me from the 
aching sense of void and loss. 

The very night of the day she went, I reopened my manu- 
script. I had left off: at the commencement of a chapter 
Upon Knowledge as derived from our Senses. As my con- 
victions on this head were founded on the well-known argu- 
ments of Locke and Condillac against innate ideas, and on 
the reasonings by which Hume has resolved the combination 
of sensations into a general idea to an impulse arising merely 
out of habit, so I set myself to oppose, as a dangerous con- 
cession to the sentimentalities or mysticism of a pseudo- 
philosophy, the doctrine favoured by most of our recent 
physiologists, and of which some of the most eminent of 
German metaphysicians have accepted the substance, though 
refining into a subtlety its positive form, — I mean the doc- 
trine which Muller himself has expressed in these 'words: — 

“That innate ideas may exist cannot in the slightest degree be 
denied; it is, indeed, a fact. All the ideas of animals, which are in- 
duced bv instinct, are innate and immediate .' something presented to 
the mind, a desire to attain which is at the same time given. The 
new-born lamb and foal have such innate ideas, which lead them to 
follow their mother and suck the teats. Is it not in some measure the 
same with the intellectual ideas of man ^ 

To this question I answered with an indignant ^^Ko! ” A 
would have shaken my creed of materialism to the 
dust. I wrote on rapidly, warmly. I defined the properties 

1 Midler’s “ Elements of Physiology/’ voL ii. p. 134. Translated by Dr 
Baley. 
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and meted tlie limits of natural laws, which. 1 would not ad- 
mit that a Deity himself could alter. I clamped and soldered 
dogma to dogma in the links of my tinkered logic, till out 
from my page, to my own complacent eye, grew Intellectual 
Man, as the pure formation of his material senses; mind., or 
what is called soul, born from and nurtured by them alone; 
through them to act, and to perish with the machine they 
moved. Strange, that at the very time love for Lilian 
might have taught me that there are mysteries in the core of 
the feelings which my analysis of ideas could not solve, I 
should so stubbornly have opposed as unreal all that could be 
referred to the spiritual! Strange, that at the very time 
when the thought that I might lose from this life the being 
1 had known scarce a month had just before so appalled me, 
I should thus complacently sit down to prove that, according 
to the laws of the nature which my passion obeyed, I must 
lose for eternity the blessing I now hoped I had won to my 
life! But how distinctly dissimilar is man in his conduct 
from man in his systems I See the poet reclined under forest 
boughs, conning odes to his mistress ; follow him out into the 
world; no mistress ever lived for him there! ^ See the hard 
man of science, so austere in his passionless problems; follow 
him now where the brain rests from its toil, where the heart 
finds its Sabbath — what child is so tender, so yielding, and 
soft? 

But I had proved to my own satisfaction that poet and sage 
are dust, and no more, when the pulse ceases to beat. And 
on that consolatory conclusion my pen stopped. 

Suddenly, beside me I distinctly heard a sigh, — a compas- 
sionate, mournful sigh. The sound was unmistakable. I 
started from my seat, looked round, amazed to discover no 
one, — no living thing! The windows were closed, the night 
was still. That sigh was not the wail of the wind. But 
there, in the darker angle of the room, what was that? 
A silvery whiteness, vaguely shaped as a human form, rececl- 

^ Cowley, who wrote so elaborate a series of amatory poems, is said 

never to hare been in love but once, and then he never had resolution t« 
tell his passion.’* — Johnson^s ** Lives of I'oets : ” Cowley. 
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ing, fading, gone! Wliy, I know not — for no face was risi- 
ble, no form, if form it were, more distinct than tbe colour- 
less outline, — why, I know not, but I cried aloud, ^‘ Lilian! 
Lilian ! ” My voice came strangely back to my own ear ; I 
paused, then smiled and blushed at my folly. So I, too, 
have learned what is superstition,” I muttered to myself. 
‘-’And here is an anecdote at my own expense (as Muller 
frankly tells us anecdotes of the illusions which would haunt 
his eyes, shut or open), — an anecdote I may quote when I 
come to my chapter on the Cheats of the Senses and Spectral 
Phantasms.” I went on with my book, and wrote till the 
lights waned in the gray of the dawn. And I said then, in 
the triumph of my pride, as I laid myself down to rest, “I 
have written that which allots with precision man^s place in 
the region of nature; written that which will found a school, 
form disciples ; and race after race of those who cultivate truth 
through pure reason shall accept my bases if they enlarge my 
building.” And again I heard the sigh, but this time it 
caused no surprise. ^‘Certainly,” I murmured, very 
strange thing is the nervous system!” So I turned on my 
pillow, and, wearied out, fell asleep. 


CHAPTER XXI. 

The next day, the last of the visiting patients to whom 
my forenoons were devoted had just quitted me, when I was 
summoned in haste to attend the steward of a Sir Philip 
Derval not residing at his family seat, which was about five 

miles from L . It was rarely indeed that persons so far 

from the town, when of no higher rank than this applicant, 
asked my services. 

But it was my principle to go wherever I was summoned; 
my profession was not gain, it was healing, to which gain 
was the incident, not the essential. This case the messenger 
reported as urgent. I went on horseback, and rode fast; hut 


92 


A';;STB'AHGE,:..STOBX^' 

swiftly as T cantered througli tlie village that skirted th© 
approach to Sir Philip DervaPs park, the evident care be- 
stowed on the accommodation of the cottagers forcibly struck 
me. I felt that I was on the lands of a richj intelligent, and 
beneficent proprietor. Entering the park, and passing before 
the manor-house, the contrast between the neglect and the 
decay of the absentee’s stately Hall and the smiling homes 
of his villagers was disconsolately mournful. 

An imposing pile, built apparently by Vanbrugh, with 
decorated pilasters, pompous portico, and grand perron (or 
double flight of stairs to the entrance), enriched with urns 
and statues, but discoloured, mildewed, chipped, half-hidden 
with unpruned creepers and ivy. Most of the windows were 
closed with shutters, decaying for want of paint; in some of 
the casements the panes were broken ; the peacock perched 
on the shattered balustrade, that fenced a garden overgrown 
with weeds. The sun glared hotly on the place, and made 
its ruinous condition still more painfully apparent. I was 
glad when a winding in the park-road shut the house from 
my sight. Suddenly I emerged through a copse of ancient 
yew-trees, and before me there gleamed, in abrupt whiteness, 
a building evidently designed for the family mausoleum, — 
classical in its outline, with the blind iron door niched into 
stone walls of massive thickness, and surrounded by a fune- 
real garden of roses and evergreens, fenced with an iron rail, 
party-gilt. 

The suddenness with which this House of the Dead came 
upon me heightened almost into pain, if not into awe, the 
dismal impression which the aspect of the deserted home in 
its neighboiirhood had made. I spurred my horse, and soon 
arrived at the door of my patient, who lived in a fair brick 
house at the other extremity of the park. 

I found my patient, a man somewhat advanced in years, 
but of a robust conformation, in bed : he had been seized with 
a fit, which was supposed to be apoplectic, a few hours be- 
fore; but 'was already sensible, and out of immediate danger. 
After I had prescribed a few simple remedies, I took aside 
the patient’s wife, and went with her to the parlour below 
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stairs;' to make some inquiry about her husband’s ordinary 
regimen and habits of life. These seemed sujSciently regu- 
lar; I could discover no apparent cause for the attack, which 
presented symptoms not familiar to my experience. “Has 
your husband eyer had such. fits before?” 

■ “isTever!” 

“Had he experienced any sudden emotion? Had he heard 
any unexpected news; or had anything happened to put him 
out?” 

The woman looked much disturbed at these inquiries. I 
pressed them more urgently. At last she burst into tears, 
and clasping my hand, said, “ Oh, doctor, I ought to tell you 
— I sent for you on purpose — yet I fear you will not believe 
me: my good man has seen a ghost! ” 

“A ghost!” said I, repressing a smile. “Well, tell me 
all, that I may prevent the ghost coming again.” 

The woman’s story was prolix. Its substance was this: 
Her husband, habitually an early riser, had left his bed that 
morning still earlier than usual, to give directions about some 
cattle that were to be sent for sale to a neighbouring fair. 
An hour afterwards he had been found by a shepherd, near 
the mausoleum, apparently lifeless. On being removed to 
his own house, he had recovered speech, and bidding all ex- 
cept his wife leave the room, he then told her that on walk- 
ing across the park towards the cattle-sheds, he had seen 
what appeared to him at first a pale light by the iron door of 
the mausoleum. On approaching nearer, this light changed 
into the distinct and visible form of his master. Sir Philip 
Berval, who was then abroad, — supposed to be in the East, 
where he had resided for many years. The impression on 
the steward’s mind was so strong, that he called out, “Oh, 
Sir Philip ! ” when looking still more intently, he perceived 
that the face was that of a corpse. As he continued to gaze, 
the apparition seemed gradually to recede, as if vanishing 
into .the sepulchre itself. He knew no more; he became un- 
conscious. It was the excess of the poor woman’s alarm, on 
hearing this strange tale, that made her resolve to send , for 
me instead of the parish apothecary. She fancied so astound- 
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ing a cause for her husband’s seizure could only be properly 
dealt with by some medical man reputed to have more than 
ordinary learning; and the steward himself objected to the 
apothecary in the immediate neighbourhood, as more likely 
to annoy him by gossip than a physician from a comparative 
distance. 

I took care not to lose the confidence of the good wife by 
parading too quickly my disbelief in the phantom her hus- 
band declared that he had seen; but as the story itself seemed 
at once to decide the nature of the fit to be epileptic, I began 
to tell her of similar delusions which, in my experience, had 
occurred to those subjected to epilepsy, and finally soothed 
her into the conviction that the apparition was clearly redu- 
cible to natural causes. Afterwards, I led her on to talk 
about Sir Philip Derval, less from any curiosity I felt about 
the absent proprietor than from a desire to re-familiarize her 
own mind to his image as a living man. The steward had 
been in the service of Sir Philip’s father, and had known Sir 
Philip himself from a child. He was warmly attached to his 
master, whom the old woman described as a man of rare be- 
nevolence and great eccentricity, which last she imputed to 
his studious habits. He had succeeded to the title and estates 
as a minor. For the first few years after attaining his ma- 
jority, he had mixed much in the world. When at Derval 
Court his house had been filled with gay companions, and 
was the scene of lavish hospitality ; but the estate was not in 
proportion to the grandeur of the mansion, still less to the 
expenditure of the owner. He had become greatly embar- 
rassed ; and some love disappointment (so it was rumoured) 
occurring simultaneously with his pecuniary difficulties, he 
had suddenly changed his way of life, shut himself up from 
his old friends, lived in seclusion, taking to books and scien- 
tific pursuits, and as the old woman said vaguely and expres- 
sively, “to odd ways.” He had gradually by an economy 
that, towards himself, was penurious, but which did not pre- 
clude much judicious generosity to others, cleared offi his 
debts; and, once more rich, he had suddenly quitted the 
country, and taken to a life of travel. He was now about 
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forty-eiglit years old, and had been eighteen years abroad. 
He wrote frequently to his steward, giving him minute and 
thoughtful instructions in regard to the employment, com- 
forts, and homes of the peasantry, but peremptorily ordering 
him to spend no money on the grounds and mansion, stating 
as a reason why the latter might be allowed to fall into 
decay, his intention to pull it down whenever he returned to 
England, 

I stayed some time longer than my engagements well war- 
ranted at my patient’s house, not leaving till the sufferer, 
after a quiet sleep, had removed from his bed to his armchair, 
taken food, and seemed perfectly recovered from his attack. 

Riding homeward, I mused on the difference that education 
makes, even pathologically, between man and man. Here 
was a brawny inhabitant of rural fields, leading the healthiest 
of lives, not conscious of the faculty we call imagination, 
stricken down almost to Death’s door by his fright at an 
optical illusion, explicable, if examined, by the same simple 
causes which had impressed me the night before with a mo- 
ment’s belief in a sound and a spectre, — me who, thanks to 
sublime education, went so quietly to sleep a few minutes 
after, convinced that no phantom, the ghostliest that ear ever 
heard or eye ever saw, can be anything else but a nervous 
phenomenon. 


CHAPTER XXII. 

That evening I went to Mrs. Poyntz’s ; it was one of her 
ordinary “reception nights,” and I felt that she would natu- 
rally expect my attendance as “a proper attention.” 

I joined a group engaged in general conversation, of which 
Mrs. Poyntz herself made the centre, knitting as usual, — 
rapidly while she talked, slowly when she listened. 

Without mentioning the visit I had paid that morning, I 
turned the conversation on the different country places in the 
neighbourhood, and then incidentally asked, “What sort of 
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a man is Sir Philip Derval? Is it not strange that he should 
suffer so fine a place to fall into decay?” The answers I re- 
ceived added little to the information I had already obtained. 
Mrs. Poyntz knew nothing of Sir Philip Derval, except as a 
man of large estates, whose rental had been greatly increased 
by a rise in the value of property he possessed in the tow;: 

of L , and which lay contiguous to that of her husband. 

Two or three of the older inhabitants of the Hill had remem- 
bered Sir Philip in his early days, when he was gay, high- 
spirited, hospitable, lavish. One observed that the only 

person in L whom he had admitted to his subsequent 

seclusion was Dr. Lloyd, who was then without practice, and 
whom he had employed as an assistant in certain chemical 
experiments. 

Here a gentleman struck into the conversation. He was a 
stranger to me and to L — — , a visitor to one of the dwellers 
on the Hill, who had asked leave to present him to its queen 
as a great traveller and an accomplished antiquary. 

Said this gentleman; “Sir Philip Dervall I know him. I 
met him in the East. He was then still, I believe, very fond 
of chemical science; a clever, odd, philanthropical man; had 
studied medicine, or at least practised it; was said to have 
made many marvellous cures. I became acquainted with him 
in Aleppo. He had come to that town, not much frequented 
by English travellers, in order to inquire into the murder of 
two men, of whom one was his friend and the other his 
countryman.” 

“This is interesting,” said Mrs. Poyntz, dryly. “We who 
live on this innocent Hill all love stories of crime ; murder is 
the pleasantest subject you could have hit on. Pray give us 
the details.” 

“So encouraged,” said the traveller, good-humouredly, “I 
will not hesitate to communicate the little I know. In Aleppo 
there had lived for some years a man who was held by the 
natives in great reverence. He had the reputation of extraor- 
dinary wisdom, but was difficult of access; the lively im- 
agination of the Orientals invested his character with the 
fascinations of fable, — in short, Haroun of Aleppo was popu- 
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larly considered a magician. Wild stories were told of Ms 
powers, of liis preternatural age, of his hoarded treasures. 
Apart from such disputable titles to homage, there seemed no 
question, from all I heard, that his learning was consider- 
able, his charities extensive, his manner of life irreproachably 
ascetic. He appears to have resembled those Arabian sages 
of the Gothic age to whom modern science is largely in- 
debted, — a mystic enthusiast, but an earnest scholar, A 
wealthy and singular Englishman, long resident in another 
part of the East, afflicted by some languishing disease, took a 
journey to Aleppo to consult this sage, who, among his other 
acquirements, was held to have discovered rare secrets in 
medicine, — his countrymen said in 'charms.^ One morning, 
not long after the Englishman's arrival, Haroun was found 
dead in his bed, apparently strangled, and the Englishman, 
who lodged in another part of the town, had disappeared ; but 
some of his clothes, and a crutch on which he habitually sup- 
ported himself, were found a few miles distant from Aleppo, 
near the roadside. There appeared no doubt that he, too, 
had been murdered, but his corpse could not be discovered. 
Sir Philip Derval had been a loving disciple of this Sage of 
Aleppo, to whom he assured me he owed not only that knowl- 
edge of medicine which, by report. Sir Philip possessed, but 
the insight into various truths of nature, on the promulga- 
tion of which, it was evident, Sir Philip cherished the ambi- 
tion to found a philosophical celebrity for himself.’’ 

“Of what description were those truths of nature?” I 
asked, somewhat sarcastically. 

“Sir, I am unable to tell you, for Sir Philip did not in- 
form me, nor did I much care to ask ; for what may be re- 
vered as truths in Asia are usually despised as dreams in 
Europe. To return to my story: Sir Philip had been in 
Aleppo a little time before the murder; had left the English- 
man under the care of Haroun. He returned to Aleppo on 
hearing the tragic events I have related, and was busy in col- 
lecting such evidence as could be gleaned, and instituting 
inquiries after our missing countryman at the time I myself 
chanced to arrive in the city. I assisted in his researches, 


S8 


A STRANGE STORY. 



but without avail. The assassins remained undiscovered. I 
do not myself doubt that they were mere vulgar robbers. Sir 
Philip had a darker suspicion of which he made no secret to 
me; but as I confess that I thought the suspicion groundless, 
you will pardon me if I do not repeat it. Whether since I 
left the East the Englishman’s remains have been discovered, 
I know not. Very probably; for I understand that his heirs 
have got hold of what fortune he left, — less than was gener- 
ally supposed. But it was reported that he had buried great 
treasures, a rumour, however absurd, not altogether inconsis- 
with his character.” 

^‘ What was his character? ” asked Mrs. Poyntz. 

“One of evil and sinister repute. He was regarded with 
terror by the attendants who had accompanied him to Aleppo. 

he had lived in a very remote part of the East, little 
known to Europeans, and, from all I could learn, had there 
established an extraordinary power, strengthened by super- 
stitious awe. He was said to have studied deeply that knowl- 
edge which the philosophers of old called ‘occult,’ not, like 
the Sage of Aleppo, for benevolent, but for malignant ends, 
was accused of conferring with evil spirits, and filling his 
court (for he lived in a kind of savage royalty) with 
and sorcerers. I suspect, after all, that he was only, 
an ardent antiquary, and cunningly made use of 
rhe fear he inspired in order to secure his authority, and 
prosecute in safety researches into ancient sepulchres or tem- 
ples. His great passion was, indeed, in excavating such re- 
mains, in his neighbourhood; with what result I know not, 
never having penetrated so far into regions infested by rob- 
bers and pestiferous with malaria. He wore the Eastern 
dress, and always carried jewels about him. I came to the 
conclusion that for the sake of these jewels he was murdered, 
perhaps by some of his own servants (and, indeed, two at 
least of his suite were missing), who then at once buried his 
body, and kept their own secret. He was old, very infirm; 
could never have got far from the town without assistance.” 
You have not yet told us his name,” said Mrs. Poyntz, 
name was Grayle.” 
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^^Grayle!” exclaimed Mrs. Poyntz, dropping her work. 
•‘Louis Grayle?” 

“Yes; Louis Grayle. You could not have known him?'^ 

“Known him! No; but I have often heard my father 
speak of him. Such, then, was the tragic end of that strong 
dark creature, for whom, as a young girl in the nursery, I 
used to feel a kind of fearful admiring interest? 

“It is your turn to narrate now,” said the traveller. 

And we all drew closer round our hostess, who remained si- 
lent some moments, her brow thoughtful, her work suspended. 

“ Well,” said she at last, looking round us with a lofty air, 
which seemed half defying, “force and courage are always 
fascinating, even when they are quite in the wrong. I go 
with the world, because the world goes with me; if it did 
not — ” Here she stopped for a moment, clenched the firm 
white hand, and then scornfully waved it, left the sentence 
unfinished, and broke into another. 

“ Going with the world, of course we must march over those 
who stand against it. But when one man stands single-handed 
against our march, we do not despise him; it is enough to 
crush. I am very glad I did not see Louis Grayle when I 
was a girl of sixteen.” Again she paused a moment, and re- 
sumed : “ Louis Grayle was the only son of a usurer, infamous 
for the rapacity with which he had acquired enormous wealth. 
Old Grayle desired to rear his heir as a gentleman ; sent him 
to Eton. Boys are always aristocratic; his birth was soon 
thrown in his teeth; he was fierce; he struck boys bigger 
than himself, — fought till he was half killed. My father was 
at school with him; described him as a tiger-whelp. One day 
he — still a fag — struck a sixth-form ])oy. Sixth-form boys 
do not fight fags; they punish them. Louis Grayle was or- 
dered to hold out his hand to the cane; he received the blow, 
drew forth his schoolboy knife, and stabbed the punisher. 
After that, he left Eton. I don^t think he was publicly ex- 
pelled — too mere a child for that honour — but he was taken 
or sent away; educated with great care under the first masters 
at home. When he was of age to enter the University, old 
Grayle was dead. Louis was sent by his guardians to Cam- 
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bridgBj, with acquirements far exceeding the average of jotmg 
men, and with unlimited command of money. My father was 
at the same college, and described him again,— haughty, 
quarrelsome, reckless, handsome, aspiring, brave. Does that 
kind of creature interest you, my dears? (appealing to the 
ladies). 

“La! ’’ said Miss Brabazonj “a horrid usurer^s son! ” 

“Ay, true; the vulgar proverb says it is good to be born 
with a silver spoon in one^s mouth: so it is when one has 
one's own family crest on it; but when it is a spoon on which 
people recognize their family crest, and cry out, LStolen from 
our plate chest,' it is a heritage that outlaws a babe in his 
cradle. However, young men at college who want money are 
less scrupulous about descent than boys at Eton are. Louis 
Grayle found, white at college, plenty of well-born acquain- 
tances willing to recover from him some of the plunder his 
father had extorted from theirs. He was too wild to distin- 
guish himself by academical honours, but my father said that 
the tutors of the college declared there were not six under- 
graduates in the University who knew as much hard and dry 
science as wild Louis Grayle. He went into the world, no 
doubt, hoping to shine; but his father's name was too notori- 
ous to admit the son into good society. The Polite World, it 
is true, does not examine a scutcheon with the nice eye of a 
herald, nor look upon riches with the stately contempt of a 
stoic; still the Polite World has its family pride and its 
moral sentiment. It does not like to be cheated, — I mean, 
in money matters; and when the son of a man who has 
emptied its purse and foreclosed on its acres rides by its club- 
windows, hand on haunch, and head in the air, no lion has a 
scowl more awful, no hyena a laugh more dread, than that 
same easy, good-tempered, tolerant, polite, well-bred World 
which is so pleasant an acquaintance, so languid a friend, 
and — so remorseless an enemy. In short, Louis Grayle 
claimed the right to be courted, — he was shunned; to he ad- 
mired, — he was loathed. Even his old college acquaintances 
were shamed out of knowing him. Perhaps he could have 
lived through all this had he sought to glide quietly into posi- 
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tioE; but he wanted the tact of the well-bred, and strove to 
storm his way, not to steal it. Reduced for companions to 
needy parasites, he braved and he shocked all decorous opin- 
ion by that ostentation of excess, which made Eichelieiis and 
Lauzuns the rage. But then Richelieus and Lauzuns were 
dukes! He now very naturally took the Polite World into 
hate, — gave it scorn for scorn. He would ally himself with 
Democracy; his wealth could not get him into a club, but it 
would buy him into parliament; he could not be a Lauzun, 
nor, perhaps, a Mirabeau, but he might be a Dan ton. He had 
plenty of knowledge and audacity, and with knowledge and 
audacity a good hater is sure to he eloquent. Possibly, then, 
this poor Louis Grayle might have made a great figure, left 
his mark on his age and his name in history; but in contest- 
ing the borough, which he was sure to carry, he had to face 
an opponent in a real fine gentleman whom his father had 
ruined, cool and high-bred, with a tongue like a rapier, a sneer 
like an adder. A quarrel of course; Louis Grayle sent a 
challenge. The fine gentleman, known to be no coward (fine 
gentlemen never are), was at first disposed to refuse with 
contempt. But Grayle had made himself the idol of the 
mob; and at a word from Grayle, the fine gentleman might 
have been ducked at a pump, or tossed in a blanket, — that 
would have made him ridiculous; to be shot at is a trifie, to 
be laughed at is serious. He therefore condescended to ac' 
cept the challenge, and my father was his second. 

“It was settled, of course, according to English custom, 
that both combatants should fire at the same time, and by 
signal. The antagonist fired at the right moment; his ball 
grazed Louis Grayle’ s temple. Louis Grayle had not fired. 
He now seemed to the seconds to take slow and deliberate 
aim. They called out to him not to fire; they were rushing 
to prevent him, when the trigger was pulled, and his oppo- 
nent fell dead on the field. The fight was, therefore, consid- 
ered unfair; Louis Grayle was tried for his life: he did not 
stand the trial in person.^ He escaped to the Continent; 

^ Mrs.Poyntz here makes a mistake in law which, though very evident, her 
' listfeners do not seem to have noticed. Her mistake will be Preferred to* later- 
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Rurried on to some distant uncivilized lands; could not be 
traced; reappeared in England no more. The lawyer who 
conducted his defence pleaded skilfully. He argued that the 
delay in firing was not intentional, therefore not criminal, — 
the effect of the stun which the wound in the temple had oc- 
casioned. The judge was a gentleman, and summed up the 
evidence so as to direct the jury to a verdict against the low 
wretch who had murdered a gentleman; but the jurors were 
not gentlemen, and Grayle’s advocate had of course excited 
their sympathy for a son of the people, whom a gentleman had 
wantonly insulted. The verdict was manslaughter; but the 
sentence emphatically marked the aggravated nature of 
the homicide, — three years’ imprisonment. Grayle eluded 
the prison, but he was a man disgraced and an exile, — his 
ambition blasted, his career an outlaw’s, and his age not yet 
twenty -three. My father said that he was supposed to have 
changed his name ; none knew what had become of him. And 
so this creature, brilliant and daring, whom if born under 
better auspices we might now be all fawning on, cringing to, 
— after living to old age, no one knows how, — dies murdered 
at Aleppo, no one, you say, knows by whom.” 

“I saw some account of his death in the papers about three- 
years ago,” said one of the party; “but the name was mis- 
spelled, and I had no idea that it was the same man who had 
fought the duel which Mrs. Colonel Poyntz has so graphically 
described. I have a very vague recollection of the trial ; it 
took place when I was a boy, more than forty years since. 
The affair made a stir at the time, but was soon forgotten.” 

‘'Soon forgotten,” said Mrs. Poyntz; “ay, what is not? 
Leave your place in the world for ten minutes, and when you 
come back somebody else has taken it; but when you leave 
the world for good, who remembers that you had ever a place 
even in the parish register? ” 

“Nevertheless,” said I, “a great poet has said, finely and 
truly, — 

“ ‘ The sun of Homer shines upon us still.' ” 

“But it does not shine upon Homer; and learned folks tell 
me that we know no more who and what Homer was, if there 
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was ever a single Homer at ail, or ratlier, a wAole herd of 
Homers, than we know about the man in the moon,— if there 
be one man there, or millions of men. Kow, my dear Miss 
Brabazon, it will be very kind in you to divert our thoughts 
into channels less gloomy. Some pretty French air — Dr. 
iTenwick, I have something to say to you,” She drew me 
towards the window. “So Annie Ashleigh writes me word 
that I am not to mention your engagement. Do you think 
it quite prudent to keep it a secret? ” 

“I do not see how prudence is concerned in keeping it se- 
cret one way or the other, — it is a mere matter of feeling. 
Most people wish to abridge, as far as they can, the time in 
which their private arrangements are the topic of public 
gossip.” 

“Public gossip is sometimes the best security for the due 
completion of private arrangements. As long as a girl is not 
known to be engaged, iier betrothed must be prepared for 
rivals. Announce the engagement, and rivals are warned 
of.” 

“I fear no rivals.” 

“Do you not? Bold man! I suppose you will write to 
Lilian?” 

“Certainly.” 

“Do so, and constantly. By-the-way, Mrs. Ashleigh, be- 
fore she went, asked me to send her back Lady Haughton^s 
letter of invitation. What for,- — to show to you? ” 

“ Very likely. Have you the letter still? May I see it? ” 

“Hot just at present. When Lilian or Mrs. Ashleigh 
writes to you, come and tell me how they like their visit, and 
what other guests form the party.” 

Therewith she turned away and conversed apart with the 
traveller. 

Her words disquieted me, and I felt that they were meant to 
do so, — wherefore I could not guess. But there is no language 
on earth which has more words with a double meaning than 
that spoken by the Clever Woman, who is never so guarded 
as when she appears to be frank. 

As I walked home thoughtfully, I was accosted by a young 
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man, tlie son of one of the wealthiest merchants in the 
town. I had attended him with success some months before, 
in a rheumatic fever : he and his family were much attached 
•tO": me." ■ ■ , ■ ■■ 

“Ah, my dear Fenwick, I am so glad to see you 5 I owe 
you an obligation of which you are not aware, — an exceed- 
ingly pleasant travelling-companion. 1 came with him to-day 
from London, where I have been sight-seeing and holiday- 
making for the last fortnight.” 

“I suppose you mean that you kindly bring me a patient?” 

“No, only an admirer. 1 was staying at Fenton’s Hotel. 
It so happened one day that I had left in the coh’ee-rooiii your 
last work on the Vital Principle, which, by the by, the book- 
seller assures me is selling immensely among readers as non- 
professional as myself. Coming into the coffee-room again, I 
found a gentleman reading the book. I claimed it politely; 
he as politely tendered his excuse for taking it. We made 
acquaintance on the spot. The next day we were intimate. 
He expressed great interest and curiosity about your theory 
and your experiments. I told him I knew you. You may 
guess if I described you as less clever in your practice than 
you are in your writings ; and, in short, he came with me to 

L , partly to see our flourishing town, principally on my 

promise to introduce him to you. My mother, you know, has 
what she calls a dejeuner to-morrow, — dejeuner and dance. 
You will be there? ” 

“Thank yon for reminding me of her invitation. I will 
avail myself of it if I can. Your new friend will be present? 
Who and what is he, — a medical student? ” 

“No, a mere gentleman at ease, but seems to have a good 
deal of general information. Very young, apparently very 
rich, wonderfully good-looking. I am sure you will like 
Mm; everybody must,” 

“It is quite enough to prepare me to like him that he is a 
friend of yours.” And so we shook hands and parted. 
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CHAPTER XXIIL 

It was late in the afternoon of the following day before I 
was able to join the party assembled at the merchant's house j 
it was a yilla about two miles out of the town, pleasantly sit- 
uated amidst flower-gardens celebrated in the neighbourhood 
for their beauty. The breakfast had been long over; the 
company was scattered over the lawn, some formed into a 
dance on the smooth lawn ; some seated under shady awnings; 
others gliding amidst parterres, in which all the glow of colour 
took a glory yet more vivid under the flush of a brilliant sun- 
shine, and the ripple of a soft western breeze. Music, loud 
and lively, mingled with the laughter of happy children, who 
formed much the larger number of the party. 

-Standing at the entrance of an arched trellis, that led from 
the hardier flowers of the lawn to a rare collection of tropical 
plants under a lofty glass dome (connecting, as it were, the 
familiar vegetation of the Korth with that of the remotest 
last), was a form that instantaneously caught and fixed my 
gaze. The entrance of the arcade was covered with parasite 
creepers, in prodigal luxuriance, of variegated gorgeous tints, 
— scarlet, golden, purple; and the form, an idealized picture 
of man’s youth fresh from the hand of Kature, stood literally 
in a frame of blooms. 

Xever have I seen human face so radiant as that young 
man’s. There was in the aspect an indescribable something 
that literally dazzled. As one continued to gaze, it was with 
surprise; one was forced to acknowledge that in the features 
themselves there was no faultless regularity; nor was the 
young man’s stature imposing, — about the middle height. 
But the effect of the whole was not less transcendent. Large 
eyes, unspeakably lustrous; a most harmonious colouring; an 
expression of contagious animation and joyousness; and the 
form itself so critically fine, that the welded strength of its 
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sinews was best sbown in the lightness and grace of its 
movements. 

He was resting one hand carelessly on the golden locks of 
a child that had nestled itself against his knees, looking up 
to his face in that silent loving wonder with which children 
regard something too strangely beautiful for noisy admiration; 
he himself was conversing with the host, an old gray-haired, 
gouty man, propped on his crutched stick, and listening with 
a look of mournful envy. To the wealth of the old man all 
the flowers in that garden owed their renewed delight in the 
summer air and sun. Oh, that his wealth could renew to 
himself one hour of the youth whose incarnation stood beside 
him, Lord, indeed, of Creation; its splendour woven into his 
crown of beauty, its enjoyments subject to his sceptre of hope 
and gladness. 

I was startled by the hearty voice of the merchant’s son. 

‘^Ah, my dear Fenwick, I was afraid you would not come, 
— you are late. There is the new friend of whom I spoke to 
you last night; let me now make you acquainted with him,” 
He drew my arm in his, and led me up to the young man, 
where he stood under the arching flowers, and whom he then 
introduced to me by the name of Margrave. 

nothing could be more frankly cordial than Mr. Margrave’s 
manner. In a few minutes I found myself conversing with 
him familiarly, as if we had been reared in the same home, 
and sported together in the same playground. His vein of 
talk was peculiar, off-hand, careless, shifting from topic to 
topic with a bright rapidity. 

He said that he liked the place; proposed to stay in it some 
weeks; asked my address, which I gave to him; promised to 
call soon at an early hour, while my time was yet free from 
professional visits. I endeavoured, when I went away, to 
analyze to myself the fascination which this young stranger 
so notably exercised over all who approached him; and it 
seemed to me, ever seeking to find material causes for all 
moral effects, that it rose from the contagious vitality of that 
rarest of all rare gifts in highly-civilized circles, — perfect 
health; that health which is in itself the most exquisite 
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luxury; which, finding happiness in the mere sense of exist- 
ence, diffuses round it, like an atmosphere, the harmless 
hilarity of its bright animal being. Health, to the utmost 
perfection, is seldom known after childhood; health to the 
utmost cannot be enjoyed by those who overwork the brain, 
or admit the sure wear and tear of the passions. The crea- 
ture I had just seen gave me the notion of youth in the golden 
age of the poets, — the youth of the careless Arcadian, before 
nymph or shepherdess had vexed his heart with a sigh. 


CHAPTEE XXIV. 

The house I occupied at L was a quaint, old-fashioned 

building, — a corner-house. One side, in which was the front 
entrance, looked upon a street which, as there were no shops 
in it, and it was no direct thoroughfare to the busy centres of 
the town, was always quiet, and at some hours of the day al- 
most deserted. The other side of the house fronted a lane ; 
opposite to it was the long and high wall of the garden to 
a Young Ladies^ Boarding-school. My stables adjoined the 
house, abutting on a row of smaller buildings, with little gar- 
dens before them, chiefly occupied by mercantile clerks and 
retired tradesmen. By the lane there was a short and ready 
access both to the high turnpike-road, and to some pleasant 
walks through green meadows and along the banks of a river. 

This house I had inhabited since my arrival at L and 

it had to me so many attractions, in a situation sufficiently 
central to be convenient for patients, and yet free from noise, 
and favourable to ready outlet into the country for such foot 
or horse exercise as my professional avocations would allow 
me to carve for myself out of what the Latin poet calls the 
“solid day,” that I had refused to change it for one better 
suited to my increased income ; but it was not a house which 
Mrs. Ashleigh would have liked for Lilian. The main objec- 
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tion to it in the eyes of the “ genteel ” was, that it had for- 
merly belonged to a member of the healing profession who 
united the shop of an apothecary to the diploma of a surgeon; 
but that shop had gifen the house a special attraction to me; 
for it had been built out on the side of the house which 
fronted the lane, occupying the greater portion of a small 
gravel court, fenced from the road by a low iron palisade, 
and separated from the body of the house itself by a short 
and narrow corridor that communicated with the entrance- 
hall. This shop I turned into a rude study for scientific ex- 
periments, in which I generally spent some early hours of the 
morning, before my visiting patients began to arrive, I en- 
joyed the stillness of its separation from the rest of the house; 
I enjoyed the glimpse of the great chestnut-trees, which over- 
topped the wall of the school-garden ; I enjoyed the ease with 
which, by opening the glazed sash-door, I could get out, if 
disposed for a short walk, into the pleasant fields; and so 
completely had I made this sanctuary my own, that not only 
my man-servant knew that I was never to be disturbed when 
in it, except by the summons of a patient, but even the house- 
maid was forbidden to enter it with broom or duster, except 
upon special invitation. The last thing at night, before re- 
tiring to rest, it was the man-servant’s business to see that 
the sash-window was closed, and the gate to the iron palisade 
locked; but during the daytime I so often went out of the 
house by that private way that the gate was then very seldom, 
locked, nor the sash-door bolted from within. In the town 

of L there was little apprehension of house-robberies, — 

especially in the daylight, — and certainly in this room, cut 
off from the main building, there was nothing to attract a 
vulgar cupidity. A few of the apothecary’s shelves and cases 
still remained on the walls, with, here and there, a bottle of 
some chemical preparation for experiment; two or three worm- 
eaten, wooden chairs; two or three shabby old tables; an old 
walnut-tree bureau without a lock, into which odds and ends 
were confnsedly thrust, and sundry ugly-looking inventions 
of mechanical science, were, assuredl^r, not the articles which 
a timid proprietor would guard with jealous care from the 
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chances of robbe^3^ It iriirbe seen later why I have been 
thus prolix in description. The morning after I had met the 
young stranger by whom I had been so favourably impressed, 
I was up as usual, a little before the sun, and long before any 
of my servants were astir. I "went first into the room I have 
mentioned, and which I shall henceforth designate as my 
study, opened the window, unlocked the gate, and sauntered 
for some minutes up and down the silent lane skirting the 
opposite wall, and overhung by the chestnut-trees rich in the 
garniture of a glorious summer; then, refreshed for work, I 
re-entered my study, and was soon absorbed in the examina- 
tion of that now well-known machine, which was then, to 
me at least, a novelty, — invented, if I remember right, by 
Dubois-Eeymond, so distinguished by his researches into the 
mysteries of organic electricity. It is a wooden cylinder fixed 
against the edge of a table; on the table two vessels filled 
with salt and water are so placed that, as you close your 
hands on the cylinder, the forefinger of each hand can drop 
into the water ; each of the vessels has a metallic plate, and 
communicates by wires with a galvanometer with its needle. 
Now the theory is, that if you clutch the cylinder firmly 
with the right hand, leaving the left perfectly passive, the 
needle in the galvanometer will move from west to south; if, 
in like manner, you exert the left arm, leaving the right arm 
passive, the needle will deflect from west to' north. Hence, 
it is argued that the electric current is induced through the 
agency of the nervous system, and that, as human Will pro- 
duces the muscular contraction requisite, so is it human Will 
that causes the deflection of the needle. I imagine that if 
this theory were substantiated by experiment, the discovery 
might lead to some sublime and unconjectured secrets of 
science. For human Will, thus actively effective on the 
electric current, and all matter, animate or inanimate, hav- 
ing more or less of electricity, a vast field became opened to 
conjecture. By what series of patient experimental deduc- 
tion might not science arrive at the solution of problems 
which the Newtonian law of gravitation does not suffice to 
solve ; and — But here I halt. At the date which my story 
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has reached, my mind never lost itself long in the Cloudland 
of Guess. 

I was dissatisfied with my experiment. The needle stirred, 
indeed, but erratically, and not in directions which, accord- 
ing to the theory, should correspond to my movement. I was 
about to dismiss the trial with some uncharitable contempt of 
the foreign philosopher’s dogmas, when I heard a loud ring 
at my street-door. While I paused to conjecture whether my 
servant was yet up to attend to the door, and which of my 
patients was the most likely to summon me at so unseasona- 
ble an hour, a shadow darkened my window. T looked up, 
and to my astonishment beheld the brilliant face of Mr. Mar- 
grave. The sash to the door was already partially opened; 
he raised it higher, and walked into the room. “Was it you 
who rang at the street-door, and at this hour ? ” said I. 

“Yes; and observing, after 1 had rung, that all the shut- 
ters were still closed, I felt ashamed of my own rash action, 
and made off rather than brave the reproachful face of some 
injured housemaid, robbed of her morning dreams. I turned 
down that pretty lane,— lured by the green of the chestnut, 
trees,— caught sight of you through the window, took courage, 
and here I am! You forgive me? ” While thus speaking, he 
continued to move along the littered floor of the dingy room, 
with the undulating restlessness of some wild animal in the 
confines of its den, and he now went on, in short fragmentary 
sentences, very slightly linked together, but smoothed, as it 
were, into harmony by a voice musical and fresh as a sky- 
lark’s warble. “Morning dreams, indeed! dreams that waste 
the life of such a morning. Rosy magnificence of a summer 
dawn! Do you not pity the fool who prefers to lie a bed, 
and to dream rather than to live? What! and you, strong 
•man, with those noble limbs, in this den! Do you not long 
for a rush through the green of the fields, a bath in the blue 
of the river? ” 

Here he came to a pause, standing, still in the gray light 
of the growing day, with eyes whose joyous lustre forestalled 
the sun’s, and lips which seemed to laugh even in repose. 

But presently those eyes, as quick as they were bright, 
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glanced over the walls, the floor, the shelves, the phials, the 
mechanical inventions, and then rested full on mj cylinder 
fixed to the table. He approached, examined it curiously, 
asked what it was. I explained. To gratify him I sat down 
and renewed my experiment, with equally ill success. The 
needle, which should have moved from west to south, de- 
scribing an angle of from thirty degrees to forty or even fifty 
degrees, only made a few troubled, undecided oscillations. 

^^Tut,’^ cried the young man, “I see what it is; you have a 
wound in your right hand.” 

That was true : I had burned my hand a few days before in 
a chemical experiment, and the sore had not healed. 

“Well,” said I, “and what does that matter? ” 

“Everything; the least scratch in the skin of the hand prO' 
duces chemical actions on the electric current, independently 
of your will. Let me try.” 

He took my place, and in a moment the needle in the gal- 
vanometer responded to his grasp on the cylinder, exactly as 
the inventive philosopher had stated to be the due result of 
' the experiment. 

I was startled. 

■ “But how came you, Mr. Margrave, to be so well ac- 

quainted with a scientific process little known, and but re- 
I cently discovered?” 

“ I well acquainted ! not so. But I am fond of all experi- 
ments that relate to animal life. Electricity, especially, is 
? full of interest.” 

; On that I drew him out (as I thought), and he talked 

volubly. I was amazed to find this young man, in whose 
brain I had conceived thought kept one careless holiday, was 
evidently familiar with the physical sciences, and especially 
: with chemistry, which was my own study by predilection. 

But never had I met with a student in whom a knowledge so 
f extensive was mixed up with notions so obsolete or so 
i crotchety. In one sentence he showed that he had mastered 
i some late discovery by Earaday or Liebig; in the next sen- 

f tenee he was talking the wild fallacies of Cardan or Yan 

I Helmont. I burst out laughing at some paradox about sym- 
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patlietic powders, wMcli lie enounced as if it were a recog 
nized truth. 

''Pray tell me,” said I, ^who was your master in physics; 
for a cleverer pupil never had. a more crack “hraiued teacher,” 

"No,” he answered, with his merry laugh, "it is not the 
teacher's fault. I am a mere parrot; just cry out a few 
scraps of learning picked up here and there. But, however, 

I am fond of all researches into Nature; ail guesses at her 
riddles. To tell you the truth, one reason why I have taken 
to you so heartily is not only that your published work 
caught my fancy in the dip which I took into its contents 
(pardon me if I say dip, I never do more than dip into any 
book), but also because young — tells me that which all 
whom I have met in this town confirm; namely, that you are 
one of those few practical chemists who are at once exceed- 
ingly cautious and exceedingly bold,— willing to try every 
new experiment, but submitting experiment to rigid tests. 
Well, I have an experiment running wild in this giddy head 
of mine, and I want you, some day when at leisure, to catch 
it, fix it as you have fixed that cylinder, make something of 
it. I am sure you can.” 

"What is it?” 

" Something akin to the theories in your work. You would 
replenish or preserve to each special constitution the special 
substance that may fail to the equilibrium of its health. 
But you own that in a large proportion of cases the best cure 
of disease is less to deal with the disease itself than to sup- 
port and stimulate the whole system, so as to enable Nature 
to cure the disease and restore the impaired equilibrium by 
her own agencies. Thus, if you find that in certain cases of 
nervous debility a substance like nitric acid is efficacious, it 
is because the nitric acid has a virtue in locking up, as it 
were, the nervous energy, — that is, preventing all undue 
waste. Again, in some cases of what is commonly called 
feverish cold, stimulants like ammonia assist Nature itself to 
get rid of the disorder that oppresses its normal action; and, 
on the same principle, I apprehend, it is contended that a 
large average of human lives is saved in those hospitals 
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whicli liave adopted the supporting system of ample nonrish- 
ment and alcoholic stimulants.” 

“Your medical learning surprises me,” said I, smiling; 
‘‘and without pausing to notice where it deals somewhat su- 
perficially with disputable points in general, and my own 
theory in particular, I ask you for the deduction you draw 
from your premises.” 

“It is simply this: that to all animate bodies, however 
various, there must be one principle in common, — the vital 
principle itself. What if there be one certain means of re- 
cruiting that principle; and what if that secret can be 
discovered? ” 

“Pshaw! The old illusion of the mediaeval empirics.” 

“ hTot so. But the mediaeval empirics were great discov- 
erers. You sneer at Van Helmont, who sought, in water, the 
principle of all things; but Van Helmont discovered in his 
search those invisible bodies called gases. How the princi- 
ple of life must be certainly ascribed to a gas.^ And what- 

1 “ According to tbe views we have mentioned, we must ascribe life to a 
gas, that is, to an aeriform body.” — Liebig ; “ Organic Chemistry, Playfair’s 
translation, p. 363. — It is perhaps not less superfluous to add that Liebig does 
not support the views “ according to which life must be ascribed to a gas,” 
than it would be to state, had Dugald Stewart been quoted as writing, “ Ac- 
cording to the views we have mentioned the mind is but a bundle of impres- 
sions,” that Dugald Stewart was not supporting, hut opposing, the views of 
David Hume. The quotation is merely meant to show, in the shortest possible 
compass, that there are views entertained by speculative reasoners of our day 
which, according to Liebig, would lead to the inference at which Margrave so 
boldly arrives. Margrave is, however, no doubt, led to his belief by his 
rembifscences of Van Helmont, to whose discovery of gas he is referi’ing. 
Van Helmont plainly alfirms ‘‘ that the arterial spirit of our life is of the 
nature of a gas ; ” and in the same chapter (on the fiction of elementary com- 
plexions ana mixtures) says, Seeing that the spirit of our life, since it is a 
gas, is most mightily and swiftly affected by any other gas,” etc. He repeats 
ehe same dogma in his treatise on Long Life,” and indeed very generally 
fhroughont his writings, observing, in his chapter on the Vital Air, that 
che spirit of life is a salt, sharp vapour, made of the arterial blood, etc, 
6iebig, therefore, in confuting some modern notions as to the nature of con- 
dagion by miasma, is leading their reasoningvS hack to that assumption in the 
rtawn of physiological science by w'hich the discoverer of gas exalted into the 
principle of life the substance to which he first gave the name, now so fa- 
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ever is a gas cliemistry should not despair of producing! 
But I can argue no longer now,— never can argue long at a 
stretch; we are wasting the morning; and, joy! the sun is 
up! See! Out! come out! out! and greet the great Life* 
giver face to face.” 

I could not resist the young man^s invitation. In a few 
minutes we were in the quiet lane under the glinting chest- 
nut-trees. Margrave was chanting, low, a wild tune,— words 
in a strange language. 

^‘What words are those,— no European language, I think; 
for I know a little of most of the languages which are spoken 
in our quarter of the globe, at least by its more civilized 
races.” 

“Civilized race! What is civilization? Those words were 
uttered by men who founded empires when Europe itself was 
not civilized! Hush, is it not a grand old air? ” and lifting 
his eyes towards the sun, he gave vent to a voice clear and 
deep as a mighty bell! The air was grand; the words had a 
sonorous swell that suited it, and they seemed to me jubilant 
and yet solemn. He stopped abruptly as a path from the 
lane had led us into the fields, already half-bathed in sun- 
light, dews glittering on the hedgerows. 

“Your song,” said I, “would go well with the clash of 
cymbals or the peal of the organ. I am no judge of melody, 
but this strikes me as that of a religious hymn.” 

“I compliment you on the guess. It is a Persian fire- 
worshipper’s hymn to the sun. The dialect is very different 

niiliaxly known. It is nevertheless just to Van Helmont to add that his 
conception of the vital principle was very far from being as purely material- 
istic as it would seem to those unacquainted with his writings ; for he care- 
fully distinguishes that principle of life which he ascribes to a gas, and by 
which he means the sensuous animal life, from the intellectual immortal 
principle of soul. Van Helmont, indeed, was a sincere believer of Divine 
Revelation. “ The Lord Jesus is the way, the truth, and the life,^^ says with 
earnest humility this daring genius, in that noble chapter On the complet- 
ing of the mind by the Sprayer of silence/ and the loving offering up of the 
heart, soul, and strength to the obedience of the Divine will,” from which 
some of the most eloquent of recent philosophers, arguing against material- 
ism, have borrowed largely in support and in ornament of their lofty cause. 
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from modern Persian. Cyrus the Great might have chanted 
it on his march upon Babylon.’^ 

“ And where did you learn it? 

‘‘In Persia itself.’^ 

“You have travelled much, learned much, — and are so 
young and so fresh. Is it an impertinent question if I ask 
whether your parents are yet living, or are you wholly lord 
of yourself?” 

“Thank you for the question, — pray make my answer 
known in the town. Parents I have not, — never had.^’ 

“Kever had parents! ” 

“Well, I ought rather to say that no parents ever owned 
me. I am a natural son, a vagabond, a nobody. When I 
came of age I received an anonymous letter, informing me 
that a sum — I need not say what, but more than enough for 
all I need — was lodged at an English banker^s in my name ; 
that my mother had died in my infancy; that my father was 
also dead — but recently; that as I was a child of love, and 
he was unwilling that the secret of my birth should ever be 
traced, he had provided for me, not by will, but in his life, 
by a sum consigned to the trust of the friend who now wrote 
to me; I need give myself no trouble to learn more. Faith, 
I never did! I am young, healthy, rich,- — yes, rich! Kow 
you know all, and you had better tell it, that I may win no 
man’s courtesy and no maiden’s love upon false pretences. 
I have not even a right, you see, to the name I bear. Hist! 
let me catch that squirrel.” 

With what a panther-like bound he sprang! The squirrel 
eluded his grasp, and was up the oak-tree ; in a moment he 
was up the oak-tree too. In amazement I saw him rising 
from bough to bough; saw his bright eyes and glittering teeth 
through the green leaves. Presently I heard the sharp pit- 
eous cry of the squirrel, echoed by the youth’s merry laugh; 
and down, through that maze of green, Margrave came, drop- 
ping on the grass and bounding up, as Mercury might have 
bounded with his wings at his heels. 

“ I have caught him. What pretty brown eyes! ” 

Suddenly the gay expression of his face changed to that of 
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a savage; tlie squirrel Rad wrenched itself half-loose, and 
bitten him. The poor brute! In an instant its neck was 
wrung, its body dashed on the ground; and that fair young 
creature, every feature quivering with rage, vras stamping 
his foot on his victim again and again! It was horrible. I 
caught him by the arm indignantly. He turned round on me 
like a wild beast disturbed from its prey, —-liis teeth set, his 
hand lifted, his eyes like balls of lire. 

Shame! ” said I, calmly; ''shame on you! 

He continued to gaze on me a moment or so, his eye 
glaring, his breath panting; and then, as if mastering 
himself with an involuntary effort, his arm dropped to his 
side, and he said quite humbly, "I beg your pardon; indeed 
I do. I was beside myself for a moment; I cannot bear 
pain;'' and he looked in deep compassion for himself at 
his wounded hand. “Venomous brute!" And he stamped 
again on the body of the squirrel, already crushed out of 
shape. 

I moved away in disgust, and walked on. 

But presently I felt my arm softly drawn aside, and a 
voice, dulcet as the coo of a dove, stole its way into iny ears. 
There was no resisting the charm with which this extraordi- 
nary mortal coixld fascinate even the hard and the cold; nor 
them, perhaps, the least. For as you see in extreme old age, 
when the heart seems to have shrunk into itself, and to leave 
but meagre and nipped affections for the nearest relations if 
grown up, the indurated egotism softens at once towards a 
playful child; or as you see in middle life, some misanthrope, 
whose nature has been soured by wrong and sorrow, shrink 
from his own species, yet make friends with inferior races, 
and respond to the caress of a dog,-— so, for the worldling or 
the cynic, there was an attraction in the freshness of this 
joyous favourite of Hature, — an attraction like that of a 
beautiful child, spoilt and wayward, or of a graceful animal, 
half docile, half fierce. 

“But," said I, with a smile, as I felt all displeasure gone, 
“such indulgence of passion for such a trifle is surely un- 
worthy a student of philosophy!” 
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"Trifle,” he said dolorously. "But I tell you it is paiu; 
pain is no trifle. I suffer. Look! ” 

I looked at the hand, which I took in mine. The bite no 
doubt had been sharp; but the hand that lay in my own was 
that which the Greek sculptor gives to a gladiator; not large 
(the extremities are never large in persons whose strength 
comes from the just proportion of all the members, rather 
than the factitious and partial force which continued muscu- 
lar exertion will give to one part of the frame, to the com- 
parative weakening of the rest), but with the firm-knit joints, 
the solid fingers, the finished nails, the massive palm, the 
supple polished skin, in which we recognize what Nature 
designs the human hand to be,— the skilled, swift, mighty 
doer of all those marvels which win Nature herself from the 
wilderness. 

"It is strange,” said I, thoughtfully; "but your suscepti- 
bility to suffering confirms my opinion, which is different 
from the popular belief,— namely, that pain is most acutely 
felt by those in. whom the animal organization being perfect, 
and the sense of vitality exquisitely keen, every injury or 
lesion finds the whole system rise, as it were, to repel the 
mischief and communicate the consciousness of it to all those 
nerves which are the sentinels to the garrison of life. Yet 
my theory is scarcely borne out by general fact. The Indian 
savages must have a health as perfect as yours; a nervous sys- 
tem as fine, — witness their marvellous accuracy of ear, of 
eye, of scent, probably also of touch; yet they are indifferent 
to physical pain; or must I mortify your pride by saying 
that they have some moral quality defective in you which 
enables them to rise superior to it?” 

"The Indian savages,” said Margrave, sullenly, “have not 
a health as perfect as mine, and in what you call vitality — 
the blissful consciousness of life — they are as sticks and 
stones compared to me.” 

"How do you know? ” 

"Because I have lived with them. It is a fallacy to sup- 
pose that the savage has a health superior to that of the civil- 
ized man, — if the civilized man be but temperate; and event 
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if not, he has the stamina that can resist for years the effect 
of excesses which wonld destroy the savage in a month. As 
to the savage’s fine perceptions of sense, such do not come 
from exquisite equilibrium of system, but are hereditary at- 
tributes transmitted from race to race, and strengthened by 
training from infancy. But is a pointer stronger and healthier 
than a mastiff, because the pointer through long descent and 
early teaching creeps stealthily to his game and stands to it 
motionless? I will talk of this later; now I suffer! Pain, 
pain! Has life any ill but pain?” 

It so happened that I had about me some roots of the white 
lily, which I meant, before returning home, to leave with a 
patient suffering from one of those acute local inflammations, 
in which that simple remedy often affords great relief. I cut 
up one of these roots, and bound the cooling leaves to the 
w'ounded hand with my handkerchief. 

“There,” said I. “ Fortunately if you feel pain more sen- 
sibly than others, you will recover from it more quickly.” 

And in a few minutes my companion felt perfectly relieved, 
and poured out his gratitude with an extravagance of expres- 
sion and a beaming delight of countenance which positively 
toached me. 

“I almost feel,” said I, “as I do when I have stilled an 
infant’s wailing, and restored it smiling to • its mother’s 
breast.” 

“You have done so. I am an infant, and Nature is my 
mother. Oh, to be restored to the full joy of life, the scent 
of wild flowers, the song of birds, and this air — summer air 
— summer air!” 

I know not why it was, but at that moment, looking at him 
and hearing him, I rejoiced that Lilian was not at L ■. 

“But I came out to bathe. Can we not bathe in that 
stream?” 

“No. You would derange the bandage round your hand; 
and for all bodily ills, from the least to the gravest, there is 
nothing like leaving Nature at rest the moment we have hit 
on the means which assist her own efforts at cure.” 

“I obey, then; but I so love the water.” 
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You swim, of course? 

** Ask the fish if it swim. Ask the fish if it can escape me! 
I delight to dive down— -down; to plunge after the startled 
troutj as an otter does ; and then to get amongst those cool, 
fragrant reeds and bulrushes, or that forest of emerald weed 
which one sometimes finds waving under clear rivers. Man! 
man! could you live but an hour of my life you would know 
iiow horrible a thing it is to die ! ” 

•‘Yet the dying do not think so; they pass away calm and 
smiling, as you will one day.” 

« I — II die one day — die ! and he sank on the grass, and 
buried his face amongst the herbage, sobbing aloud. 

Before I could get through half a dozen words I meant to 
soothe, he had once more bounded up, dashed the tears from 
his eyes, and was again singing some wild, barbaric chant. 
Abstracting itself from the appeal to its outward sense by 
melodies of which the language was unknown, my mind soon 
grew absorbed in meditative conjectures on the singular na- 
ture, so wayward, so impulsive, which had forced intimacy 
on a man grave and practical as myself. 

I was puzzled how to reconcile so passionate a childishness, 
so undisciplined a want of self-control, with an experience of 
mankind so extended by travel, with an education desultory 
and irregular indeed, but which must, at some time or other, 
have been familiarized to severe reasonings and laborious 
studies. In Margrave there seemed to be wanting that mys- 
terious something which is needed to keep our faculties, how- 
ever severally brilliant, harmoniously linked together, — as 
the string by which a child mechanically binds the wild- 
fiowers it gathers, shaping them at choice into the garland or 
the chain. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

My intercourse with Margrave grew habitual and familiar. 
He came to my house every morning before sunrise ; in the 
evenings we were again brought together : sometimes in the 
houses to which we were both invited, sometimes at his hotel, 
sometimes in my own home. 

Xothing more perplexed me than his aspect of extreme 
youthfulness, contrasted with the extent of the travels, 
which, if he were to be believed, had left little of the known 
world unexplored. One day I asked him bluntly how old 
he was. 

‘^How old do I look? How old should you suppose me 
to be?” 

should have guessed you to be about twenty, till you 
spoke of having come of age some years ago.” 

^Hs it a sign of longevity when a man looks much younger 
than he is?” 

Conjoined with other signs, certainly ! ” 

^‘Have I the other signs? ” 

‘‘Yes, a magnificent, perhaps a matchless, constitutional 
organization. But you have evaded iny question as to your 
age; was it an impertinence to put it?” 

“Xo. I came of age — let me see — three years ago.” 

“So long since? Is it possible? I wish I had your 
secret 1 ” 

“Secret! What secret?” 

“ The secret of preserving so much of boyish freshness in 
the wear and tear of man-like passions and man-like 
thoughts.” 

“ You are still young yourself, — under forty? 

“Oh, yes! some years under forty.” 

“And Nature gave you a grander frame and a finer sym- 
metry of feature than she bestowed on me.” 
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^‘Foob! pooh! You have the beauty that must charm the 
eyes of woman, and that beauty in its sunny forenoon of 
youth. Happy man! if you love and wish to be sure that 
you are loved again.” 

‘^What you call love — the unhealthy sentiment, the fever- 
ish folly — I left behind me, I think forever, when — ” 

^‘Ay, indeed, — when?” 

I came of age ! ’’ 

“Hoary cynic! and you despise love! So did I once. 
Your time may come.” 

I think not. Does any animal, except man, love its 
fellow she-animal as man loves woman? ” 

“As man loves woman? Ho, I suppose not.” 

“And why should the subject animals be wiser than their 
king? But to return : you would like to have my youth and 
my careless enjoyment of youth? ” 

“Can you ask, — who would not?” Margrave looked at me 
for a moment with unusual seriousness, and then, in the 
abrupt changes common to his capricious temperament, began 
to sing softly one of his barbaric chants, — a chant different 
from any I had heard him sing before, made, either by the 
modulation of his voice or the nature of the tune, so sweet 
that, little as music generally affected me, this thrilled to my 
very hearths core. I drew closer and closer to him, and mur- 
mured when he paused, — 

“Is not that a love-song? ” 

“Ho; ” said he, it is the song by which the serpent-charmer 
charms the serpent.” 


CHAPTEE XXVI. 

Increased intimacy with my new acquaintance did not 
diminish the charm of his society, though it brought to light 
some startling defects, both in his mental and moral organi- 
zation. I have before said that his knowledge, though it had 
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swept over a wide circuit and dipped into curious^ unfre- 
quented recesses, was desultory and erratic. It certainly was 
not that knowledge, sustained and aspiring, which the poet 
assures us is “the wing on which we mount to heaven. So, 
in his faculties themselves there were singular inequalities, 
or contradictions. His power of memory in some things 
seemed prodigious, but when examined it was seldom accu- 
rate; it could apprehend, but did not hold together with a 
binding grasp what metaphysicians call “complex ideas.’’ 
He thus seemed unable to put it to any steadfast purpose in 
the sciences of which it retained, vaguely and loosely, many 
recondite principles. For the sublime and beautiful in liter- 
ature he had no taste whatever. A passionate lover of na- 
ture, his imagination had no response to the arts by which 
nature is expressed or idealized; wholly unaffected by poetry 
or painting. Of the fine arts, music alone attracted and 
pleased him. His conversation was often eminently sug- 
gestive, touching on much, whether in books or mankind, 
that set one thinking; but I never remember him to have 
uttered any of those lofty or tender sentiments which form 
the connecting links between youth and genius; for if poets 
sing to the young, and the young hail their own interpreters 
in poets, it is because the tendency of both is to idealize the 
realities of life, — finding everywhere in the real a something 
that is noble or fair, and making the fair yet fairer, and the 
noble nobler still. 

In Margrave’s character there seemed no special vices, no 
special virtues ; but a wonderful vivacity, joyousness, animal 
good-humour. He was singularly temperate, having a dis- 
like to wine, perhaps from that purity of taste which belongs 
to health absolutely perfect. Ho healthful child likes alco- 
hol; no animal, except man, prefers wine to water. 

But his main moral defect seemed to me in a want of sym- 
pathy, even where he professed attachment. He who could 
feel so acutely for himself, be unmanned by the bite of a 
squirrel, and sob at the thought that he should one day die, 
was as callous to the sufferings of another as a deer who de- 
serts and butts from him a wounded comrade. * 
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I gi-re an instance of tills hardness of heart where I slionld 
have least expected to find it in him. 

He had met and Joined me as I was walking to visit a pa- 
tient on the outskirts of the town, when we fell in with a 
group of children, Just let loose for an hour or two from their 
day-school. Some of these children Joyously recognized him 
as having played with them at their homes; they ran up to 
him, and he seemed as glad as themselves at the meeting. 

He suffered them to drag him along with them, ami became 
as merry and sportive as the youngest of the troop. 

“Well,’^ said I, laughing, ‘‘if you are going to play at 
leap-frog, pray don ^t let it be on the high road, or you will be 
run over by carts and draymen; see that meadow Just in front 
to the left, — off with you there! 

“With all my heart,” cried Margrave, “while you pay your 
visit. Come along, boys.” 

A little urchin, not above six years old, but who was lame, 
began to cry; he could not run, — ^ he should be left behind. 

Margrave stooped, “ Climb on my shoulder, little one, and 
I ffl be your horse, ” 

The child dried its tears, and delightedly obeyed. 

“Certainly,” said I to myself, “Margrave, after all, must 
have a nature as gentle as it is simple. What other young 
man, so courted by all the allurements that steal innocence 
from pleasure, would stop in the thoroughfares to play with 
children?” 

The thought had scarcely passed through my mind when I 
heard a scream of agony. Margrave had leaped the railing 
that divided the meadow from the road, and, in so doing, the 
poor child, perched on his shoulder, had, perhaps from sur- 
prise or fright, loosened its hold and fallen heavily ; its cries 
were piteous. Margrave clapped his hands to his ears, ut- 
tered an exclamation of anger, and not even stopping to lift 
up the boy, or examine what the hurt was, called to the other 
children to come on, and was soon rolling with them on the 
grass, and pelting them with daisies. When I came up, only 
one child remained by the sufferer, — his little brother, a year 
older than himself. The child had fallen on his arm, which 
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was not broken, but violently contused. The pain must have 
been intense. I carried the child to his home, and had to 
remain there some time. I did not see Margrave till the next 
morning. When he then called, I felt so indignant that I 
could scarcely speak to him. When at last I rebuked him 
for his inhumanity, he seemed surprised; with difficulty re- 
membered the circumstance, and then merely said, as if it 
were the most natural confession in the world, — 

^^Oh, nothing so discordant as a cluhrs wail. I hate dis- 
cords. I am pleased with the company of children; but they 
must be children who laugh and play. Well, why do you 
look at me so sternly? What have I said to shock you? 

“ Shock me! you shock manhood itself! Go; I cannot talk 
to you now. I am busy.” 

But he did not go; and his voice was so sweet, and his 
ways so winning, that disgust insensibly melted into that 
sort of forgiveness one accords (let me repeat the illustration) 
to the deer that forsakes its comrade. The poor thing knows 
no better. And what a graceful beautiful thing this was! . , 

The fascination — I can give it no other name — which 
Margrave exercised, was not confined to me; it was univer- 
sal,— old, young, high, low, man, woman, child, all felt it. 
ISTever in Low Town had stranger, even the most distin- 
guished by fame, met with a reception sq cordial, so flatter- 
ing. His frank confession that he was a natural son, far 
from being to his injury, served to interest peoxfie more in 
him, and to prevent all those inquiries in regard to his con- 
nections and antecedents which would otherwise have been 
afloat. To be sure, he was evidently rich, — at least he, had 
Xfienty of money. He lived in the best rooms in the principal 
hotel; was very hospitable; entertained the families with 
whom he had grown intimate; made them bring their chil- 
music and dancing after dinner. Among the houses 
in which he had established familiar acquaintance was that 
of the mayor of the town, who had bought Dr. Lloyd^s collec- 
tion of subjects in natura.1 history. To that collection the 
mayor had added largely by a very recent purchase. He had 
arranged these various specimens, which his last acquisitions 
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liad enriclied by the interesting carcasses of an elephant and a 
hippopotamus, in a large wooden building contiguous to his 
dwelling, which had been constructed by a former proprie- 
tor (a retired fox-hunter) as a riding-house ; and being a 
man who much affected the diffusion of knowledge, he pro- 
posed to open this museum to the admiration of the general 
public, and. at his death, to bequeath it to the Athen^um or 
Literary Institute of his native town. Margrave, seconded 
by the influence of the mayor’s daughters, had scarcely been 
three days at L — — before he had persuaded this excellent 
and public-spirited functionary to inaugurate the opening of 
his museum by the popular ceremony of a ball. A temporary 
corridor should unite the drawing-rooms, w^hich were on the 
ground floor, with the building that contained the collection ; 
and thus the fete would be elevated above the frivolous char- 
acter of a fashionable amusement, and consecrated to the 
solemnization of an intellectual institute. Dazzled by the 
brilliancy of this idea, the mayor announced his intention to 
give a ball that should include the surrounding neighbour- 
hood, and be worthy, in all expensive respects, of the dignity 
of himself and the occasion. A night had been fixed for the 
hall, — a night that became memorable indeed to me! The 
entertainment was anticipated with a lively interest, in which 
even the Hill condescended to share. The Hill did not much 
patronize mayors in general ; but when a Mayor gave a ball 
for a purpose so patriotic, and on a scale so splendid, the 
Hill liberally acknowledged that Commerce was, on the 
whole, a thing which the Eminence might, now and then, 
condescend to acknowledge without absolutely derogating 
from the rank which Providence had assigned to it amongst 
the High Places of earth. Accordingly, the Hill was per- 
mitted by its Queen to honour the first magistrate of Low 
Town by a promise to attend his ball. How, as this festivity 
had originated in the suggestion of Margrave, so, by a natu- 
ral association of ideas, every one, in talking of the ball, 
talked also of Margrave. 

The Hill had at first affected to ignore a vStranger whose 
dehut had been made in the mercantile circle of Low Town. 
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But the Queen of the Hill now said, senteiitiously, “This 
new man in a few days has become a Celebrity. It is the 
policy of the Hill to adopt Celebrities, if the Celebrities pay 
respect to the Proprieties. Br. Penwiek is requested to pro- 
cure Mr. Margrave the advantage of being known to the 
Hill.^^ 

I found it somewhat difficult to persuade Margrave to ac- 
cept the HilPs condescending overture. He seemed to have 
a dislike to all societies pretending to aristocratic distinc- 
tion, — a dislike expressed with a fierceness so unwonted, 
that it made one suppose he had, at some time or other, been 
subjected to mortification by the supercilious airs that blow 
upon heights so elevated. However, he yielded to my in- 
stances, and accompanied me one evening to Mrs. Poyntz^s 
house. The Hill was encamped there for the occasion. Mrs. 
Poyntz was exceedingly civil to him, and after a few com- 
monplace speeches, hearing that he was fond of music, con- 
signed him to the caressing care of Miss Brabazon, who was 
at the head of the musical department in the Queen of the 
HilPs administration. 

Mrs. Poyntz retired to her favourite seat near the window, 
inviting me to sit beside her; and while she knitted in si- 
lence, in silence my eye glanced towards Margrave, in the 
midst of the group assembled round the piano. 

Whether he was in more than usually high spirits, or 
whether he was actuated by a malign and impish desire to 
upset the established laws of decorum by which the gayeties 
of the Hill were habitually subdued into a serene and some- 
what pensive pleasantness, I know not; but it was not many 
minutes before the orderly aspect of the place was grotesquely 
changed. 

Miss Brabazon having come to the close of a complicated 
and dreary sonata, I heard Margrave abruptly ask her if she 
could play the Tarantella, that famous Neapolitan air which 
is founded on the legendary belief that the bite of the taran- 
tula excites an irresistible desire to dance. On that high- 
bred spinster’s confession that she was ignorant of the air, 
and had not even heard of the legend, Margrave said, “Let 
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me play it to you, witli variations of my own.” Miss Bra- 
bazon graciously yielded her place at the instrument. Mar- 
grave seated himself, — there was great curiosity to hear his 
performance. Margrave’s fingers rushed over the keys, and 
there was a general start, the prelude was so unlike any 
known combination of harmonious sounds. Then he began a 
chant — song I can scarcely call it — words certainly not in 
Italian, perhaps in some uncivilized tongue, perhaps in im- 
promptu gibberish. And the torture of the instrument now 
commenced in good earnest: it shrieked, it groaned, wilder 
and noisier. Beethoven’s Storm, roused by the fell touch of 
a German pianist, were mild in comparison; and the mighty 
voice, dominating the anguish of the cracking keys, had the 
full diapason of a chorus. Certainly I am no judge of music, 
but to my ear the discord was terrific, — to the ears of better 
informed amateurs it seemed ravishing. Ail were spell- 
bound; even Mrs. Poyntz paused from her knitting, as the 
Fates paused from their web at the lyre of Orpheus. To this 
breathless delight, however, soon succeeded a general desire 
for movement. To my amazement, I beheld these formal 
matrons and sober fathers of families forming themselves- 
into a dance, turbulent as a children’s ball at Christmas; and 
when, suddenly desisting from his music, Margrave started 
up, caught the skeleton hand of lean Miss Brabazon, and 
whirled her into the centre of the dance, I could have fancied 
myself at a witch’s sabbat. My eye turned in scandalized 
alarm towards Mrs. Poyntz. That great creature seemed as 
much astounded as myself. Her eyes were fixed on the scene 
in a stare of positive stupor. For the first time, no doubt, in 
her life, she was overcome, deposed, dethroned. The awe of 
her presence was literally whirled away. The dance ceased 
as suddenly as it had begun. Darting from the galvanized 
mummy whom he had selected as his partner, Margrave shot 
to Mrs. Poyntz’s side, and said, “ Ten thousand pardons for 
quitting you so soon, but the clock warns me that I have an 
engagement elsewhere.” In another moment he was gone. 

The dance halted, people seemed slowly returning to their 
senses, looking at each other bashfully and ashamed. 
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could not help it, dear/^ sighed Miss Brabazon at last, 
sinking into a chair, and casting her deprecating, fainting 
eyes upon the hostess, 

^^It is witchcraft/^ said fat Mrs, Bruce, wiping her 
forehead. 

“Witchcraft!’^ echoed Mrs. Poyntzj “it does indeed look 
like it. An amazing and portentous exhibition of animal 
spirits, and not to be endured by the Proprieties. Where on 
earth can that young savage have come from? ” 

“Prom savage lands,” said I, — “so he says.” 

“Do not bring him here again,” said Mrs. Poyntz. “He 
would soon turn the Hill topsy-turvy. But how charming! 
I should like to see more of him,” she added, in an under 
voice, “ if he would call on me some morning, and not in the 
presence of those for whose Proprieties I am responsible. 
Jane must be out in her ride with the colonel.” 

Margrave never again attended the patrician festivities of 
the Hill. Invitations were poured upon him, especially by 
Miss Brabazon and the other old maids, but in vain. 

“Those people,” said he, “are too tamed and civilized for 
me; and so few young persons among them. Even that girl 
Jane is only young on the surface; inside, as old as the 
World or her mother. I like youth, real youth, — I am 
young, I am young! ” 

And, indeed, I observed he would attach himself to some 
young person, often to some child, as if with cordial and 
special favour, yet for not more than an hour or so, never dis- 
tinguishing them by the same preference when he next met 
them. I made that remark to him, in rebuke of his fickle- 
ness, one evening when he had found me at work on my Am- 
bitious Book, reducing to rule and measure the Laws of 
Nature. 

“It is not fickleness,” said he, — “it is necessity.” 

“ N ecessity ! Explain yourself. ” 

“I seek to find what I have not found,” said he; “it is my 
necessity to seek it, and among the young; and disappointed 
in one, I turn to the other. Necessity again. But find it at 
last I must.” 
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suppose you mean wliat the young usually seek in the 
young; and if, as you said the other day, you have left love 
behind you, you now wander back to re-find it.” 

^^Tiish; If I may judge by the talk of young fools, love 
may be found every day by him who looks out for it. What 
I seek is among the rarest of all discoveries. You might aid 
me to find it, and in so doing aid yourself to a knowledge far 
beyond all that your formal experiments can bestow.” 

Prove your words, and command my services,” said I, 
smiling somewhat disdainfully. 

“You told me that you had examined into the alleged phe- 
nomena of animal magnetism, and proved some persons who 
pretend to the gift which the Scotch call second sight to be 
bungling impostors. You were right. I have seen the clair- 
voyants who drive their trade in this town ; a common gipsy 
could beat them in their own calling. But your experience 
must have shown you that there are certain temperaments in 
which the gift of the Pythoness is stored, unknown to the 
possessor, undetected by the common observer; but the signs 
of which should be as apparent to the modern physiologist, 
as they were to the ancient priest.” 

“I at least, as a physiologist, am ignorant of the signs: 
what are they? ” 

should despair of making you comprehend them by mere 
verbal description. I could guide your observation to distin- 
guish them unerringly were living subjects before us. But 
not one in a million has the gift to an extent available for 
the purposes to which the wise would apply it. Many have 
imperfect glimpses ; few, few indeed, the unveiled, lucent 
sight. They who have but the imperfect glimpses mislead 
and dupe the minds that consult them, because, being some- 
times marvellously right, they excite a credulous belief in 
their general accuracy ; and as they are but translators of 
dreams in their own brain, their assurances are no more to be 
trusted than are the dreams of commonplace sleepers. But 
where the gift exists to perfection, he who knows how to di- 
rect and to profit by it should be able to discover all that he 
desires to know for the guidance and preservation of his own 
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life. He will be forewarned of every danger, forearmed in 
the means by wbicli danger is avoided. Eor the eye of the 
true Pythoness matter has no obstruction, space no confines, 
time no measurement.’^ 

“My dear Margrave, you may well say that creatures so 
gifted are rare j and, for my part, I would as soon search 
for a unicorn, as, to use your affected expression, for a 
Pythoness.” 

“Nevertheless, whenever there come across the course of 
your practice some young creature to whom all the evil of 
the world is as yet unknown, to whom the ordinary cares and 
duties of the world are strange and unwelcome , who from the 
earliest dawn of reason has loved to sit apart and to muse; 
before whose eyes visions pass unsolicited; who converses 
with those who are not dwellers on the earth, and beholds in 
the space landscapes which the earth does not reflect — ” 

“Margrave, Margrave! of whom do you speak?” 

“Whose frame, though exquisitely sensitive, has still a 
health and a soundness in which you recognize no disease; 
whose mind has a truthfulness that you know cannot deceive 
yon, and a simple intelligence too clear to deceive itself; who 
is moved to a mysterious degree by all the varying aspects 
of external nature, — innocently joyous, or unaccountably sad, 
— when, I say, such a being comes across your experience, 
inform me; and the chances are that the true Pythoness is 
found.” 

I had listened with vague terror, and with more than one 
exclamation of amazement, to descriptions which brought 
Lilian Ashleigh before me; and I now sat mute, bewildered, 
breathless, gazing upon Margrave, and rejoicing that, at 
least, Lilian he had never seen. 

He returned my own gaze steadily, searchingly, and then, 
breaking into a slight laugh, resumed : — 

“You call my word Tythoness ’ affected. I know of no 
better. My recollections of classic anecdote and history are 
confused and dim; but somewhere I have read or heard that 
the priests of Delphi were accustomed to travel chiefly into 
Thrace or Thessaly, in search of the virgins who might fitly 
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administer their orneles, and that the oracles gradually ceased 
in repute as the priests became unable to discover the organi- 
zation requisite in the priestesses^ and supplied by craft and 
imposture, or by such imperfect fragmentary developments 
as belong now to professional clairvoyants, the gifts which 
Nature failed to afford. Indeed, the demand was one that 
must have rapidly exhausted so limited a supply. The con- 
stant strain upon faculties so wearying to the vital functions 
ill their relentless exercise, under the artful stimulants by 
which the priests heightened their power, was mortal, and 
no Pythoness ever retained her life more than three years 
from the time that her gift was elaborately trained and 
developed.^’ 

“Pooh! I know of no classical authority for the details 
you so confidently cite. Perhaps some such legends may be 
found in the Alexandrian Platonists, but those mystics are no 
authority on such a subject. After all,” I added, recovering 
from my first surprise, or awe, “the Delphic oracles were 
proverbially ambiguous, and their responses might be read 
either way, — a proof that the priests dictated the verses, 
though their arts on the unhappy priestess might throw her 
into real convulsions, and the real convulsions, not the false 
gift, might shorten her life. Enough of such idle subjects! 
Yet no! one question more. If you found your Pythoness, 
what then? ” 

“What then? Why, through her aid I might discover the 
process of an experiment which your practical science would 
assist me to complete.” 

“Tell me of what kind is your experiment 5 and precisely 
because such little science as I possess is exclusively practi- 
cal, I may assist you without the help of the Pythoness.” 

Margrave was silent for some minutes, passing his hand 
several times across his forehead, which was a frequent gest- 
f ure of his, and then rising, he answered, in listless accents, — 

I “I cannot say more now, my brain is fatigued; and yon are 

I not yet in the right mood to hear me. By the way, how close 

I, and reserved you are with me! ” 
r “How so?” 

is 

I ■ 

I 
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‘• You never told me that you were engaged to be married. 
You leave me, who thought to have won your friendship, to 
hear what concerns you so intimately from a comparative 
stranger.” 

“Who told you?” 

“ That woman with eyes that pry and lips that scheme, u* 
whose house you took me.” 

“'Mrs. Poyntz! is it possible? When?” 

“This afternoon. I met her in the street; she stopped me, 
and, after some unmeaning talk, asked if I had seen you - 
lately; if I did not find you very absent and distracted: no 
wonder, — you were in love. The young lady was away on a 
visit, and wooed by a dangerous rival.” 

“Wooed by a dangerous rival! ” 

“Very rich, good-looking, young. Do you fear him? You 
turn pale.” 

“ I do not fear, except so far as he who loves truly, loves 
humbly, and fears not that another may be preferred, but that 
another may be worthier of preference than himself. But 
that Mrs. Poyntz should tell you all this does amaze me. 
Did she mention the name of the young lady? ” 

“Yes; Lilian Ashleigh. Henceforth be more frank with 
me. Who knows? I may help you. Adieu! ” 


CHAPTEK XXYII. 

When Margrave had gone, I glanced at the clock, — not 
yet nine, I resolved to go at once to Mrs. Poyntz. It was 
not an evening on which she received, but doubtless she 
would see me. She owed me an explanation. How thus 
carelessly divulge a secret she had been enjoined to keep; 
and this rival, of whom I was ignorant? It was no longer 
a matter of wonder that Margrave should have described 
Lilian’s peculiar idiosyncrasies in his sketch of his fabulous 
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Pythoness. Doubtless Mrs. Poyiitz had, witb unpardonable 
levity of indiscretion, revealed all of which she disapproved 
in my choice. But for what object? Was this her boasted 
friendship for me? Was it consistent with the regard she 
professed for Mrs. Ashleigh and Lilian? Occupied by these 
perplexed and indignant thoughts, I arrived at Mrs. Poyntz’s 
house, and was admitted to her presence. She was fortu- 
nately alone 5 her daughter and the colonel had gone to some 
party on the Hill. I would not take the hand she held out to 
me on entrance ; seated myself in stern displeasure, and pro- 
ceeded at once to inquire if she had really betrayed to Mr. 
Margrave the secret of my engagement to Lilian. 

^Wes, Allen Fenwick; I have this day told, not only Mr. 
Margrave, but every person I met who is likely to tell it to 
some one else, the secret of your engagement to Lilian 
Ashleigh. I never promised to conceal it; on the contrary, 
I wrote word to Anne Ashleigh that I would therein act as 
my own judgment counselled me. I think my words to you 
were that ^public gossip was sometimes the best security for 
the completion of private engagements. ’ ” 

you mean that Mrs. or Miss Ashleigh recoils from the 
engagement with me, and that I should meanly compel them 
both to fulfil it by calling in the public to censure them — if 
— ^ if — Oh, madam, this is worldly artifice indeed ! 

^^Be good enough to listen to me quietly. I have never yet 
showed you the letter to Mrs. Ashleigh, written by Lady 
Haughton, and delivered by Mr. Vigors. That letter I will 
now show to you; but before doing so I must enter into a 
preliminary explanation. Lady Haughton is one of those 
women who love power, and cannot obtain it except through 
wealth and station, — by her own intellect never obtain it. 
When her husband died she was reduced from an income of 
twelve thousand a year to a jointure of twelve hundred, hut 
with the exclusive guardianship of a young son, a minor, and 
adequate allowances for the charge; she continued, therefore, 
to preside as mistress over the establishments in town and 
country; still had the administration of her son’s wealth and 
rank. She stinted his education, in order to maintain her 
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asoeBdancy over him. He became a brainless prodigal, spend'* 
thrift alike of health and fortune. Alarmed, she saw that, 
probably, he would die young and a beggar; his only hope of 
reform was in marriage. She reluctantly resolved to marry 
him to a penniless, well-born, soft-minded young lady whom 
she knew she could control; just before this marriage was to 
take place he was killed by a fall from his horse. The 
Haughton estate passed to his cousin, the luckiest young man 
alive, — the same Ashleigh Sumner who had already suc- 
ceeded, in default of male issue, to poor Gilbert Ashleigh’s 
landed possessions. Over this young man Lady Haughton 
could expect no influence. She would be a stranger in his 
house. But she had a niece ! Mr. Vigors assured her the 
niece was beautiful. And if the niece could become Mrs. 
Ashleigh Sumner, then Lady Haughton would be a less un- 
important Nobody in the world, because she would still have 
her nearest relation in a Somebody at Haughton Park. Mr. 
Vigors has his own pompous reasons for approving an alliance 
which he might help to accomplish. The first step towards 
that alliance was obviously to bring into reciprocal attraction 
the natural charms of the young lady and the acquired merits 
of the young gentleman. Mr. Vigors could easily induce his 
ward to pay a visit to Lady Haughton, and Lady Haughton 
had only to extend her invitations to her niece; hence the 
letter to Mrs. Ashleigh, of which Mr. Vigors was the bearer, 
and hence my advice to you, of which you can now under- 
stand the motive. Since you thought Lilian Ashleigh the 
only woman you could love, and since I thought there were 
other women in the world who might do as well for Ashleigh 
Sumner, it seemed to me fair for all parties that Lilian should 
not go to Lady Haughton’s in ignorance of the sentiments 
with which she had inspired you. A girl can seldom be sure 
that she loves until she is sure that she is loved. And now,^’ 
added Mrs. Poyntz, rising and walking across the room to her 
bureau, — ^‘now I will show you Lady Haughton’ s invitation 
to Mrs. Ashleigh. Here it is ! ” 

I ran my eye over the letter, which she thrust into my 
hand, l-esuming her knitting-work while I read. 
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The letter -was short, couched in conventional terms of hol- 
low affection. The writer blamed herself for having so long 
neglected her brother’s widow and child; her heart had been 
wrapped up too much in the son she had lost; that loss had 
made her turn to the ties of blood still left to her; she had 
heard much of Lilian from their common friend, Mr. Vigors ; 
she longed to embrace so charming a niece. Then followed 
the invitation and the postscript. The postscript ran thms, 
so far as I can remember; — 

“ Whatever my own grief at my irreparable bereavement, I am no 
egotist; I keep my sorrow to myself. Yon will find some pleasant 
guests at my house, among others our joint connection, young Ashleigh 
Sumner.” 

“Woman’s postscripts are proverbial for their significance,” 
said Mrs. Poyntz, when I had concluded the letter and laid it 
on the table; “and if I did not at once show you this hypo- 
critical effusion, it was simply because at the name Ashleigh 
Sumner its object became transparent, not perhaps to poor 
Anne Ashleigh nor to innocent Lilian, but to my knowledge 
of the parties concerned, as it ought to be to that shrewd in- 
telligence which you derive partly from nature, partly from 
the insight into life which a true physician cannot fail to 
acquire. And if I know anything of you, you would have 
romantically said, had you seen the letter at first, and under- 
stood its covert intention, ‘Let me not shackle the choice of 
the woman I love, and to whom an alliance so coveted in the 
eyes of the world might, if she were left free, be proffered.’ ” 

“I should not have gathered from the postscript all that 
you see in it; but had its purport been so suggested to me, 
you are right, I should have so said. Well, and as Mr. Mar- 
grave tells me that you informed him that I have a rival, I 
am now to conclude that the rival is Mr. Ashleigh Sumner?” 

“Has not Mrs. Ashleigh or Lilian mentioned him in writ 
ing to yon? ” 

“Yes, both; Lilian very slightly, Mrs. Ashleigh with some 
praise, as a young man of high character, and very courteous 
to her.” 
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“Yet, tliough I asked you to come aad tell me wko were 
the guests at Lady Haughton’s, you never did so.” 

“Pardon me; but of the guests I thought nothing, and let- 
ters addressed to my heart seemed to me too sacred to talk 
about. And Ashleigh Sumner then courts Lilian! How do 
you know?” 

“I know everything that concerns me; and here, the ex- 
planation is simple. My aunt, Lady Delafield, is staying 
with Lady Haughton. Lady Delafield is one of the women 
of fashion who shine by their own light; Lady Haughton 
shines by borrowed light, and borrows every ray she can 
find.” 

“And Lady Delafield writes you word — ” 

“That Ashleigh Sumner is caught by Lilian’s beauty.” 

“And Lilian herself — ” 

“Women like Lady Delafield do not readily believe that 
any girl could refuse Ashleigh Sumner; considered in him- 
self, he is steady and good-looking; considered as owner of 
Kirby Hall and Haughton Park, he has, in the eyes of any 
sensible mother, the virtues of Cato and the beauty of 
Antinous.” 

I pressed my hand to my heart; close to my heart lay a 
letter from Lilian, and there was no word in that letter which 
showed that her heart was gone from mine. I shook my head 
gently, and smiled in confiding triumph. 

Mrs. Poyntz surveyed me with a bent brow and a com- 
pressed lip. 

“I understand your smile,” she said ironically. “Very 
likely Lilian may be quite untouched by this young man’s 
admiration, but Anne Ashleigh may be dazzled by so brilliant 
a prospect for her daughter; and, in short, I thought it de- 
sirable to let your engagement be publicly known throughout 
the town to-day. That information will travel; it will reach 
Ashleigh Sumner through Mr. Vigors, or others in this neigh- 
bourhood, with whom I know that he corresponds. It will 
bring affairs to a crisis, and before it may be too late. I 
think it well that Ashleigh Sumner should leave that homsc; 
if he leave it for good, so much the better. And, perhaps.' 
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the sooner Lilian returns to L tlie lighter your own heart 

willheJ’ 

^ And for t^^jaese reasons you have published the secret 

Your Yes. Prepare to be congratulated 

w erever jj Q^ g^^ jf j^ear either from mother 

or daug^^jlgy A.shleigh Sumner has proposed, and been, 
et ns r 3 ay, refused, I do not doubt that, in the pride of your 
you will come and tell me.’" 

“ Eely upon it, I will ; but before I take leave, allow me to 
^ ask why you described to a young man like Mr. Margrave — ^ 
whose wild and strange humours you have witnessed and not 
approved — any of those traits of character in Miss Ashleigh 
which distinguish her from other girls of her age? ” 

“I? You mistake. I said nothing to him of her charac- 
ter. I mentioned her name, and said she was beautiful, that 
was all.^’ 

^*Nay, you said that she was fond of musing, of solitude; 
that in her fancies she believed in the reality of visions 
which might flit before her eyes as they flit before the eyes 
of all imaginative dreamers.” 

“Not a word did 1 say to Mr. Margrave of such peculiari- 
ties in Lilian; not a word more than what I have told you, 
on my honour!” 

Still incredulous, but disguising my incredulity with that 
convenient smile by which we accomplish so much of the 
polite dissimulation indispensable to the decencies of civil- 
ized life, I took my departure, returned home, and wrote to 
Lilian. 


CHAPTER XXYIIL 

The conversation with Mrs. Poyntz left my mind restless 
and disquieted. I had no doubt, indeed, of Lilianas truth; 
but could I be sure that the attentions of a young man, with 
advantages of fortune so brilliant, would not force on her 


138 


A STRANGE STOftX 

thoughts the contrast of the humbler lot the duller walk 
of life in which she had accepted as cornpc.-|.niQj^ ^ 
moved from her romantic youth less by disf^^arity of years 
than by gravity of pursuits? Ami would my now be as 
welcomed as it had been by a mother even so ^unworldly as 
Mrs. Ashleigh? Why, too, should both mother ariv| dauo-liter 
have left me so unprepared to hear that I had a 
not have implied some consoling assurance that such 
need not cause me alarm? Lilianas letters, it is true, touu.i.^^,,! 
but little on any of the persons round her j they were filler . 
with the outpourings of an ingenuous heart, coloured by the 
glow of a golden fancy. They were written as if in the wide 
world we two stood apart alone, consecrated from the crowd 
by the love that, in Unking us together, had hallowed each 
to the other. Mrs. Ashleigh^s letters were more general and 
diffusive, — detailed the habits of the household, sketched the 
guests, intimated her continued fear of Lady Haughton, but 
had said nothing more of Mr. Ashleigh Sumner than 1 Iiad 
repeated to Mrs. Poyntz. However, in my letter to Lilian I 
related the intelligence that had i^eaehed me, and impatiently 
I awaited her reply. 

Three days after the interview with Mrs. Poyntz, and two 
days before the long-anticipated event of the mayor’s ball, I 
was summoned to attend a nobleman who had lately been 
added to my list of patients, and whose residence was about 

twelve miles from L . The nearest way was through Sir 

Philip DervaPs park. I went on horseback, and proposed to 
stop on the way to inquire after the steward, wdiom I had 
seen but once since his fit, and that was two days after it, 
when he called himself at my house to thank me for my at- 
tendance, and to declare that he was quite recovered. 

As I rode somewhat fast through tlie park, I came, how- 
ever, upon the steward, just in front of the house. I reined 
in my horse and accosted him. He looked very cheerful. 

‘"Sir,” said he, in a whisper, have heard from Sir 
Philip; his letter is dated since — since — my good woman 
told yon what I saw,-— well, since then. So that it must; 
have been all a delusion of mine, as you told her. And yet, 
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well well — we will not talk of it, doctor j but I bope you 
have kept tbe secret. Sir Philip would not like to hear of it, 
if he comes back.” 

“Your secret is quite safe with me. But is Sir Philip 
likely to come back?” 

I hope so, doctor. His letter is dated Paris, and that ’s 
nearer home than he has been for many years ; and — but 
bless me! some one is coming out of the house,— a young 
gentleman! Who can it be?” 

I looked, and to my surprise I saw Margrave descending 
the stately stairs that led from the front door. The steward 
turned towards him, and I mechanically followed, for I was 
curious to know what had brought Margrave to the house of 
the long-absent traveller. 

It was easily explained. Mr. Margrave had heard at L 

much of the pictures and internal decorations of the mansion. 
He had, by dint of coaxing (he said, with his enchanting 
laugh), persuaded the old housekeeper to show him the 
rooms. 

^^It is against Sir Philipps positive orders to show the house 
to any stranger, sir; and the housekeeper has done very 
wrong,” said the steward. 

^^Pray don't scold her. I dare say Sir Philip would not 
have refused me a permission he might not give to every idle 
sight-seer. Pellow-travellers have a freemasonry with each 
other; and I have been much in the same far countries as 
himself. I heard of him there, and could tell you more about 
him, I dare say, than you know yourself.” 

“ You, sir! pray do then.” 

“The next time I come,” said Margrave, gayly; and, with 
a nod to me, he glided off through the trees of the neighbour- 
ing grove, along the winding footpath that led to the lodge. 

“ A very cool gentleman,” muttered the steward ; “ but what 
pleasant ways he has ! You seem to know him, sir. Who is 
he, may I ask?” 

“Mr. Margrave, — a visitor at L — -, and he has been a 
great traveller, as he says; perhaps he met Sir Philip 
abroad.” 
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“I must go and hear what he said to Mrs. Gates; excuse 
me, sir, but 1 am so anxious about Sir Philip.” 

“If it be not too great a favour, may I be allowed the same 
privilege granted to Mr. Margrave? To judge by the outside 
of the house, the inside must be worth seeing; still, if it be 
against Sir Philip’s positive orders — ” 

“His orders were, not to let the Court become a show- 
house,— to admit none without my consent; but I should be 
ungrateful indeed, doctor, if I refused that consent to you.” 

I tied m3’ horse to the rusty gate of the terrace-walk, and 
followed the steward up the broad stairs of the terrace. The 
great doors were unlocked. We entered a lofty hall with a 
domed ceiling; at the back of the hall the grand staircase 
ascended by a double flight. The design was undoubtedly 
Vanbrugh’s,— an architect who, beyond all others, sought the 
effect of grandeur less in space than in proportion; but Van- 
bragh’s designs need the relief of costume and movement, and 
the forms of a more pompous generation, in the bravery of 
velvets and laces, glancing amid those gilded columns, or de- 
scending with stately tread those broad palatial stairs. His 
halls and chambers are so made for festival and throng, that 
they become like deserted theatres, inexpressibly desolate. 

as we miss the glitter of the lamps and the movement of the 
actors. 

The housekeeper had now appeared,— a quiet, timid old 
woman. She excused herself for admitting Margrave -not 
very intelligibly. It was plain to see that she had, in truth, 
been imable to resist what the steward termed his “pleasant 

Hritf ^ ^ scolding, she talked volubly all the 

fnU ’ nervously through the rooms, along which I 

followed her guidance with a hushed footstep. The princir.al 

„,e oB fte g,o„Bd-fl„.,, „ a sTrZd 

some ten or fifteen feet above the ground; they had not be^n 

iwfoTrf Hang- 
ing mouldered gild- 

n„, comfortless chairs at drill against the walls; pictures 

of which connoisseurs alone could estimate the vake, dark- 
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ened by dust or blistered by sun and damp, made a general 
character of discomfort. On not one room, on not one nook, 
still lingered some old smile of home. 

Meanwhile, I gathered from the housekeeper's rambling 
answers to questions put to her by the steward, as I moved 
on, glancing at the pictures, that Margrave’s visit that day 
was not his first. He had been to the house twice before, — 
his ostensible excuse that he was an amateur in pictures 
(though, as I had before observed, for that department of art 
he had no taste); but each time he had talked much of Sir 
Philip. He said that though not personally known to him, 
he had resided in the same towns abroad, and had friends 
equally intimate with Sir Philip; but when the steward in- 
quired if the visitor had given any information as to the ab- 
sentee, it became very clear that Margrave had been rather 
asking questions than volunteering intelligence. 

We had now come to the end of the state apartments, the 
last of which was a library. And,” said the old woman, “I 
don’t wonder the gentleman knew Sir Philip, for he seemed 
a scholar, and looked very hard over the books, especially 
those old ones by the fireplace, which Sir Philip, Heaven 
bless him, was always poring into.” 

Mechanically I turned to the shelves by the fireplace, and 
examined the volumes ranged in that department. I found 
they contained the works of those writers whom we may 
class together under the title of mystics, — lamblichus and 
Plotinus; Swedenborg and Behmen; Sandivogius, Van Hel- 
mont, Paracelsus, Cardan. Works, too, were there, by 
writers less renowned, on astrology, geomancy, chiromancy, 
etc. I began to understand among what class of authors 
Margrave had picked up the strange notions with which he 
was apt to interpolate the doctrines of practical philosophy. 

suppose this library was Sir Philip’s usual sitting- 
room? ” said I. 

'^No, sir; he seldom sat here. This was his study;” and 
the old woman opened a small door, masked by false book- 
backs. I followed her into a room of moderate size, and evi- 
dently of much earlier date than the rest of the house. ‘Ht 
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is the only room left of aa older mansion,/^ said tlie steward 
in. answer to my remark. ‘*1 have heard it was spared on ac- 
(30unt of the chiinneypiece. But there is a Latin inscription 
which will tell you all about it. I don’t know Latin myself. ’ 

The chiinneypiece reached to the ceiling. The frieze of 
the lower part rested on rude stone caryatides; the upper 
part was formed of oak panels very curiously carved in the 
geometrical designs favoured by the taste prevalent in the 
reigns of Elizabeth and James, but different from any I had 
ever seen in the drawings of old houses, — and I was not quite 
unlearned in such matters, for my poor father was a passion- 
ate antiquary in all that relates to mediaeval art. The design 
in the oak panels was composed of triangles interlaced with 
varied ingenuity, and enclosed in circular bands inscribed 
with the signs of the Zodiac. 

On the stone frieze supported by the caryatides, immedi- 
ately under the woodwork, was inserted a metal plate, on 
which was written, in Latin, a few lines to the effect that 
*' 4 n this room, Simon Forman, the seeker of hidden truth, 
taking refuge from unjust persecution, made those discoveries 
in nature which he committed, for the benefit of a wiser age, 
to the charge of his protector and patron, the worshipful Sir 
Miles Derval, knight.” 

Forman! The name was not quite unfamiliar to me; but 
it was not without an effort that my memory enabled me to 
assign it to one of the most notorious of those astrologers or 
soothsayers whom the superstition of an earlier age alter- 
nately persecuted and honoured. 

The general character of the room was more cheerful than 
the statelier chambers I had hitherto passed through, for it 
nad still the look of habitation, — the armchair by the £1*6- 
place; the knee-hole writing-table beside it; the sofa near 
the recess of a large bay-window, with book-prop and candle- 
stick screwed to its back; maps, coiled in their cylinders, 
ranged under the cornice ; low strong safes, skirting two sides 
of the room, and apparently intended to hold papers and title- 
deeds, seals carefully affixed to their jealous locks. Placed 
on the top of these old-fashioned receptacles were articles 
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familiar to moderii use,— a fowling-piece liere, fisliing-rods 
there, two or three simple flower-vases, a pile of music books, 
a box of crayons* All in this room seemed to speak of resi- 
dence and ownership, — of the idiosyncrasies of a lone single 
man, it is true, but of a man of one^s own time, — a country 
gentleman of plain habits but not uncultivated tastes. 

I moved to the window ; it opened by a sash upon a large 
balcony, from which a wooden stair wound to a little garden, 
not visible in front of the house, surrounded by a thick grove 
of evergreens, through which one broad vista was cut, and 
that vista was closed by a view of the mausoleum. 

I stepped out into the garden,— a patch of sward with a 
fountain in the centre, and parterres, now more filled with 
weeds than flowers. At the left corner was a tall wooden 
summer-house or pavilion, — its door wide open. Oh, that ’s 
where Sir Philip used to study many a long summer’s night,” 
said the steward. 

“What! in that damp pavilion? ” 

“It was a pretty place enough then, sir; but it is very old, 
— they say as old as the room you have just left.” 

“Indeed, I must look at it, then.” 

The walls of this summer-house had once been painted in 
the arabesques of the Eenaissance period; but the figures 
were now scarcely traceable. The woodwork had started in 
some places, and the sunbeams stole through the chinks and 
played on the floor, which was formed from old tiles quaintly 
tessellated and in triangular patterns, similar to those I had 
o'oserved in the chimneypiece. The room in the pavilion was 
large, furnished with old worm-eaten tables and settles. 

“It was not only here that Sir Philip studied, but some- 
times in the room above,” said the steward. 

“Plow do you get to the room above? Oh, I see; a stair- 
case in the angle.” I ascended the stairs with some caution, 
for they were crooked and decayed; and, on entering the 
room above, comprehended at once why Sir Philip had fa- 
voured it. 

The cornice of the ceiling rested bn pilasters, within which 
the compartments were formed into open un glazed arches, 
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surrounded by a railed balcony. Through tbese arcbes; on 
three sides of the room^ the eye coramanded a magnificent ex- 
tent of j)rospect. On the fourth side the view was bounded 
by the mausoleum. In this room was a large telescope; and 
on stepping into the balcony, I saw that a winding stair 
mounted thence to a platform on the top of the pavilion, — 
perhaps once used as an observatory by Forman himself. 

‘'^The gentleman who was here to-day was very much 
pleased with this look-out, sir, said the housekeeper. 

“Who would not be? I suppose Sir Philip has a taste for 
astronomy.’^ 

“I dare say, sir,^’ said the steward, looking grave; “he 
likes most out-of-the-way things.” 

The position of the sun now warned me that my time 
pressed, and that I should have to ride fast to reach my new 
patient at the hour appointed. I therefore hastened back to 
my horse, and spurred on, wondering whether, in the chain 
of association 'which so subtly links our pursuits in manhood 
to our impressions in childhood, it was the Latin inscription 
on the chimney piece that had originally biassed Sir Philip 
DervaPs literary taste towards the mystic jargon of the books 
at which I had contemptuously glanced. 


CHAPTEE XXIX. 

I DID not see Margrave the following day, but the next 
morning, a little after sunrise, he walked into my study, ac- 
cording to his ordinary habit. 

“So you know something about Sir Philip Derval? ” said I. 
“What sort of a man is he? ” 

“Hateful!” cried Margrave; and then checking himself, 
burst out into his merry laugh. “ Just like my exaggera- 
tions! I am not acquainted with anything to his prejudice. 
I came across his track once or twice in the East. Travellers 
are always apt to be jealous of each other.” 
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are a strange compound of cynicism and credulity 5 
but I should have fancied that you and Sir Philip would have 
been congenial spirits, when I found, among his favourite 
books, Van Helmont and Paracelsus. Perhaps you, too, study 
Swedenborg, or, worse still, Ptolemy and Lilly? 

/^Astrologers? No! They deal with the future! I live 
for the day; only I wish the day never had a morrow! 

“ Have you not, then that vague desire for the somethiny 
beyond, — that not unhappy, but grand discontent with the 
limits of the immediate Present, from which man takes his 
passion for improvement and progress, and from which some 
sentimental philosophers have deduced an argument in favour 
of his destined immortality? ’^ 

“Eh! ” said Margrave, with as vacant a stare as that of a 
peasant whom one has addressed in Hebrew. “What farrago 
of words is this? I do not comprehend you.^’ 

“With your natural abilities,” I asked with interest, “do 
you never feel a desire for fame? ” 

“Fame? Certainly not. I cannot even understand it! ” 
“Well, then, would you have no pleasure in the thought 
that you had rendered a service to humanity?” 

Margrave looked bewildered; after a moment’s pause, he 
took from the table a piece of bread that chanced to be there, 
opened the window, and threw the crumbs into the lane. The 
spairows gathered round the crumbs. 

“Now,” said Margrave, “the sparrows come to that dull 
pavement for the bread that recruits their lives in this world; 
do you believe that one sparrow would be silly enough to fly 
fco a house-top for the sake of some benefit to other sparrows, 
or to be chirruped about after he was dead? I care for science 
as the sparrow cares for bread, — it may help me to something 
good for my own life; and as for fame and humanity, I care 
for them as the sparrow cares for the general interest and 
posthumous approbation of sparrows! ” 

“Margrave, there is one thing in you that perplexes me 
more than all else — human puzzle as you are — in your many 
eccentricities and self-contradictions.” 

^^What is that one thing in me most perplexing?” 

10 
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''This: that in your enjoyment of Nature you have all the 
freshness of a child, hut when you speak of Man and his ob- 
jects in the world, you talk in the vein of some worn-out and 
hoary cynic. At such times, were T to close my eyes, I 
should say to myself, 'What weary old man is thus venting 
his spleen against the ambition which has failed, and the 
love which has forsaken him? ’ Outwardly the very persona- 
tion of youth, and revelling like a butterfly in the 'warmth 
of the sun and the tints of the herbage, why have you none 
of the golden passions of the young, — their bright dreams of 
some impossible love, their sublime enthusiasm for some un- 
attainable glory? The sentiment you have just clothed in 
the illustration by which you place yourself on a level with 
the sparrows is too mean and too gloomy to be genuine at 
your age. Misanthropy is among the dismal fallacies of gray- 
heards. No man, till man^s energies leave him, can divorce 
himself from the bonds of our social kind.’’ 

" Our kind! Your kind, possibly; but I — ” He swept his 
hand over his brow, and resumed, in strange, absent, and 
wistful accents: "I wonder what it is that is wanting here, 
and of which at moments I have a dim reminiscence.” Again 
he paused, and gazing on me, said with more appearance of 
friendly interest than I had ever before remarked in his coun- 
tenance, '' You are not looking well. Despite your great phy- 
sical strength, you suffer like your own sickly patients.” 

"True! I suffer at this moment, but not from bodily 
pain.” 

“You have some cause of mental disquietude?” 

"Who in this world has not? ” 

“I never have.” 

" Because you own you have never loved. Certainly, you 
never seem to care for any one but yourself; and in yourself 
you find an unbroken sunny holiday,— high spirits, youth, 
health, beauty, wealth. Happy boy ! ” 

At that moment my heart was heavy within me. 

Margrave resumed, — 

"Among the secrets which your knowledge places at the 
command of your art, what would you give for one which 
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would enable you to defy and to deride a rival where you 
place your affectionSj which could lock to yourself, and im- 
periously Goiitrol, the will of the being whom you desire to 
fascinate, by an influence paramount, transcendent? 

Love has that secret,” said I, — and love alone.” 

“A power stronger than love can suspend, can change love 
itself. But if love be the object or dream of your life, love 
is the rosy associate of youth and beauty. Beauty soon 
fades, youth soon departs. What if in nature there were 
means by which beauty and youth can be fixed into blooming 
duration, — means that could arrest the course, nay, repair the 
effects, of time on the elements that make up the human 
frame?” 

Silly boy! Have the Eosicrucians bequeathed to you a 
prescription for the elixir of life?” 

“If I had the prescription I should not ask your aid to dis- 
cover its ingredients.”' 

“And is it in the hope of that notable discovery you have 
studied chemistry, electricity, and magnetism? Again I say, 
Silly boy! ” 

Margrave did not heed my reply. His face was overcast, 
gloomy, troubled. 

“That the vital principle is a gas,” said he, abruptly, “I 
am fully convinced. Can that gas be the one which combines 
caloric with oxygen? ” 

“Phosoxygen? Sir Humphrey Davy demonstrates that gas 
not to be, as Lavoisier supposed, caloric, but light, com- 
bined with oxygen; and he suggests, not indeed that it is 
the vital principle itself, but the pabulum of life to organic 
beings.”^ 

“Does he?” said Margrave, his face clearing up. “Pos- 
sibly, possibly, then, here we approach the great secret of 
secrets. Look you, Allen Fenwick: I promise to secure to 
you unfailing security from ail the jealous fears that now 
torture your heart ; if you care for that fame which to me is 
not worth the scent of a flower, the balm of a breeze, 1 will 
impart to you a knowledge which, in the hands of ambition, 

^ See Sir Humphrey Davy on Heat, Light, and the Combinations of Lights 
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would dwarf into commonplace the boasted wonders of recog- 
nized science. I will do all this, if, in return, but for one 
month you will give yourself up to my guidance in whatever 
experiments I ask, no matter how wild they may seem to 
.■you.”' 

“My dear Margrave, I reject your bribes as I would reject 
the moon and the stars which a child might offer to me in ex- 
change for a toy 5 but I may give the child its toy for nothing, 
and I may test your experiments for nothing some day when 
I have leisure.” 

I did not hear Margrave’s answer, for at that moment my 
servant entered with letters. Lilian’s hand! Tremblingly, 
breathlessly, I broke the seal. Such a loving, bright, happy 
letter; so sweet in its gentle chiding of my wrongful fears! 
It was implied rather than said that Ashleigh Sumner had 
proposed and been refused. He had now left the house. 
Lilian and her mother were coming back; in a few days we 
should meet. In this letter were inclosed a few lines from 
Mrs. Ashleigh. She was more explicit about my rival than 
Lilian had been. If no allusion to his attentions had beeii 
made to me before, it was from a delicate consideration for 
myself. Mrs. Ashleigh said that “the young man had heard 

from L of our engagement, and — disbelieved it;” but, 

as Mrs. Poyntz had so shrewdly predicted, hurried at once to 
the avowal of his own attachment, and the offer of his own 
hand. On Lilian’s refusal his pride had been deeply morti- 
fied. He had gone away manifestly in more anger than 
sorrow. 

“ Lady Delafield, dear Margaret Poyntz^s aunt, had been most kind 
m trying to soothe Lady Haughton’s disappointment, which was rudely 
expressed, —so rudely,” added Mrs. Ashleigh, “that it gives us an 
excuse to leave sooner than had been proposed, — which I am very glad 
oh Lady Delafield feels much for Mr. Sumner; has invited him to 
visit her at a place she has near Worthing. She leaves to-morrow in 
order to receive him : promises to reconcile him to our rejection, which, 
as he was my poor Gilbert's heir, and was very friendly at first, would 
be a great relief to my mind. Lilian is well, and so happy at the 
thoughts of coming back.” 
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When I lifted my eyes from these letters I was as a new 
man, and the earth seemed a new earth. I felt as if I had. 
realized Margrave’s idle dreams,— as if youth could never 
fade, love could never grow cold. 

“You care for no secrets of mine at this moment,” said 
Margrave, ab mptly . 

“Secrets! ” I murmured j “none now are worth knowing. I 
am loved ! I am loved ! ” 

“ I bide my time, ” said Margrave ; and as my eyes met his, 
I saw there a look I had never seen in those eyes before, — 
sinister, wrathful, menacing. He turned away, went out 
through the sash-door of the study ; and as he passed towards 
the fields under the luxuriant chestnut-trees, J heard his 
musical, barbaric chant, — the song by which the serpent- 
charmer charms the serpent, — sweet, so sweet, the very birds 
on the boughs hushed their carol as if to listen. 


CHAPTER XXX. 

I CALLED that day on Mrs. Poyntz, and communicated to 
her the purport of the glad news I had received. 

She was still at work on the everlasting knitting, her firm 
fingers linking mesh into mesh as she listened;, and when I 
had done, she laid her skein deliberately down, and said, in 
her favourite characteristic formula, — 

“ So at last? — that is settled! ” 

She rose and paced the room as men are apt to do in re- 
flection, — women rarely need such movement to aid their 
thoughts ; her eyes were fixed on the floor, and one hand was 
lightly pressed on the palm of the other, — the gesture of a 
musing reasoner who is approaching the close of a difficult 
calculation. 

At length she paused, fronting me, and said dryly, — 

“Accept my congratulations. Life smiles on you nowj 
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guard that smile, and when we meet next, may we be even 
firmer friends than we are now!^^ 

'‘When we meet next,— that will be to-night — you surely 
go to the mayor^s great ball? All the Hill descends to Low 
Town to-night.’” 

“No j we are obliged to leave L this afternoon ; in less 

than two hours we shall be gone,— a family engagement. 
We may be weeks away; you will excuse me, then, if I take 
leave of you so unceremoniously. Stay, a motherly wn}rd of 
caution. That friend of yours, Mr. Margrave! Moderate 
your intimacy with him; and especially after you are mar- 
ried. There is in that stranger, of whom so little is known, 
a something which I cannot comprehend,— a something that 
captivates and yet revolts. I find him disturbing my thoughts, 
perplexing my conjectures, haunting my fancies, — I, plain 
woman of the world! Lilian is imaginative; beware of her 
imagination, even when sure of her heart. Beware of Mar- 
grave. The sooner he quits L — - the better, believe me, 
for your peace of mind. Adieu! I must prepare for our 
journey.” 

“That woman,” muttered T, on quitting her house, “seems 
to have some strange spite against my poor Lilian, ever seek- 
ing to rouse my own distrust of that exquisite nature which 
has just given me such proof of its truth. And yet — and 
yet — is that woman so wrong here? True ! Margrave with 
his wild notions, his strange beauty ! — true — true — he 
might dangerously encourage that turn for the mystic and 
visionary which distresses me in Lilian. Lilian should not 
know him. How induce him to leave L— ? Ah, those ex- 
periments on which he asks my assistance! I might com- 
mence them when he comes again, and then invent somj^ 
excuse to send him for completer tests to the famous ehemir t', 
of Paris or Berlin.” 



A STBAHOE BTOEY. l&l 


CHAPTER XXXL 

It is the night of the mayor’s ball! The guests are assem-” 
bl lag fast; county families twelve miles round have been in- 
vitedj as well as the principal families of the town. AIL 
before proceeding to the room set apart for the dance, moved 
in procession through the museum, — homage to science before 
pleasure I 

The building was brilliantly lighted, and the effect was 
striking, perhaps because singular and grotesque. There, 
amidst stands of flowers and evergreens, lit up with coloured 
lamps, were grouped the dead representatives of races all in- 
ferior — some deadly — to man. The fancy of the ladies had 
been permitted to decorate and arrange these types of the 
animal world. The tiger glared with glass eyes from amidst 
artificial reeds and herbage, as from his native jungle; the 
grisly white bear peered from a mimic iceberg. There, in 
front, stood the sage elephant, facing a hideous hippopota- 
mus; v/hilst an anaconda twined its long spire round the stem 
of some tropical tree in zinc. In glass cases, brought into 
full light by festooned lamps, were dread specimens of the 
reptile race, — scorpion and vampire, and cobra capella, with 
insects of gorgeous hues, not a few of them with venomed 
stings. 

But the chief boast of the collection was in the varieties of 
the Genus Simia, — baboons and apes, chimpanzees, with their 
human visage, mockeries of man, from the dwarf monkeys 
perched on boughs lopped from the mayor’s shrubberies, to 
the formidable ourang-outang, leaning on his huge club. 

Every one expressed to the mayor admiration, to each 
other antipathy, for this unwonted and somewhat ghastly, 
though instructive, addition to the revels of a ballroom. 

Margrave, of course, was there, and seemingly quite at 
home, gliding from group to group of gayly-dressed ladies, 
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and brilliant with a cMldisli eagerness to play off the show- 
man. Many of these grim fellow-creatures he declared he 
had seen, played, or fought with. He had something true or 
false to say about each. In his high spirits he contrived to 
make the tiger move, and imitated the hiss of the terrible 
anaconda. All that he did had its grace, its charm; and the 
buzz of admiration and the flattering glances of ladies^ eyes 
followed him wherever he moved. 

However, there was a general feeling of relief when the 
mayor led the way from the museum into the ballroom. In 
provincial parties guests arrive pretty miicii within the same 
hour, and so few who had once paid their respects to the apes 
and serpents, the hippopotamus and the tiger, were disposed 
to repeat the visit, that long before eleven o’clock the mu- 
seuni was as free from the intrusion of human life as the 
wilderness in which its dead occupants had been born. 

I had gone my round through the rooms, and, little dis- 
posed to be social, had crept into the retreat of a window- 
niche, pleased to think myself screened by its draperies, — 
not that I was melancholy, far from it; for the letter I had 
received that morning from Lilian had raised my whole being 
into a sovereignty of happiness high beyond the reach of the 
young pleasure-hunters, whose voices and laughter blended 
with that vulgar music. 

To read her letter again I had stolen to my nook, and now, 
sure that none saw me kiss it, 1 replaced it in my bosom. I 
looked through the parted curtain; the room was compara- 
tively empty; but there, through the open folding-doors, T 
saw the gay crowd gathered round the dancers, and there 
again, at right angles, a vista along the corridor afforded a 
glimpse of the great elephant in the deserted museum. 

Presently T heard, close beside me, my host’s voice, 

^‘Here ’s a cooreorner, a pleasant sofa, you can have it all 
to yourself. What an honour to receive you under my roof, 
and on this interesting occasion! Yes, as you say, there are 

great changes in L since you left us. Society has much 

improved. T must look about and find some persons to intro- 
duce to you. Clever! oh, I know your tastes. We have a 
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wonderful inaiSj — a new doctor. Garides all before him; very 
high character? too; good old family? greatty looked np to? 
even apart from his profession. Dogmatic a little? — a Sir 
Oracle?— - ‘Lets no dog bark; ’ you remember the quotation? — 
Shakspeare. Where on earth is he? My dear Sir Philip? I 
am sure you would enjoy his conversation.^" 

Sir Philip! Could it be Sir Philip Derval to whom the 
mayor was giving a flattering yet scarcely propitiatory de- 
scription of myself? Curiosity combined with' a sense of 
propriety in not keeping myself an unsuspected listener? I 
emerged from the curtain, but silently? and reached the centre 
of the room before the mayor perceived me. He then came 
up to me eagerly? linked his arm in mine, and leading me to 
a gentleman seated on a sofa? close by the window I had 
quitted? said? — 

“ Doctor? I must present yon to Sir Philip Derval? just re- 
turned to England? and not six hours in L . If you 

would like to see the museum again? Sir Philip? the doctor, I 
am sure, will accompany yon.’’ 

“Ho? I thank you; it is painful to me at present to see? 
even under your roof? the collection which my poor dear 
friend? Dr. Lloyd, was so proudly beginning to form when I 
left these parts.” 

“Ay? Sir Philip? Dr. Lloyd was a worthy man in his way? 
but sadly duped in his latter years; took to mesmerism? only 
think! But our young doctor here showed him up? I can tell 
you.” 

Sir Philip? who had acknowledged my first introduction to 
his acquaintance by the quiet courtesy with which a well-bred 
man goes through a ceremony that custom enables him to en- 
dure ■with equal ease and indifference, now evinced hj a slight 
change of manner how little the mayor’s reference to my dis- 
pute with Dr. Lloyd advanced me in his good opinion. He 
turned away with a how more formal than his first one, and 
said calmly? — 

“I regret to hear that a man so simple-minded and so sen- 
sitive as Dr. Lloyd should have provoked an encounter in 
which I can well conceive him to have been worsted. With 
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Yonr leave, Mr. Mayor, I will look into your ballroom. I 
may perhaps find there some old acquantances.^' 

He walked towards the dancers, and the mayor, linking 
his arm in mine, followed close behind, saying in hiS loud 
hearty tones, — 

‘^Coine along, you too, Dr. Fenwick, my girls are there ^ 
you have not spoken to them yet.” 

Bir Philip, who was then half way across the room, turned 
round abruptly, and, looking me full in the face, said,— 

'^ Fenwick, is your name Fenwick,— Allen Fenwick?” 

That is my name, Sir Philip.” 

•'^Then permit me to shake yon by the hand; you are no 
stranger, and no mere acquaintance to me. Mr. Mayor, we 
will look into your ballroom later; do not let us keep you 
now from your other guests.” 

The mayor, not in the least offended by being thus sum- 
marily dismissed, smiled, walked on, and was soon lost 
amongst the crowd. 

Sir Philip, still retaining my hand, reseated himself on the 
sofa, and I took my place by his side. The room was still 
deserted; now and then a straggler from the ballroom looked 
in for a moment, and then sauntered back to the central place 
of attraction. 

“I am trying to guess,” said I, ‘^how my name should be 
known to you. Possibly you may, in some visit to the Lakes, 
have known my father? ” 

“Xo; I know none of yonr name but yourself, — if, indeed, 
as I doubt not, you are the Allen Fenwick to whom I owe no 
small obligation. You were a medical student at Edinburgh 
in the year ?” 

*‘Yes.” 

“So! At that time there was also at Edinburgh a young 
man, named Richard Strahan. He lodged in a fourth fiat in 
the Old Town.” 

“I remember him very well.” 

“And you remember, also, that a fire broke out at night in 
the house in which he lodged; that when it was discovered 
there seemed no hope of saving him. The fiames wrapped 
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the lower part of the house; the staircase had giTen way, A 
boy, scarcely so old as himself, was the only human being in 
the crowd who dared to scale the ladder that even then 
scarcely reached the windows from which the smoke rolled 
in volumes; that boy penetrated into the room, found the in- 
mate almost insensible, rallied, supported, dragged him to 
the window, got him on the ladder, — saved his life then, and 
his life later, by nursing with a woman's tenderness, through 
the fever caused by terror and excitement, the fellow-creature 
he had rescued by a man’s daring. The name of that gallant 
student was Allen Fenwick, and Eichard Strahan is my near- 
est living relation. Are we friends now?” 

I answered confusedly. I had almost forgotten the cir- 
cumstances referred to. Eichard Strahan had not been one 
of my more intimate companions, and I had never seen nor 
heard of him since leaving college. I inquired what had be- 
come of him. 

“He is at the Scotch Bar,” said Sir Philip, “and of course 
without practice. I understand that he has fair average 
abilities, but no application. If I am rightly informed, he 
is, however, a thoroughly honourable, upright man, and of 
an affectionate and grateful disposition.” 

“I can answer for all you have said in his praise. He had 
the qualities you name too deeply rooted in youth to have lost 
them now.” 

Sir Philip remained for some moments in a musing silence; 
and I took advantage of that silence to examine him with 
more minute attention than I had done before, much as the 
first sight of him had struck me. 

He was somewhat below the common height, — so delicately 
formed that one might call him rather fragile than slight. 
But in his carriage and air there was remarkable dignity. 
His countenance was at direct variance with his figure ; for 
as delicacy was the attribute of the last, so power was un- 
mistakably the char*acteristic of the first. He looked fully 
the age his steward had ascribed to him, — about forty-eight; 
at a superficial glance, more, for his hair was prematurely 
white, — not gray, but white as snow. But his eyebrows were 
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still iet black, and his eyes, equally dark, were serenely 
bri-ht His forehead was magnificent,- lofty and spacious, 

L- ... -rus: 

r.; lips .» that .Mch I have oftea leh.avk.d 
io men aoemtomed to gteat iansen, and conti-aoti.^ m sue . 
dan-ers the habit of self-reliance, - firm and quiet, com 
pressed without an efiort. .Hid the power of this 
Countenance was not intimidating, not aggressive; it was 
mihl, it was benignant. A man oppressed by some 
ble tyranny, and despairing to find a protector, would, on 
seeing that face, have said, “Here is one who can protect me, 
and who will!” 

Sir Philip was the first to break the silence. „ 

“I have so many relations scattered over England, that for- 
tunately not one of them can venture to calculate on my 
property if I die childless, and therefore not one of them can 
feel himself injured when, a few weeks hence, he shall read 
in the newspapers that Philip Derval is married. But for 
Richard Strahan at least, though I never saw him, I must do 
something before the newspapers^ make that announcement. 

His sister was very dear to me.” _ _ 

'•Your neighbours. Sir Philip, will rejoice at your mar- 
riage, since, I presume, it may induce you to settle amongst 

them at Derval Court.” * 

“At Derval Court! No! I shall not settle there.” Again 
he paused a moment or so, and then went on : “ I have long 
lived a wandering life, and in it learned much that the wis- 
dom of cities cannot teach. I return to my native land with 
a profound conviction that the happiest life is the life most 
in common with all. I have gone out of my way to do what 
I deemed good, and to avert or mitigate what appeared to mi; 
evil. I pause now and ask myself, whether the most virtu- 
ous existence be not that in which virtue flows spontaneously 
from the springs of quiet everyday action; when a man does 
good without restlessly seeking it, does good unconsciously, 
simply because he is good and he lives. Better, perhaps, for 
me, if I had thought so long ago! And now I come back to 
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England with the intention of nian^ing, late in life though it 
be^ and with such hopes of happiness as any matter-of-fact 
man may form. But my hope will not be at Derval Court. 

I shall reside either in London or its immediate neighbour- 
hoodj and seek to gather round me minds by which I can cor- 
rect, if I cannot confide to them, the knowledge I myself have 
acquired. 

^^Kay, if, as I have accidentally heard, you are fond of 
scientific pursuits, I cannot wonder, that after so long an ab- 
sence from England, you should feel interest in learning what 
new discoveries have been made, what new ideas are unfold- 
ing the germs of discoveries yet to be. But, pardon me, if in 
answer to your concluding remark, I venture to say that no 
man can hope to correct any error in his own knowledge, un- 
less he has the courage to confide the error to those who can 
correct. La Place has said, ‘Tout se tient dans le chaine im- 
mense des v4rites ; ^ and the mistake we make in some science 
we have specially cultivated is often only to be seen by the 
light of a separate science as specially cultivated by another; 
Thus, in the investigation of truth, frank exposition to con- 
genial minds is essential to the earnest seeker.” 

“I am pleased with what you say,” said Sir Philip, “and 
I shall be still more pleased to find in you the very confidant 
I require. But what was your controversy with my old 
friend, Pr. Lloyd? Po I understand our host rightly, that 
it related to what in Europe has of late days obtained the 
name of mesmerism?” 

I had conceived a strong desire to conciliate the good opin- 
ion of a man who had treated me with so singular and so 
familiar a kindness, and it was sincerely that I expressed my 
regret at the acerbity with which I had assailed Pr. Lloyd ; 
but of his theories and pretensions I could not disguise my 
contempt. T enlarged on the extravagant fallacies involved 
in a fabulous “clairvoyance,” which always failed when put 
to plain test by sober-minded examiners. I did not deny 
the effects of imagination on certain nervous constitutions. 
“Mesmerism could cure nobody; credulity could cure many. 
There was the well-known story of the old woman tried m a 
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m a. old bag a.d gir.» to the ™«aa m 
Mmselt whe» a yo«»g »«»P »« <*o eOTai*- ®"‘ ** " 
eared? Certaialji i^t .a meememm cares M. tehevcd 
it Faith, that moves mountains, may well cure agu . 
“ms i t on, supporting xny views witi. — ^ 
facts to which Sir Philip listened with placid gravity. 

me^ I had c«»e to » ead he said: mesme„s» « 

pradised i« Ba^ipe, I know aothiag eacept 
well understand that medical men may hesitate to admit it 
amongst the legitimate resources of orthodox pathology; be- 
cause, as I gather from what you and others say of its pr^ 
tice it must, at the best, be far too uncertain in its application 
to satisfy the requirements of science. Yet an examination 
of its pretensions may enable you to perceive the truth that 
lies hid in the powers ascribed to witchcraft; benevolence is 
but a weak agency compared to malignity; magnetism per- 
verted to evil may solve half the riddles of sorcery. On this, 
however, I say no more at present. But as to that which you 
appear to reject as the most preposterous and incredible pre- 
teMion of the mesmerists, and which you designate by the 
word ‘clairvoyance,’ it is clear to me that you have never 
yourself witnessed even those very imperfect exhibitions 
which you decide at once to be imposture. I say imperfect, 
l)ecause it is only a limited number of persons whom the eye 
or the passes of the mesmerist can effect; and by such means, 
unaided by other means, it is rarely indeed that the magnetic 
sleep advances beyond the first vague shadowy twilight-dawn 
of that condition to which only in its fuller developments I 
would apply the name of ‘trance.’ But still trance is as es- 
sential a condition of being as sleep or as waking, bavmg 
privileges peculiar to itself. By means within the range of 
the science that explores its nature and its laws, trance, un- 
like the clairvoyance you describe, is producible in every hu- 
man being, bowever nnimpressible to mere mesmerism. 
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Producible in every human being! Pardon me if I say 
that I will give any enchanter his own terms who will pro- 
duce that effect upon me.’' 

Will you? You consent to have the experiment tried on 
yourself?” 

Consent most readily.” 

I will remember that promise. But to return to the sub- 
ject. By the word "trance ’ I do not mean exclusively the 
spiritual trance of the Alexandrian Platonists, There is one 
kind of trance, — that to which all human beings are suscep- 
tible, in which the soul has no share : for of this kind of 
trance, and it was of this I spoke, some of the inferior ani- 
mals are susceptible ; and, therefore, trance is no more a proof 
of soul than is the clairvoyance of the mesmerists, or the 
dream of our ordinary sleep, which last has been called a 
proof of soul, though any laaii who has kept a dog must have 
observed that dogs dream as vividly as we do. But in this 
trance there is an extraordinary cerebral activity, a projectile 
force given to the mind, distinct from the soul, by which it 
sends forth its own emanations to a distance in spite of mate- 
rial obstacles, just as a flower, in an altered condition of at- 
mosphere, sends forth the particles of its aroma. This should 
not surprise you. Your thought travels over land and sea in 
your waking state j thought, too, can travel in trance, and in 
trance may acquire an intensiiied force. There is, however, 
another kind of trance which is truly called spiritual, a trance 
much more rare, and in which the soul entirely supersedes the 
mere action of the mind.” 

'‘Stay!” said I; “you speak of the soul as something 
distinct from the mind. What the soul may be, I cannot 
pretend to conjecture: but T cannot separate it from the 
intelligence! ” 

“Can you not? A blow on the brain can destroy the intel- 
ligence! Bo you think it can destroy the soul? 

Marlbro’s eyes the tears of dotage flow, 

And Swift expires, a driveller and a show/ 

Towards the close of his life evea Kaat’s giant intellect left 
him. Do yon suppose that in these various archetypes of in- 
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tellectual man the soul was worn out by the years that iooS” 
ened the strings, or made tuneless the keys, of the perishing 
instrument on which the mind must rely for all notes of its 
music? If you cannot distinguish the operations of the mind 
from the essence of the soul, I know not by v\^liat rational 
inductions you arrive at the conclusion that the soul is 
imperishable.’’ 

1 remained silent. Sir Philip hxed on me his dark eyes 
ipiictiy and searchingly, and, after a short pause, said, — 

Almost every known body in nature is susceptible of three 
several states of existence,-— the solid, the liquid, the aeri- 
form. These conditions depend on the quantity of heat they 
contain. The same object at one moment may be liquid; at 
the next moment solid; at the next aeriform. The water 
that flows before your gaze may stop consolidated into ice, or 
ascend into air as a vapour. Thus is man susceptible of three 
states of existence, — the animal, the mental, the spiritual; 
and according as he is brought into relation or affinity with 
that occult agency of the whole natural world, which we fa- 
miliarly call HEAT, and which no science has yet explained, 
which no scale can weigh, and no eye discern, one or the 
other of these three states of being prevails, or is subjected.” 

I still continued silent, for I was unwilling discourteously 
to say to a stranger so much older than myself, that he seemed 
to me to reverse all the maxims of the philosophy to which 
he made pretence, in founding speculations audacious and 
abstruse upon imanalogous comparisons that would have been 
fantastic even in a poeb. And Sir Philip, after another pause, 
resumed with a half smile, ^ — 

After what I have said, it will perhaps not very much 
surprise you when I add that but for my belief in the powers 
I ascribe to trance, we should not be known to each other at 
this moment.” 

How? Pray explain 1 ” 

‘‘Certain circumstances^ which I trust to relate to you in 
detail hereafter, have imposed on me the duty to discover, 
and to bring human laws to bear upon, a creature armed with 
terrible powers of evil. This monster, for without metaphor, 
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monster it is, not man like ourselves, has, In’ arts superior to 
those of ordinary fugitives, however dexterous in concealment, 
hitherto for years eluded my research. Through the trance 
of an Arab child, who, in her waking state, never heard of 
Ills existence, I have learned that this being is in England, — 
is in L-— — . I am here to encounter him. I expect to do so 
this very night, and under this very roof.^’ 

, ^bSir Philip! ” 

‘‘ And if you wonder, as you well may, why I have been 
talking to you with this startling unreserve, know that the 
same Arab child, on whom I thus implicitly rely, informs me 
that your life is mixed uj) with that of the being I seek to 
unmask and disarm, — to be destroyed by his arts or his 
agents, or to combine in the causes by which the destroyer 
himself shall be brought to destruction.” 

“My life! -—your Arab child named me, Allen Eenwick?” 

‘'‘My Arab child told me that the person in whom I should 
thus naturally seek an ally was he who had saved the life of 
the man whom I then meant for my heir, if I died unmarried 
and childless. She told me that I should not be many hours 
in this town, ^vd,lich she described minutely, before you would 
be made known to me. She described this house, with yon- 
der lights, and yon dancers. In her trance she saw us sitting 
together, as we now sit, I accepted the invitation of our 
liost, when he suddenly accosted me on entering the town, 
coniident that I should meet you here, without even asking 
whether a person of your name were a resident in the place ; 
and now you know why I have so freely unbosomed myself 
of much that might well make you, a physician, doubt the 
soundness of my understanding. The same infant, whose 
vision has been realized up to this moment, has warned me 
also that I am here at great peril. What that peril may be 
I have declined to learn, as I have ever declined to ask from 
the future what aifeets only my own life on this earth. That 
life I regard with supreme indifference, conscious that J 
have only to discharge, while it lasts, the duties for which it 
is bestowed on me, to the best of my imperfect power j and 
aware that minds the strongest and souls the purest may fall 
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into the sloth habitual to predestinarians, if they suffer tRe 
action due to the present hour to be awed and paralyzed by 
some grim shadow on the future! It is only where, irrespec- 
tively of aught that can menace myself, a light not struck out 
of my own reason can guide me to disarm evil or minister to 
good, that I feel privileged to avail myself of those mirrors 
on which things, near and far, reflect themselves calm and 
distinct as the banks and the mountain peak are reflected in 
the glass of a lake. Here, then, under this roof, and by your 
side, I shall behold him who ^ — Lo! the moment has come, 
— 1 behold him now 1 ’’ 

As he spoke these last words, Sir Philip had risen, and, 
startled by his action and voice, I involuntarily rose too. 

Resting one hand on my shoulder, he pointed with the 
other towards the threshold of the ballroom. There, the 
prominent figure of a gay group — the sole male amidst a flut- 
tering circle of silks and lawn, of flowery wreaths, of female 
loveliness and female frippery — stood the radiant image of 
Margrave. His eyes were not turned towards us. He was 
looking down, and his light laugh came soft, yet ringing, 
through the general murmur. 

1 turned my astonished gaze back to Sir Philip; yes, 
unmistakably it was on Margrave that his look was fixed. 

impossible to associate crime with the image of that fair 
youth! Eccentric notions, fantastic speculations, vivacious 
egotism, defective benevolence, — yes. But crime! No! 
impossible! 

^Hmpossible,^’ I said aloud. As I spoke, the group had 
moved on. Margrave was no longer in sight. At the same 
moment some other guests came from the ballroom, and seated 
themselves near us. 

Sir Philip looked round, and, observing the deserted mu- 
seum at the end of the corridor, • drew me into it. 

When we were alone, he said in a voice quick and low, but 
decided, — 

It is of importance that I should convince you at once of 
the nature of that prodigy which is more hostile to mankind 
than the wolf is to the sheepfold. No words of mine could 
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at present sniS&ce to clear your sight from the deception which 
cheats it. I must enable yon to judge for yourself. It must 
be now and here. He will learn this night, if he has not 
learned already, that I am in the town. Him and confused 
though his memories of myself may be, they are memories 
still; and he well knows what cause he has to dread me. I 
must put another in possession of his secret. Another, ana 
at once ! For all his arts will be brought to bear against me, 
and I cannot foretell their issue. Go, then; enter that giddy 
crowd, select that seeming young man, bring him hither. 
Take care only not to mention my name ; and when here, turn 
the key in the door, so as to prevent interruption, — five min-^ 
utes will suffice.” 

“Am I sure that I guess whom you mean? The young 
light-hearted man, known in this place under the name of 
Margrave? The young man with the radiant eyes, and the 
curls of a Grecian sta,tue? ” 

“The same; him whom I pointed out. Quick, bring him 
hither.^' 

My curiosity was too much roused to disobey. Had I con- 
ceived that Margrave, in the heat of youth, had committed 
some offence which placed him in danger of the law and in 
the power of Sir Philip Herval, I possessed enough of the old 
borderer’s black-mail loyalty to have given the man whose 
hand I had familiarly clasped a hint and a help to escape. 
But all Sir Philip’s talk had been so out of the reach of 
common-sense, that I leather expected to see him confounded 
by some egregious illusion than Margrave exposed to any 
well-grounded accusation. Ail, then, that I felt as I walked 
into the ballroom and approached Margrave was that curios- 
ity which, I think, anyone of my readers will acknowledge 
that, in my position, he himself would have felt. 

Margrave was standing near the dancers, not joining them, 
but talking with a young couple in the ring. I drew him 
aside. 

“ Come with me for a few minutes into the museum ; I wish 
to talk to you.” 

“What about, — an experiment? ” 
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*• Yes, an experiment.” 

^‘Tlien I am at your service.” 

In a minute more, lie had followed me into the desolate 
dead museum, i looked round, but did not see Sir Philip, 


Makgrave threw himself on a seat just under the great, 
anaconda j I closed and locked the door. When I had done 
my eye fell on the young man^s face, and I was surprised 
to see that it had lost its colour; that it showed great anxiety, 
great distress; that his hands were visibly trembling. 

^^What is this?” he said in feeble tones, and raising him- 
self half from his seat as if with great effort. “^^Help me 
up! come away! Something in this room is hostile to me, — 
hostile, overpowering! What can it he?” 

‘‘Truth and my presence,” answered a stern, low voice; 
Sir Philip Derval, whose slight form the huge bulk of 
the dead elephant had before obscured from my view, came 
suddenly out from the shadow into the full rays of the lamps 
lit up, as if for Man’s revel, that mocking catacomb 
for the playmates of Xature which he enslaves for his service 
slays for his sport. As Sir Philip spoke and advanced, 
Margrave sank back into his seat, shrinking, collapsing, 
nerveless ; terror the most abject expressed in his staring eyes 
and parted lips. On the other hand, the simple dignity of 
Philip Berval’s bearing, and the mild power of his coun- 
tenance, were alike inconceivably heightened. A change had 
come over the whole man, the more impressive because wholly 


Halting opposite Margrave he uttered some words in a lan- 
guage unknown to me, and stretched one hand over the young 
Margrave at once became stiff and rigid, as ii 
to stone. Sir Philip said to me, 
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Place one of those lamps on the floor; there, by his 
feet.^’ 

I took down one of the coloured lamps from the mimic tree 
round which the huge anaconda coiled its spireS; and placed 
it as I was told. 

“ Take the seat opposite to him, and watch.” 

1 obeyed. , , 

Meanwhile; Bir Philip had drawn from his breast-pocket a 
small steel casket, and I observed, as he opened it, tliat the 
interior was subdivided into several coniTuirtmentS; each with 
its separate lid; from one of these he took and sprinkled over 
the flame of the lamp a few grains of a powder, colourless 
and sparkling as diamond dust. In a second or so, a delicate 
perfume, wholly unfamiliar to my sense, rose from the lamp. 

'^You would test the condition of trance; test it, and in the 
spirit.” 

And, as he spoke, his hand rested lightly on my head. 
Hitherto, amidst a surprise not unmixed with awe, I had pre- 
served a certain defiance, a certain distrust. I had been, as 
it were, on my guard. 

But as those words were spoken, as that hand rested on my 
head, as that perfume arose from the lamp, all power of will 
deserted me. My first sensation was that of passive subjuga- 
tion; but soon I was aware of a strange intoxicating effect 
from the odour of the lamp, round which there now played a 
dazzling vapour. The room swam before me. Like a man 
oppressed by a nightmare, I tried to move, to cry out, feeling 
that to do so would siifiice to hurst the thrall that bound me: 
in vain. 

A time that seemed to me inexorably long, but which, as I 
found afterwards, could only have occupied a few seconds, 
elapsed in this preliminary state, which, however powerless, 
was not without a vague luxurious sense of delight. And 
then suddenly came pain, — pain, that in rapid gradations 
passed into a rending agony. Every bone, sinew, nerve, fibre 
of the body, seemed as if wrenched open, and as if some 
hitherto uncon jv'ctn red Presence in the vital organization were 
forcing itself to light with all the pangs of travail. The veins 
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seemed swollen to bursting, the heart; labouring to maintain 
its action bj fierce spasms. I feel in this description how 
language fails me. Enough that the anguish I then endured 
surpassed all that I have ever experienced of physical pain. 
This dreadful interval subsided as suddenly as it had com- 
menced. I felt as if a something undefinable by any name 
had rushed from me, and in that rush that a struggle was 
over. I was sensible of the passive bliss which attends the 
release from torture, and then there grew on me a wonderful 
calm, and, in that calm, a consciousness of some lofty intel- 
ligence immeasurably beyond that which human memory 
gathers from earthly knowledge. I saw before me the still 
rigid form of Margrave, and my sight seemed, with ease, to 
penetrate through its covering of flesh, and to survey the 
mechanism of the whole interior being. 

^^View that tenement of clay which now seems so fair, as 
it was when I last beheld it, three years ago, in the house of 
Haroun of Aleppo! ” 

Hooked, and gradually, and as shade after shade falls on 
the mountain side, while the clouds gather, and the sun van- 
ishes at last, so the form and face on which I looked changed 
from exuberant youth into infirm old age, — the discoloured 
wrinkled skin, the bleared dim eye, the flaccid muscles, the 
brittle sapless bones. Nor was the change that of age alone; 
the expression of the countenance had passed into gloomy 
discontent, and in every furrow a passion or a vice had sown 
the seeds of grief. 

^ And the brain now opened on my sight, with all its laby- 
rinth of cells. I seemed to have the clew to every grinding 
in the maze. 

I saw therein a moral world, charred and ruined, as, in 
some fable I have read, the world of the moon is described to 
be; yet withal it was a brain of magnificent formation. The 
powers abused to evil had been originally of rare order,— im- 
agination, and scope, the energies that dare, the faculties that 
fhscover. But the moral part of the brain had failed to domi- 
the mental,— defective veneration of what is good or 
great; cynical disdain of what is right and just; in fine, a 
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great intellect first misguided, then perverted, and now fail- 
ing with the decay of the body into ghastly but imposing 
ruins, — such was the world of that brain as it had been three 
years ago. And still continuing to gaze thereon, I observed 
three separate eniaiiatioiis of light, — the one of a pale red 
hue, the second of a pale azuie, the third a silvery spark. 

The red light, which grew- paler and paler as I looked, un- 
dulated from the brain along the arteries, the veins, the 
nerves. And I murmured to myself, ^‘ Is this the principle 
of animal life? 

The azure light equally permeated the frame, crossing and 
uniting with the red, but in a separate and distinct ray, ex- 
actly as, in the outer world, a ray of light crosses or unites 
with a ray of heat, though in itself a separate individual 
agency. And again I murmured to myself, “ Is this the prin- 
ciple of intellectual being, directing or influencing that of 
animal life; with it, yet not of it?” 

But the silvery spark ! What was that? Its centre seemed 
the brain; but I could fix it to no single organ. Nay, 
wherever T looked through the system, it reflected itself as a 
star reflects itself upon water. And I observed that while 
the red light was growing feebler and feebler, and the azure 
light was confused, irregular, — now obstructed, now hurry- 
ing, now almost lost, — the silvery spark was unaltered, un- 
disturbed. So independent was it of all which agitated and 
vexed the frame, that I became strangely aware that if the 
heart stopped in its action, and the red light died out; if 
tlie brain were paralyzed, that energetic mind smitten into 
idiotey, and the azure light wandering objectless as a meteor 
wanders over the morass, — still that silver spark would shine 
the same, indestructible by aught that shattered its taber- 
nacle. And I murmured to myself, ^‘Can that starry spark 
speak the presence of the soul? Does the silver light shine 
within creatures to which uo life immortal has been promised 
by Divine Eevelation? ” 

Involuntarily I turned my sight towards the dead forms in 
the motley collection, and lo, in my trance or my vision, life 
returned to them all! — to the elephant and the serpent; to 
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tlie tiger, tlie vulture, the beetle, tlie motli; to the fisli and 
the polypus, and to yon mockery of man in the giant ape, 

I seemed to see each as it lived in its native realm of earth, 
or of air, or of water; and the red light played more or less 
warm through the structure of each, and the azure light, 
though duller of hue, seemed to shoot through the red, aiul 
communicate to the creatures an intelligence far inferior in- 
deed to that of man, but sufiieing to conduct the current of 
their will, and influence the cunning of their instincts. But 
in none, from the elephant to the moth, from the bird in 
which brain was the largest to the hybrid in wliicb life 
seemed to live as in plants, — in none was visible the starry 
silver spark. I. turned my eyes from the creatures around, 
back again to the form cowering under the huge anaconda, 
and in terror at the animation which the carcasses took in the 
awful illusions of that marvellous trance; for the tiger moved 
as if scenting blood, and to the eyes of the serpent the dread 
fascination seemed slowly returning. 

Again I gazed on the starry spark in the form of the man. 
And I murmured to myself, “But if this be the soul, why is 
it so undisturbed and undarkened by the sins which have left 
such trace and such ravage in the world of the brain? And 
gazing yet more intently on the spark, I became vaguely 
aware that it was not the soul, but the halo around the soul, 
as the star we see . in heaven is not the star itself, but its 
circle of rays; and if the light itself was undisturbed and 
undarkened, it was because no sins done in the body could 
annihilate its essence, nor aflect the eternity of its duration. 
The light was clear within the ruins of its lodgment, hecaus(‘ 
it might pass away, but could not be extinguished. 

But the soul itself in the heart of the light refl.ected back 
on my own soul within me its ineflable trouble, humilia- 
tion, and sorrow; for those ghastly wrecks of power placed 
at its sovereign command it was responsible, and, appalled 
by its own sublime fate of duration, was about to carry into 
eternity the account of its mission in time. Yet it seemed 
that while the soul was still there, though so forlorn and so 
guilty, even the wrecks around it were majestic. And the 
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soul, whateyer sentence it not among the 

liopelessly lost; for in its remorse and its shame, it might 
still have retained what coiiid serve for redemption. And I 
saw that the mind was storming the soul, in some terrible re- 
bellious war,— all of thought, of passion, of desire, through 
which the azure light poured its restless How, were surging 
up round the starry spark, as in siege. And 1 could not 
coinprehend the war, nor guess w'hat it was that the mind 
demanded the soul to yield. Only the distinction between 
the two was made intelligible by their antagonism. And I 
saw that the soul, sorely tempted, looked afar for escape 
from the subjects it had ever so ill controlled, and who sought 
to reduce to their vassal tlie pow'er which had lost authority 
as their king. I could feel its terror in the sympathy of my 
own terror, the keenness of my own supplicating pity. I 
knew that it was imploring release from the perils it cou' 
fessed its want of strength to encounter. And suddenly the 
starry spark rose from the ruins and the tumult around it, — 
rose into space and vanished; and where my soul had recog- 
nized the presence of soul, there was a void. But the red 
light burned still, becoming more and more vivid ; and as it 
thus repaired and recruited its lustre, the whole animal form, 
which had been so decrepit, grev/ restored from decay, grew 
into vigour and youth: and I saw Margrave as I had seen 
him in the waking world, the radiant image of animal life 
ill the beauty of its fairest bloom. 

And over this rich vitality and this symmetric mechanism 
now reigned only, with the animal life, the mind. The starry 
light fled and the soul vanished, still was left visible the 
mind, — mind, by which sensations convey and cumulate 
ideas, and muscles obey volition; mind, as in those animals 
that have more than the elementary instincts; mind, as it 
might be in men, were men not immortal. As my eyes, in 
the Vision, followed the azure light, undulating as before, 
through the cells of the brain, and crossing the red amidst 
the labyrinth of the nerves, I perceived that the essence of 
that azure light had undergone a change: it had lost that 
faculty of continuous and concentred power by which man 
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improves on the works of the past, and weaves schemes to b# 
developed in the future of remote generations ; it had lost all 
sympathy in the past, because it had lost all conception of a 
future beyond the grave j it had lost conscience, it had lost 
remorse; the being it informed was no longer accountable 
through eternity for the employment of time. The azure- 
light was even more vivid in certain organs useful to the con- 
servation of existence, as in those organs I had observed it 
more vivid among some of the inferior animals than it is in 
man,— secretiveness, destructiveness, and the ready percep- 
tion of things immediate to the wants of the day; and the 
azure light was brilliant in cerebral cells, where before it had 
been dark, such as those which harbour mirthfulness and 
hope, for there the light was recruited by the exuberant 
health of the joyous animal-being. But it was lead-like, or 
dim, in the great social organs, through which man subordi- 
nates his own interest to that of his species, and utterly lost 
in those through which man is reminded of his duties to the 
throne of his Maker. 

In that marvellous penetration with which the Vision en- 
dowed me, I perceived that in this mind, though in energy 
far superior to many; though retaining, from memories of 
the former existence, the relics of a culture wide and in some 
things profound; though sharpened and quickened into for- 
midable, if desultory, force whenever it schemed or aimed at 
the animal self -conservation which now made its master-im- 
pulse or instinct; and though among the reminiscences of 
its state before its change were arts which I could not com- 
prehend, but which I felt were dark and terrible, lending to 
a will never checked by remorse arms that no healthful phi- 
losophy has placed in the arsenal of disciplined genius; 
though the mind in itself had an ally in a body as perfect in 
strength and elasticity as man can take from the favour of 
nature, — still, I say, I felt that the mind wanted the some- 
thing without which men never could found cities, frame 
laws, hind together, beautify, exalt the elements of this 
world, by creeds that habitually subject them to a reference 
to another. The ant and the bee and the beaver congregate 
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and construct; but they do not improve. Man improves be- 
cause the future impels onward that which is not found in 
the ant, the bee, and the beaver, — that which was gone from 
the being before me. 

I shrank appalled into myself, covered my face with my 
hands, and groaned aloud: ''Have I ever then doubted that 
soul is distinct from mind?” 

A hand here again touched my forehead, the light in the 
hmip was extinguished, I became insensible; and when I recov- 
ered I found myself back in the room in which I had first 
conversed with Sir Philip Derval, and seated, as before, on 
the sofa, by his side. 


CHAPTER XXXIIL 

Mr recollections of all which I have just attempted to de- 
scribe were distinct and vivid; except with respect to time, 
it seemed to me as if many hours must have elapsed since I 
had entered the museum with Margrave; but the clock on the 
mantelpiece met my eyes as I turned them wistfully round 
the room ; and I was indeed amazed to perceive that five min- 
utes had sufficed for all which it has taken me so long to nar- 
rate, and wliich. in their transit had hurried me through ideas 
and emotions so remote from anterior experience. 

To my astonishment now succeeded shame and indigna- 
tion,— shame that I, who had scoffed at the possibility of the 
comparatively credible influences of mesmeric action, should 
Iiave been so helpless a puppet under the hand of the slight 
f^dlow-man beside me, and so morbidly impressed by phan- 
tasmagorieal illusions; indignation that, by some fumes which 
had special potency over the brain, I had thus been, as it 
were, conjured out of my senses; and looking full into the 
calm face at my side, I said, with a smile to which I sought 
to convey disdain, — 
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'*1 congratulate you, Sir Philip Derval, on having learned 
in your travels in the East so expert a familiarity with the 
tricks of its jugglers. ” 

“The East has a proverb/* answered Sir Philip, quietly, 
“that the juggler may learn much from the dervish, but the 
dervish can learn nothing from the. juggler. You will par- 
don me, however, for the effect produced on you for a few 
minutes, whatever the cause of it may be, since it may serve 
to guard your whole life from calamities, to which it might 
otherwise have been exposed. And however you may com 
sider that which you have just experienced to be a mere opti- 
cal illusion, or the figment of a brain super-excited by the 
fumes of a vapour, look within yourself, and tell me if you 
do not feel an inward and unanswerable conviction that there 
is more reason to shun and to fear the creature you left asleep 
under the dead jaws of the giant serpent, than there w^ould 
be in the serpent itself, could hunger again move its coils, 
and venom again arm its fangs.” 

I was silent, for I could not deny that that conviction had 
come to me. 

“Henceforth, when you recover from the confusion or 
anger which now disturbs your impressions, you will be pre- 
pared to listen to my explanations and my recital in a spirit 
far different from that with which you would have received 
them before you were subjected to the experiment, which, 
ollow ]ne to remind you, you invited and defied. You will 
now, I trust, be fitted to become my confidant and my assist- 
ant; you will advise with me how, for the sake of humanity, 
we should act together against the incarnate lie, the anoma- 
lous prodigy which glides through the crowd in the image of 
joyous beauty. For the present I quit you. I have an en- 
gagement, on worldly affairs, in the town this night. I am 
staying at L , which I shall leave for Derval Court to- 

morrow evening. Gome to me there the daj?' after to-morrow, 
at any hour that may suit you the best. Adieu! ” 

Here Sir Philip Derval rose and left the room. I made no 
effort to detain him. My mind was too occupied in striving 
to recompose itself and account for the phenomena that had 
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soared it, and for the strength of the mipressions it still 
I' retained.' 

I sought to find natural and accountable causes for effects 

; so abnormal. 

Lord Bacon suggests that the ointments with which witches 
anointed themselves might have had the effect of stopping 
the pores and. congesting the brain, and thus impressing the 
slee]) of the unhappy dupes of their own imagination witli 
dreams so vivid that, on wiikiug, they were iiiinly convinced 
that tl'jey had been borne through the air to the Sabbat. 

I remember also having heard a distinguished French trav- 
' eller — whose veracity was unquestionable — say, that he had 

I witnessed extraordinary elfects produced on the sensorium by 

[ certain fumigations used by an African pretender to magic. 

I A person, of however healthy a brain, subjected to the influ- 

I ence of these fumigations, was induced to believe that he saw 

I the most frightful apparitions. 

f However extraordinary such effects, they were not incredi- 

I ble, — not at variance with our notions of the known laws of 

' nature. And to the vapour or the odours which a powder 

applied to a lamp had called forth, I was, therefore, pre- 
pared to ascribe properties similar to those which Bacon’s 
conjecture ascribed to the witches’ ointment, and the French 
traveller to the fumigations of the xifrican conjuror. 

But, as .1 came t(.) that conclusion, I was seized with an in- 
tense curiosity to examine for myself those chemical agencies 
with which Sir Philip Derval appeared so familiar; to test 
the contents in that mysterious casket of steel. I also felt a 
curiosity no less eager, but more, in spite of myself, inter- 
mingled with fear, to learn all that Sir Philip had to commu- 
nicate of the past history of Margrave. I could but suppose 
that the young man must indeed be a terrible criminal, for 
a person of years so grave, and station so high, to intimate 
' accusations so vaguely dark, and to use means so extraordi- 

nary, in order to enlist my imagination rather than my rea- 
son against a youth in "whom there appeared none of the 
signs which sus}iicion interprets, into guilt. 

While thus musing, 1 lifted my eyes and saw Margrave him- 
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self there at the threshold of the baliroomr- there, where Sir 
Philip had first pointed him out as the criminal he had come 

to L to seek and disarm; and now, as then, Margrave was 

the radiant centre of a joyous group* Not the young boy-god 
lacchus, amidst his nymphs, could, in Grecian frieze or pic- 
ture, have seemed more the type of the sportive, hilarious 
vitality of sensuous nature. He must have passed unobserved 
by me, in my preoccupation of thought, from the mnseuin 
and across the room in which I sat; and now there was as 
little trace in that animated countenance of the terror it had 
exhibited at Sir Philip’s approach, as of the change it had 
undergone in my trance or my fantasy. 

But he caught sight of me, left his young companions, 
came gayly to my side, 

“Did you not ask me to go with you into that museum 
about half an Lour ago, or did I dream that I went with 
you?” 

“Yes; you went with me into that museum,” 

“Then pray what dull theme did you select to set me asleep 
there? ” 

I looked hard at him, and made no reply. Somewhat to 
my relief, I now heard my host’s voice, — 

“Why, Penwick, what has become of Sir Philip Derval?” 

“He has left; he had business,” And, as I spoke, again I 
looked hard on Margrave. 

His countenance now showed a change; not surprise, not 
dismay, but rather a play of the lip, a flash of the eye, that 
indicated complacency, — even triumph. 

“So! Sir Philip Derval! He is in L ; he has been 

here to-night? So! as I expected.” 

“Did you expect it?” said our host. “No one else did. 
Who could have told you? ” 

“The movements of men so distinguished need never take 
us by surprise. I knew he was in Paris the other day. It is 
natural eno’ that he should come here. I was prepared for 
his coming.” 

Margrave here turned away towards the window, which he 
threw open and looked out. 
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^^Tliere is a storm in the air,’’ said he, as he contimied to 
gaze into the night. 

Was it possible that Margrave was so wholly unconscious 
of what had passed in the museum as to include in oblivion 
even the remembrance of Sir Philip DervaPs presence before 
he had been rendered insensible, or laid asleep? Was it now 
only for the first time that he learned of Sir Philip’s arrival 
{jx ^ and visit to that house? Was there any intimation 
of menace in his words and his aspect? 

I felt that the trouble of my thoughts communicated itsfdf 
to my countenance and manner; and, longing for solitude and 
fresh air, I quitted the house. When I found myself in the 
street I turned round and saw Margrave still standing at the 
open window, but he did not appear to notice me; his eyes 
seemed fixed abstractedly on space. 


CHAPTER XXXIV. 

I WALKED on slowly and with the downcast brow of a man 
absorbed in meditation. I had gained the broad place in 
which the main streets of the town converged, when I was 
overtaken by a violent storm of rain. I sought shelter under 
the dark archway of that entrance to the district of Abbey 
Hill which was still called Monk’s Gate. The shadow within 
the arch was so deep that I was not aware that I had a com- 
panion till I heard my own name, close at my side. I recog- 
nized the voice before I could distinguish the form of Sir 
Philip Derval. 

^^The storm will soon be over,” said he, quietly. saw 
it coming on in time. I fear you neglected the first warning 
of those sable clouds, and must be already drenched.” 

I made no reply, but moved involuntarily away towards 
the mouth of the arch. 

see that you cherish a grudge against me! ” resumed Sir 
Philip. Are you, then, by nature vindictive? ” 


176 


A 8TEANGE STORY. 


Somewhat softened by the friendly tone of this reproacli, I 
answered^ half in jest, half in earnest, — 

You must own, Sir Philip, that I have some little reason 
for the uncharitable anger your (piestion imputes to me. Put 
I can forgive you, on one condition.’' 

What is that? ’’ 

“The possession for half an hour of that mysterious steel 
casket which you carry about with you, and full permission 
to analyze and test its contents.’' 

“ Your analysis of the contents,’-’ returned Sir Philip, dryly, 
“would leave you as ignorant as before of tlie uses to which 
they can be applied; but T, will own to you frankly, that it is 
my intention to select some confidant among men of science, 
to* whom 1 may safely communicate the wonderful properties 
which certain essences in that casket possess, I invite your 
acquaintance, nay, your friendship, in the hope that I may 
find such a confidant in you. But the casket contains other 
combinations, which, if wasted, could not be resupplied, — 
at least by any process which the great Master from whom I 
received them placed within reach of my knowledge. In this 
they resemble the diamond ; when the chemist has .found that 
the diamond affords no other substance by its combustion 
than pure carbonic-acid gas, and that the only chemical 
difference between the costliest diamond and a lump of pure 
charcoal is a proportion of hydrogen less than part 

of the weight of the substance, can the chemist make you 
a diamond? 

“ These, then, the more potent, but also the more perilous 
of the casket’s contents, shall be explored by no science, 
submitted to no test. They are the keys to masked doors in 
the ramparts of hTature, which no mortal can pass through 
without rousing dread sentries never seen upon this side her 
wall. The powers they confer are secrets locked in my 
breast, to be lost in my grave; as the casket which lies on 
my breast shall not be transferred to the hands of another, 
till all the rest of my earthly possessions pass away with my 
last breath in life and my first in eternity.” 

“Sir Philip Derval,” saidfl, struggling against the appeals 
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to fancy or to awe, made in words so strange, uttered in a 
tone of earnest conviction, and heard amidst the glare of the 
lightning, the luml of the winds, and the roll of the thunder, 
^^'Sir Philip Derval, you accost me in a language vrliich, 
but for my experience of the powers at your command, I 
slioiild hear witli the contempt that is due to the vaunts of a 
mountebank, or the pity we give to the morbid beliefs of his 
dupe. A.S it is, L decline the confidence with which you 
would favour me, subject to the conditions which it seems 
you would impose. My profession abandons to quacks all 
drugs which may not be analyzed, all secrets which may not 
be fearlessly told. I cannot visit you at Derval Court, I 
cannot trust myself, voluntarily, again in the power of a 
man, who has arts of which I may not examine tlie nature, 
by which he can impose on my imagination and steal away 
my reason.” 

^‘Reflect well before you decide,” said Sir Philip, with a 
solemnity that was stern. ^^If you refuse to be warned and 
to be armed by me, your reason and your imagination will 
alike be subjected to influences which I can only explain by 
telling you that there is truth in those immemorial legends 
which depose to the existence of magic.” 

. ^^Magic! ” . 

There is magic of two kinds, — the dark and evil, apper- 
taining to witchcraft or necromancy ; the pure and beneficent, 
wliich is but philosophy, applied to certain mysteries in hTa- 
ture remote from the beaten tracks of science, but which deep- 
ened the wisdom of ancient sages, and can yet unriddle the 
myths of departed races.”* 

^‘Bir Philip,” I said, with impatient and angry interru])- 
tion, you think that a jargon of this kind be worthy }i 
man of your acquirements and station, it is at least a waste 
of time to address it to me. I am led to conclude that you 
desire to .make use of me for some purpose which I have a 
right to suppose honest and blameless, because all you know 
of me is, that T rendered to your relation services which can- 
not lower my character in your eyes. If your object be, as 
you have intimated, to aid you in exposing and disabling a 
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man whose antecedents have been those of guilt, and who 
threatens with danger the societj which receives him, you 
must give me proofs that are not reducible to magic; and you 
must prepossess me against the person you accuse, not by 
powders and fumes that disorder the brain, but by substantial 
statements, such as ‘justify one man in condemning another. 
And, since you have thought fit to convince me that there are 
chemical means at your disposal, by which the imagination 
can be so affected as to accept, temporarily, illusions for re- 
alities, so I again demand, and now still more decidedly than 
before, that while you address yourself to my reason, whether 
to explain your object or to vindicate yonr charges against a 
man whom I have admitted to my acquaintance, you will db 
vest yourself of all means and agencies to warp my Judgment 
so illicit and fraudulent as those which you own yourself to 
possess. Let the casket, with all its contents, be transferred 
to my hands, and pledge me your word that, in giving that 
casket, you reserve to yourself no other means by which 
chemistry can be abused to those influences over physical 
organization, which ignorance or imposture may ascribe to — 
magic.” 

I accept no conditions for my confidence, though I think 
the better of you for attempting to make them. If I live, 
you will seek me yourself, and implore my aid. Meanwhile, 
listen to me, and — ” 

“Ko; I prefer the rain and the thunder to the whispers 
that steal to my ear in the dark from one of whom I have 
reason to beware.” 

So saying, I stepped forth, and at that moment the light- 
ning flashed through the arch, and brought into full view the 
face of the man beside mo. Been by that glare, it was pale 
as the face of a corpse, but its expression was compassionate 
and serene, 

I hesitated, for the expression of that hueless countenance 
touched me; it was not the face which inspires distrust or 
fear. 


Come, ” said I, gently ; '' grant my demand. The casket — ” 
^‘It is no scruple of distrust that now makes that demand; 




A. STB.A1SrGE. - .STOEY. 


179 


ife is a curiosity wMcli in itself is a fearful tempter. Did you 
now possess what at tliis moment you desire, liow bitterly 
you would repent!”' 

Do you still refuse my demand? ” 

I refuse.” 

then you really need me, it is you who will repent.” 

I passed from the arch into the open space. The rain had 
passed, the thunder was more distant. I looked back when I 
had gained the opposite side of the way, at the angle of a 
street which led to my own house. As I did so, again the 
skies lightened, but the hash was comparatively slight and 
evanescent; it did not penetrate the gloom of the arch; it did 
not bring the form of Sir Philip into view; but, just under 
the base of the outer buttress to the gateway, T descried the 
outline of a dark figure, cowering down, huddled up for shel- 
ter, the outline so indistinct, and so soon lost to sight as the 
flash faded, that I could not distinguish if it were man or 
brute. If it were some chance passer-by, who had sought 
refuge from the rain, and overheard any part of our strange 
talk, “the listener,” thought I with a half -smile, “must have 
been mightily perplexed.’’ 


CHAPTEE XXXV. 

On reaching my own liome, I found my servant sitting up 
for me with the information that my attendance was immedi- 
ately required. The. little boy whom Margrave’s carelessness 
had so injured, and for wliose injury he had shown so little 
feeling, had been weakened by the confinement which the na- 
ture of the injury required, and for the last few days had 
been generally ailing. The father had come to my house a 
few minutes before I reacheti it, in great distress of mind, 
saying tlmt his child had been seized with fever, and had be- 
come delirious. Hearing that I was at the mayor’s house, he 
had hurried thither in search of me. 
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I felt as if it were almost a relief to the troubled and 
haunting thoughts whicli tormented to be siimnioued to 
the exercise of a familiar knowledge. I hast.enc‘d to the bech 
side of the little sufferer, and soon forgot all else in the ajix~ 
ions struggle for a human life. The struggle, promised to be 
successful; the worst symptoms began to yield to remedies 
prompt and energetic, if simple. I remained at tlie house, 
rather to comfort and support the parents, than because my 
continued attendam^.e was absolutely needed, till the night 
mis well-nigh gone; and all cause of imiuediate danger hav- 
ing subsided, 1 then found myself once more in the streets. 
An atmosphere palely clear in the gray of dawn had succeeded 
to the thunder-clouds of the stormy night; the street-lamps, 
here and there, burned wan and still. I was walking slowly 
and wearily, so tired out that I was scarcely conscious of my 
own thoughts, when, in a. narrow lane, my feet stopped al- 
most mechanically before a human form stretched at full 
length in the centre of the road right in my path. The form 
was dark in the shadow thrown from the neighbouring houses. 
"■^Some poor drunkard,” thought I, and the humanity insepa- 
rable from my calling not allowing me to leave a fellow- 
creature thus exposed to the risk of being run over by the first 
drowsy wagoner who might pass along the thoroughfare, I 
stooped to rouse and to lift the form. What was my horror 
when my eyes met the rigid stare of a dead man’s. I started, 
looked again ; it was the face of Sir Philip Derval ! He was 
lying on his back, the countenance upturned, a dark stream 
oozing from the breast, — murdered by two ghastly wounds, 
murdered not long since, the blood was still Avarm. Stunned 
and terror-stricken, I stood bending over the body. Suddenly 
I was touched on the shoulder. 

“Hollo! what is this? ” said a gruff voice. 

“Murder!” I answered in hollow accents, which sounded 
strangely to my own ear. 

“Murder! so it seems.” And the policeman who had thus 
accosted me lifted the body. 

“ A gentleman by his dress. How did this happen? How did 
you come here? ” and the policeman glanced suspiciously at me. 
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At this moment j however, there came up another police- 
man, in whom I recognized the young man whose sister I had 
attended and cured. 

Tenwiek,^’ said the last, lifting his hat respectfully, 
and at the sound of my name his fellow-policeman changed 
his manner and muttered an apology. 

I now collected myself sufficiently to state the name and 
rank of the murdered man. The policemen bore the body to 
their station, to which I accompanied them. I then returned 
to my own house, and had scarcely sunk on my bed when 
sleep came over me. But what a sleep! Never till then had 
I known how awfully distinct dreams can be. The phantas- 
magoria of the naturalist’s collection revived. Life again 
awoke in the serpent and the tiger, the scorpion moved, and 
the vulture flapped its wings. And there was Margrave, ard 
there Sir Philip; but their position of power was reversed 
and Margrave’s foot was on the breast of the dead man. 
Still I slept on till I was roused by the summons to attend 
on Mr. Vigors, the magistrate to whom the police had re- 
ported the murder. 

I dressed hastily and went forth. As I passed through the 
street, I found that the dismal news had already spread. I 
was accosted on my way to the magistrate by a hundred eager, 
tremulous, iiu^uiring tongues. 

The scanty evidence I could impart was soon given. 

My introduction to Sir Philip at the mayor’s house, our ac- 
cidental meeting under the arch, my discovery of the corpse 
some hours afterwards on my return from my patient, my 
professional belief that the deed must have been done a very 
short time, perhaps Imt a, few minutes, before I chanced upon 
its victim. But, in that case, how account for the long inter- 
val that had elapsed between the time in which I had left Sir 
Philip under the arcli and the time in which the murder must 
have been committed? Sir Philip could not have been wan- 
dering through the streets all those hours. This doubt, how- 
ever, was easily and speedily cleared up. A Mr. J eeves, who 
was one of the principal solicitors in the town, stated that ha 
had acted as Sir Philip’s legal agent and adviser ever since 
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Sir Philip came of age, and was charged with the exclusive 
management of some valuable house-property which the de- 
ceased had possessed in L 5 that when Sir Philip had ar- 

rived in the town late in the afternoon of the previous day. 
he had sent for Mr. Jeeves; informed him that he, Sir Philip, 
was engaged to be married; that he wished to have full and 
minute information as to the details of his house property 
(which had greatly increased in value since his absence from 
England), in connection with the settlements his marriage 
would render necessary; and that this information was also 
required by him in respect to a codicil he desired to add to 
his will. 

He had, accordingly, requested Mr. Jeeves to have all the 
books and statements concerning the property ready for his 
’nspection that night, when he would call, after leaving the 
ball which he had promised the mayor, whom he had acci- 
dentally met on entering the town, to attend. Sir Philip had 
also asked Mr. Jeeves to detain one of his clerks in his office, 
in order to serve, conjointly with Mr. Jeeves, as a witness to 
the codicil he desired to add to his will. Sir Philip had 
accordingly come to Mr. Jeeves^s house a little before mid- 
night; had gone carefully through all the statements pre- 
pared for him, and had executed the fresh codicil to his 
testament, which testament he had in their ], previous inter- 
view given to Mr. Jeeves’s care, sealed up. Mr. Jeeves stated 
that Sir Philip, though a man of remarkable talents and great 
acquirements, was extremely eccentric, and of a very per- 
emptory temper, and that the importance attached to a promp- 
titude for which there seemed no pressing occasion did not 
surprise him in Sir Philip as it might have done in an ordi- 
nary client. Sir Philip said, indeed, that he should devote 
the next morning to the draft for his wedding settlements, 
according to the information of his property ‘which he had 
acquired; and after a visit of very brief duration to Derval 
Court, should quit the neighbourhood and return to Paris, 
where his intended bride then was, and in which city it had 
been settled that the marriage ceremony should take place. 

Mr. Jeeves had, however, observed to him, that if he were 
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so soon to be married, it was better to postpone any revision 
of testamentary bef[uests, since after marriage be would have 
to make a new will altogether. 

And Sir Philip had simply answered, — 

^‘Life is uncertain j who can be sure of the morrow? ” 

Sir l.^hilip’s visit to Mr, Jeeves’s house had lasted some 
hours, for the conversation between them had branched off 
from actual business to various topics. Mr, Jeeves had not 
noticed the hour when Sir Philip wentj he could only say 
that as he attended him to the street-door, he observed, rather 
to his own surprise, that it was dose upon daybreak. 

Sir Philip’s body had been found not many yards distant 
from the hotel at which he had put up, and to which, there- 
fore, he was evidently returning when he left Mr. Jeeves, — 
an old-fashioned liotel, which had been the principal one at 

L when Sir Philip left England, though now outrivalled 

by the new and more central establishment in which Margrave 
was domiciled. 

The primary and natural supposition was that Sir Philip 
had been murdered for the sake of plunder; and this sux>posi- 
tion was borne out by the fact to which his valet deposed, 
namely, — 

That Sir Pliilip had about his person, on going to the 
mayor’s house, a purse containing notes and sovereigns; and 
this purse was now missing. 

The valet, who, though an Albanian, spoke English flu- 
ently, said that the purse had a gold clasp, on which Sir 
Philip’s crest and initials were engraved. Sir Philip’s watch 
was, however, not taken. 

And now, it was not without a quick beat of the heart that 
I heard the valet declare that a steel casket, to which Sir 
Philip attached extraordinary value, and always carried about 
with him, -was also missing. 

The Albanian described this casket as of ancient Byzantine 
workmanship, opening with a peculiar spring, only known to 
Sir Philip, in whose possession it had been, so far as the ser- 
vant knew, about three years : when, after a visit to Aleppo, 
in which the servant had not accompanied him, he had first 
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observed it in bis master ^s bands. He was asked if tbis eas- 
ket contained articles to account for the value Sir Philip set 
on it, — sucb as jewels, bank-notes, letters of credit, etc. Tbe 
man replied that it might possibly do so; be bad never been 
allowed tbe opportunity of examining its contents; but that 
be was certain tbe casket held medicines, for be bad seen Sir 
Philip take from it some small phials, by which be had per- 
formed great cures in tbe East, and especially during a pesti- 
lence which bad visited Damascus, just after Sir Philip bad 
arrived at that city on quitting Aleppo. Almost every Euro- 
pean traveller is supposed to be a physician; and Sir Philip 
was a man of great benevolence, and the servant firmly be- 
lieved him also to be of great medical skill. After this state- 
ment, it was very naturally and generally conjectured that 
Sir Philip was an amateur disciple of homoeopathy, and that 
the casket contained the phials or globules in use among 
bomceopathists. 

Whether or not Mr. Vigors enjoyed a vindictive triumph 
in making me feel the weight of his authority, or whether his 
temper was ruffled in the excitement of so grave a case, I can- 
not say, but his manner was stern and his tone discourteous 
in the questions which be addressed to me. Nor did tbe 
questions themselves seem very pertinent to tbe object of 
investigation. 

‘^Pray, Dr. Fenwick,” said be, knitting his brows, and fix- 
ing his eyes on me rudely, '' did Sir Philip Derval in his con- 
versation with you mention the steel casket which it seems 
he carried about with him? ” 

I felt my countenance change slightly as I answered, 
"Yes.” 

"Did he tell you what it contained? ” 

"He said it contained secrets.” 

"Secrets of what nature, — medicinal or chemical? Secrets 
which a physician might be curious to learn and covetous to 
possess?” 

This question seemed to me so offensively significant that 
it roused my indignation, and I answered haughtily, that "a 
physician of any degree of merited reputation did not much 
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believe in, and still less eovet, those secrets in His art which 
were the boast of quacks and pretenders.” 

My question need not offend yon, Dr. Fenwick. I put it 
in another shape: Did Sir Philip Derval so boast of the se- 
crets (‘-ontained in his casket that a quack or pretender might 
deem such secrets of use to him? ” 

“ Possibly he might, if he believed in such a boast.” 

“Humph! — he might if he so believed. I have no more 
questions to put to you at present, Dr. FenwickP* 

Little of any importance in connection with the deceased 
or his murder transpired in the course of that day’s examina- 
tion and inquiries. 

The next day, a gentleman distantly related to the young 
lady to whom Sir Philip was engaged, and who had been for 
some time in correspondence with the deceased, arrived at 

jj . He had been sent for at the suggestion of the A Iba- 

nian servant, who said that Sir Philip had stayed a day at 

this gentleman’s house in London, on his way to L , from 

Dover. ■ 

The new comer, whose name was; Danvers, gave a more 
touching pathos to the horror which the murder had excited. 
It seemed that the motives which had swayed Sir Philip in 
the choice of his betrothed were singularly pure and noble. 
The young lady’s father — an intimate college friend — had 
been visited by a sudden reverse of fortune, which had 
brought on a fever that proved mortal. He had died some 
years ago, leaving his only child penniless, and had be- 
queathed her to the care and guardianship of Sir Philip. 

The orphan received her education at a convent near Paris ; 
and when Sir Philip, a few weeks since, arrived in that city 
from the East, he offered her his hand and fortune. 

“I know,” said Mr. Danvers, “from the conversation I 
held with him when he came to me in London, that he was 
induced to this offer by the conscientious desire to discharge 
the trust consigned to him by his old friend. Sir Philip was 
still of an age that could not permit him to take under his 
own roof a female ward of eighteen, without injury to her 
good name. He could only get over that difficulty by making 
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the ward liis wife. 'Slie will be safer and happier with the 
man. she will love and honour for her father^s sake/’ said the 
chivalrous gentiein an, ‘than she will be under any other roof 
I could find for her. ^ 

And now there arrived another stranger to L , sent for 

by Mr. Jeeves, the lawyer, — stranger to L , hut not to 

me ; my old Edinburgh acquaintance, Richard Strahan. 

The will in Mr. Jeeves^s keeping, with its recent codicil, 
was opened and read. The will itself bore date about six 
years anterior to the testator’s tragic death: it was very 
short, and, with the exception of a few legacies, of which the 
most important was £10,000 to his ward, the whole of his 
property was left to Richard Strahan, on the condition that 
he took the name and arms of Derval within a year from the 
date of Sir Philip’s decease. The codicil, added to the will 
the night before his death, increased the legacy to the young 
lady from £10,000 to £30,000, and bequeathed an annuity of 
£100 a year to his Albanian servant. Accompanying the 
will, and within the same envelope, was a sealed letter, ad- 
dressed to Richard Strahan, and dated at Paris two weeks be- 
fore Sir Philip’s decease. Strahan brought that letter to me. 
it ran thus : — 

Ri(ihard Strahan, I advise you to pull down the house called Derval 
Court, and to build another on a better site, the plans of which, to be 
modified according to your own taste and requirements, will be found 
among niy papers. This is a recominendation, not a coinmavid. But I 
strictly enjoin yon entirely to demolish the more ancient part, which was 
chiefly occupied by myself, and to destroy by fire, without perusal, all 
tlie books and manuscripts found in the safes in my study. I have 
appointed you my sole executor, as well as my heir, because I have iu> 
personal friends in whom I can confide as I trust I may do in the man I 
have never seen, simply because he will hear my name and represent 
my lineage. There will he found in my writing-desk, which always 
accompanies me in my travels, an autobiographical work, a record of 
my own life, comprising discoveries, or hints at discovery, in science, 
through means little cultivated in our age. You will not he surprised 
that before selecting you as my heir and executor, from a crowd of rela- 
tions not more distant, I should have made inquiries in order to justify 
my selection. The result of those inquiries informs me that you have 
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not yourself the peculiar kuDwledge nor the habits of mind that couM 
enable you to judge of matters which demand the attainments and the 
practice of science ; but that yon are of an honest, atfectionate nature, 
and will regard as sacred the last injunctions of a benefactor. I enjoin 
you, then, to submit the aforesaid manuscript memoir to some man on 
whose character for humanity and honour you can place confidential 
reliance, and who is accustomed to the study of the positive sciences, 
more especially chemistry, in connection vrith electricity and magnetism. 
My desire is that he shall edit and arrange this memoir for publication } 
and that, wherever he feels a conscientious doubt whether any discovery, 
or hint of discovery, therein contained would not prove more dangerous 
than useful to mankind, he shall consult with any other three men of 
science whose names are a guarantee for probity and Iniowledge, and 
according to the best of his judgment, after such consultation, suppress 
or publish the passage of which he has so doubted. I own the ambition 
which first directed me towards studies of a very unusual character, and 
which has encouraged me in their pursuit through many years of volun- 
tary exile, in lands where they could he best facilitated or aided, — the 
amhition of leaving behind me the renown of a hold discoverer in those 
recesses of nature which philosophy has hitherto abandoned to supersti- 
tion. But I feel, at the moment in which I trace these lines, a fear lest, 
in the absorbing interest of researches which tend to increase to a mar- 
vellous degree the power of man over all matter, animate or inanimate, 
I may have blunted my own moral perceptions; and that there may 
be much in the knowledge which I sought and acquired from the pure 
desire of investigating hidden truths, that could he more abused to 
purposes of tremendous evil than be likely to conduce to benignant 
good. And of this a inind diseiplined to severe reasoning, and unin- 
fiuenced by the enthusiasm which has probably obscured my own judg- 
ment, should be the uiiprejudiced arbiter. Much as I have coveted and 
still do covet that fame which makes the memory of one man the com- 
mon inheritance of all, I would Infinitely rather that my name should 
pass away with my breath, than that I should transmit to my fellow- 
men any portion of a knowledge whicjh the good might forbear to exer- 
cise and the bad Tuight un scrupulously pervert. I bear about with me, 
whenever T wander, a certain .steel casket. I received this casket, with 
its conumts, from a unui whose memory I hold in profound veneration. 
Should I live to find a person whom, after minute and intimate trial of 
his character, I should deem worthy of such confidence, it is my inten- 
tion to communicate to him the secret how to prepare and how to use 
such of the powders and essences stored within that casket as I myself 
have ventured to employ. Others I have never tested, nor do 1 know 
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how they could be resupplied if lost or wasted. But as the contents of 
this casket, in the hands of any one not duly instructed as to the mode of 
applying them, would either be useless, or conduce, through inadvertent 
and ignorant misapplication, to the most dangerous consequences ; so, 
if I die without having found, and in writing named, such a confidant as 
I have described above, I command you immediately to empty ail the 
powders and essences found therein into any running stream of water, 
wiiich will at once harmlessly dissolve them. On no account must they 
be cast into fire ! 

This letter, Eichard Strahau, wiE only come under your eyes in 
case the plans and the hopes which I have formed for my earthly future 
should he frustrated by the death on which I do not calculate, but against 
the chances of which this will and this letter provide. I am about to 
revisit England, in defiance of a warning that I shall bo there subjected 
to some peril which I refused to have defined, because I am unwilling 
that any mean apprehension of personal danger should enfeeble my 
nerves in the discharge of a stern and solemn duty. If I overcome that 
peril, you will not be my heir ; my testament will be remodelled ; this 
letter will be recalled and destroyed. I shall form ties which promise 
me the happiness I have never hitherto found, though it is common to 
all men, — the affections of home, the caresses of children, among whom 
I may find one to whom hereafter I may bequeath, in my knowledge, a 
far nobler heritage than my lands. In that case, however, my first care 
would be to assure your own fortunes. And the sum which this codicil 
assures to my betrothed would be transferred to yourself on my wedding- 
day. Do you know why, never having seen you, I thus select you for 
preference to all my other kindred; why my heart, in writing thus, 
warms to your image ? Eichard Strahan, your only sister, many years 
older than yourself — you were then a child — was the object of my first 
love. We were to have been wedded, for her parents deceived me into 
the belief that she returned my affection. With a rare and nobler (van- 
dour, she herself informed me that her heart was given to another, who 
possessed not my worldly gifts of wealth and station. In resigning my 
claims to her hand, I succeeded in propitiating her parents to her own 
choice. I obtained for her husband the living which he held, and I 
settled on your sister the dower which, at her death, passed to you as 
the brother to whom she had shown a motheris love, and the interest of 
which has secured you a modest independence. 

“ If these lines ever reach you, recognize my title to reverential obe- 
dience to commands which may seem to you wild, perhaps irrational ; 
and repay, as if a debt due from your own lost sister, the affection I have 
borne to yon for her sake.” 
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While I read this long and strange letter, Strahan sat by 
my side, covering his face with his hands, and weeping with 
honest tears for the man whose death had made him powerful 
and rich. 

‘'Yon will -undertake the trust ordained to me in this let- 
ter,^' said he, struggling to compose himself. You will read 
and edit this memoir; you are the very man he himself would 
have selected. Of your honour and humanity there can be no 
doubt, and you have studied with success the sciences which 
he specifies as requisite for the discharge of the task he 
commands.” 

At this request, though I could not be wholly unprepared 
for it, my first impulse was that of a vague terror. It seemed 
to me as if I were becoming more and more entangled in a 
mysterious and fatal web. But this impulse soon faded in 
the eager yearnings of an ardent and irresistible curiosity. 

I promised to read the manuscript, and in order that I 
might fully imbue my mind with the object and wish of the 
deceased, I asked leave to make a copy of the letter I had 
just read. To this Strahan readily assented, and that copy 
I have transcribed in the preceding pages. 

I asked Strahan if he had yet found the manuscript. He 
said, “Ho, he had not yet had the heart to inspect the papers 
left by the deceased. He would now do so. He should go in 
a day or two to Derval Court, and reside there till the mur- 
derer was discovered, as doubtless he soon must be through 
the vigilance of the police. Hot till that discovery was made 
should Sir Philip’s remains, though already placed in their 
coffin, be consigned to the family vault.” 

Strahan seemed to have some superstitious notion that the 
murderer might be more secure from justice if his victim were 
thrust unavenged into the tomb. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

This belief prevalent in the town ascribed the murder of 
Sir Philip to the violence of some vulgar robber, probably 
notan inhabitant of L— Mr, Vigors did not favour that 
belief. He intimated an opinion^ which seemed extravagant 
and groundless, that Sir Philip had been murdered, for the 
sake not of the missing purse, but of the missing casket. It 
was currently believed that the solemn magivStrate had con- 
suited one of his pretended clairvoyants, and that this impos- 
tor had gulled him with assurances, to which he attached a 
credit that perverted into egregiously absurd direetions his 
characteristic activity and zeal. * 

Be that as it may, the co^oner^s inquest closed without 
casting any light on so mysterious a tragedy. 

What were my own conjectures I scarcely dared to admit, 
— I certainly could not venture to utter them; but my suspi- 
cions centred upon Margrave. That for some reason or other 

he had cause to dread Sir Philipps presence in L was 

clear, even to my reason. And how could my reason, reject 
all the influences which had been brought to bear on my im- 
agination, whether by the scene in the museum or my conver- 
sation with the deceased? But it was impossible to act on. 
such suspicions,-— impossible even to confide them. Could I 
have told to any man the effect produced on me in the mu- 
seum, he would have considered me a liar or a madman. 
And in Sir Philipps accusations against Margrave, there was 
nothing tangible,— nothing that could bear repetition. Those 
accusations, if analyzed, vanished into air. What did they 
imply? — that Margrave was a magician, a monstrous prodigy, 
a creature exceptional to the ordinary conditions of humanity. 
Would the most reckless of mortals have ventured to bring 
against the worst of characters such a charge, on the authoritv 
of a deceased witness, and to found on evidence so fantastic 
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the awfnl accusation of murder? But of all men, certainly I 
— a sober, practical physician — was the last whom the pub- 
lic could excuse for such incredible implications; and cer- 
tainly, of all men, the last against whom, any suspicion of 
heinous crime would be readily entertained was that joyous 
youth in whose sunny aspect life and conscience alike seemed 
to keep careless holiday. But I could not overcome, nor did 
I attempt to reason against, the horror akin to detestation, 
that had succeeded to the fascinating attraction by which 
Margrave had before conciliated a liking founded rather on 
admiration than esteem. 

In order to avoid his visits I kept away from the study in 
which I had habitually spent my mornings, and to which he 
had been accustomed to so ready an access ; and if he called 
at the front door, I directed my servant to tell him that I 
was either from home or engaged. He did attempt for the 
first few days to visit me as before, but when my intention 
to shun him became thus manifest, desisted naturally enough, 
as any other man so pointedly repelled would have done. 

I abstained from all those houses in which I was likely to 
meet him, and went my professional round of visits in a 
close carriage, so that I might not be accosted hy him in his 
walks. 

One morning, a very few days after Strahan had shown me 
Sir Philip DervaPs letter, I received a note from my old col- 
lege acquaintance, stating that he was going to Derval Court 
that afternoon: that he should take with him the memoir 
which he had found, and begging me to visit him at his new 
home the next da-}\ and commence my inspection of the manu- 
script. I consented eagerly. 

That morning, on going my round, my carriage passed by 
another drawn up to the pavement, and I recognized the fig- 
ure of Margrave standing beside the vehicle, and talking to 
some one seated within it. I looked back, as my own car- 
riage whirled rapidly by, and saw with uneasiness and alarm 
that it was Richard Btrahan to whom Margrave was thus 
familiarly addressing himself. How had the two made 
acquaintance? 
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Was it not an outrage on Sir Fliiliy DervaPs memory, that 
the heir he had selected should be thus apparently intimate 
■with the man whom he had so sternly denounced? I became 
still more impatient to read the memoir : in all probability it 
■would give such explanations with respect to Margrave^s 
antecedents, as, if not sufficing to criminate him of legal 
offences, would at least effectually terminate any acquaint- 
ance between Sir Philip’s successor and himself. 

All my thoughts were, however, diverted to channels of far 
deeper interest even than those in which my mind had of 
late been so tumultuously whirled along, when, on returning 
home, I found a note from Mrs. Ashleigh. She and Lilian 

had just come back to L sooner than she had led me to 

anticipate. Lilian had not seemed quite well the last day or 
two, and had been anxious to return. 


CHAPTER XXXVII. 

Let me recall it — softly, — softly! Let me recall that 
evening spent with her! — that evening, the last before dark- 
ness rose between us like a solid wall. 

It was evening, at the close of summer. The sun had set, 
the twilight was lingering still. We were in the old monastic 
garden, — garden so quiet, so cool, so fragrant. She was 
seated on a bench under the one great cedar-tree that rose 
sombre in the midst of the grassy lawn with its little para- 
dise of flowers. I had thrown myself on the sward at her 
feet; her hand so confidingly lay in the clasp of mine. I see 
her still, — how young, how fair, how innocent! 

Strange, strange ! So inexpressibly English ; so thoroughly 
the creature of our sober, homely life! The pretty delicate 
white robe that I touch so timorously, and the ribbon-knots 
of blue that so well become the soft colour of the fair cheek, 
the wavy silk of the brown hair! She is murmuring low her 
answer to my trembling question. 
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As well as when last we parted? Do yon love me as well 
still?’’ 

There is no /stilF written here,” said she, softly pressing 
her hand to her heart, “Yesterday is as to-morrow in the 
Forever.” 

“Ah, Lilian! if I could reply to you in words as akin to 
poetry as your own!” 

“ Fie ! you who aifect not to care for poetry ! ” 

“That was before you went away; before I missed you 
from iny eyes, from my life; before I was quite conscious 
how precious you were to me, more precious than common 
words can tell! Yes, there is one period in love when all 
men are poets, however the penury of their language may 
belie the luxuriance of their fancies. What would become of 
me if you ceased to love me? ” 

“Or of me, if you could cease to love?” 

'“And somehow it seems to me this evening as if my heart 
drew nearer to you, — nearer as if for shelter.” 

“It is sympathy,” said she, with tremulous eagerness, — 
“that sort of mysterious sympathy which I have often heard 
you deny or deride; for I, too, feel drawn nearer to you, as if 
there were a storm at hand. I was oppressed by an inde- 
scribable terror in returning home, and the moment I saw 
you there came a sense of protection.” 

Her head sank on my shoulder: we were silent some mo- 
ments ; then we both rose by the same involuntary impulse, 
and round her slight form I twined my strong arm of man. 
And now we are winding slow under the lilacs and acacias 
that belt the lawn. Lilian has not yet heard of the murder, 
which forma the one topic of the town, for all tales of vio- 
lence and blood afected her as they affect a fearful child. 
Mrs, Ashleigh, therefore, had judiciously concealed from her 
the letters and the journals by which the dismal news had 
been carried to herself. I need scarcely say that the grim 
subject was not broached by me. In fact, my own mind 
escaped from the events which had of late so perplexed and 
tormented it; the tranquillity of the scene, the bliss of 
Lilian’s presence, had begun to chase away even that 
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melanclioly foreboding which, had overshadowed me in the 
first moments of our reunion. So we came gradually to con- 
verse of the future, — of the day, not far distant, when we 
two should be as one. We planned our bridal excursion. 
We would visit the scenes endeared to her by song, to me b}? 
childhood, — the banks and waves of iny native Windermere, 
— our one brief holiday before life returned to labour, and 
hearts now so disquieted by hope and joy settled down to the 
calm serenity of home. 

As we thus talked, the moon, nearly rounded to her full, 
rose amidst skies without a cloud. We paused to gaze on 
her solemn haunting beauty, as where are the lovers wdio 
have not paused to gaze? We were then on the terrace walk, 
which commanded a view of the town below. Before us was 
a parapet wall, low on the garden side, but inaccessible on 
the outer side, forming part of a straggling irregular street 
that made one of the boundaries dividing Abbey Hill from 
Low Town. The lamps of the thoroughfares, in many a line 
and row beneath us, stretched far away, obscured, here and 
there, by intervening roofs and tall church towers. The hum 
of the city came to our ears, low and mellowed into a lulling 
sound. It was not displeasing to be reminded that there 
was a world without, as close and closer we drew each to 
each, — worlds to one another! Suddenly there carolled forth 
the song of a human voice,*— a wild, irregular, half-savage 
melody, foreign, uncomprehended words,— air and words not 
new to me. I recognized the voice and chant of Margrave. 
I started, and uttered an angry exclamation. 

“Hush!” whispered Lilian, and I felt her frame shiver 
within my encircling arm. “Hush! listen! Yes; I have 
heard that voice before — last night — ” 

“Last night! yon were not here; yon were more than a 
hundred miles away.” 

“I heard it in a dream! Hush, hush! ” 

The song rose louder; impossible to describe its effect, in 
the midst of the tranquil night, chiming over the serried roof- 
tops, and under the solitary moon. It was not like the artful 
song of man, for it was defective in the methodical harmony 
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of tune; it was not likfi the song of the wihl-bird, for it had 
no monotony in its sweetness : it was wandering and various 
as the sounds from an ^^'Jolian harp. But it affected the 
senses to a powerful degree, as in remote lands and in vast 
solitudes I have since found the note of the mocking-bird, 
suddenly heard, affects the listener half with delight, half 
with awe, as if some demon creature of the desert were 
mimicking man for its own merriment. The chant now had 
changed into an air of defying glee, of menacing exultation ; 
it might have been the triumphant war-song of some antique 
barbarian race. The note was sinister; a shadow passed 
through me, and Lilian had closed her eyes, and was sighing 
heavily; then with a rapid change, sweet as the coo with 
which an Arab mother lulls her ba.be to sleep, the melody 
died away. There, there, look.” murmured Lilian, moving 
from me, “the same I saw last night in sleep; the same I saw 
in the space above, on the evening I first knew you ! ” 

Her eyes were fixed, her hand raised; my look followed 
hers, and rested on the face and form of Margrave. The 
moon shone full upon him, so full as if concentrating all its 
light upon his image. The place on which he stood (a bal- 
cony to the upper story of a house about fifty yards distant) 
was considerably above the level of the terrace from which 
we gazed on him. His arms were folded on his breast, and 
he appeared to be looking straight towards us. Even at that 
distance, the lustrous youth of his countenance appeared to 
me terribly distinct, and the light of his wondrous eye 
seemed to rest upon us in one lengthened, steady ray through 
the limpid moonshine. Involuntarily I seized Lilian’s hand, 
and drew her away almost by force, for she was unwilling to 
move, and as I led her back, she turned her head to look 
round; I, too, turned in jealous rage! I breathed more freely. 
Margrave had disappeared! 

“How came he there? It is not his hotel. Whose house 
is it? I said aloud, though speaking to myself. 

Lilian remained silent, her eyes fixed upon the ground as 
if in deep revery. I took her hand; it did not return my 
pressure. I felt cut to the heart when she drew coldly from 
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me that hand, till then so frankly cordial. I stopped short: 
“Lilian, what is this? you are chilled towards me. Can the 
mere sound of that man's voice, the mere glimpse of that 
man's face, have—" I paused; I did not dare to complete 
my question. 

Lilian lifted her eyes to mine, and I saw at once in those 
eyes a change. Their look was cold; not haughty, but ab- 
stracted. “I do not understand you," she said, in a weary, 
listless accent. “It is growing late; I must go in." 

!So we walked on moodily, no longer arm in arm, nor hand 
in hand. Then it occurred to me that, the next day, Lilian 
would be in that narrow world of society; that there she 
could scarcely fail to hear of Margrave, to meet, to know him. 
Jealousy seized me with all its imaginary terrors, and amidst 
that jealousy, a nobler, purer apprehension for herself. Had 
I been Lilian's brother instead of her betrothed, I should not 
have trembled less to foresee the shadow of Margrave's mys- 
terious influence passing over a mind so predisposed to the 
charm which Mystery itself has for those whose thoughts 
fuse their outlines in fancies, whose world melts away into 
Dreamland. Therefore I spoke. 

“ Lilian, at the risk of offending you — alas ! I have never 
done so before this night — I must address to you a prayer 
which I implore you not to regard as the dictate of a sus- 
picion unworthy you and myself. The person whom you 
have just heard and seen is, at present, much courted in the 
circles of this town. I entreat you not to permit any one to 
introduce him to you. I entreat you not to know him. I 
cannot tell you all my reasons for this petition; enough that 
I pledge you my honour that those reasons are grave. Trust, 
then, in my truth, as I trust in yours. Be assured that I 
stretch not the rights which your heart has bestowed upon 
mine in the promise I ask, as I shall be freed from all fear 
by a promise which I know will be sacred when once it is 
given." 

“What promise?” asked Lilian, absently, as if she had not 
heard my words. 

“What promise? Why, to refuse all acquaintance with 
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that man 5 his name is Margrare. Promise me, dearest, 
promise me.'^ 

Why is your voice so changed? said Lilian. Its tone 
jars on my ear/^ she added, with a peevishness so nnlike her, 
that it startled me more than it offended; and without a word 
further, she quickened her pace, and entered the house. 

For the rest of the evening we were both taciturn and dis- 
tant towards each other. In vain Mrs. Ashleigh kindly 
sought to break down our mutual reserve. I felt that I had 
the right to be resentful, and I clung to that right the more 
because Lilian made no attempt at reconciliation. This, too, 
was wholly unlike herself, for her temper was ordinarily 
sweet, — sweet to the extreme of meekness; saddened if the 
slightest misunderstanding between us had ever vexed me, 
and yearning to ask forgiveness if a look or a word had 
pained me, I was in hopes that, before I went away, peace 
between us would be restored. But long ere her usual hour 
for retiring to rest, she rose abruptly, and, complaining of 
fatigue and headache, wished me good-night,” and avoided 
the hand I sorrowfully held out to her as I opened the door. 

“You must have been very unkind to poor Lilian,” said 
Mrs. Ashleigh, between jest and earnest, “for I never saw her 
so cross to you before. And the first day of her return, too ! ” 

“The fault is not mine,” said I, somewhat sullenly; “I 
did hut ask Lilian, and that as a humble prayer, not to make 
the acquaintance of a stranger in this town against whom t 
have reasons for distrust and aversion. I know not why that 
prayer should displease her.” 

“ FTor I. Who is the stranger? ” 

“A person who calls himself Margrave. Let me at least 
entreat you to avoid him!” 

“ Oh, I have no desire to make acquaintance with strangers. 
But, now Lilian is gone, do tell me all about this dreadful 
murder. The servants are full of it, and I cannot keep it 
long concealed from. Lilian. I was in hopes that you would 
have broken it to her.” 

I rose impatiently; I could not bear to talk thus of an 
event the tragedy of which was associated in my mind with 
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circumstances so mysterious. I became agitated and even 
angry when Mrs. Asbleigb persisted in rambling woman-like 
inquiries, — “Who was suspected of the deed? Who did I 
think had committed it? What sort of a man was Sir Philip? 
What was that strange story about a casket? ” Breaking from 
such interrogations, to which I could give but abrupt and eva- 
sive answers, I seized my hat and took my departure. 


CHAPTER XXXVIII, 


LETTER FROM ALLEN FENWICK TO LILIAN ASHLEIGH. 


I HAVE promised to go to Derval Court to-day, and shall not return, 
till to-morrow. I cannot bear the thought that so many hours should 
pass away with one feeling less kind than usual resting like a cloud 
upon you and me. Lilian, if I offended you, forgive me ! Send me one 
line to say so ! — one line which I can place next to my heart and cover 
with grateful kisses till we meet again ! 


scarcely know what you mean, nor do I quite understand my own 
state of mind at this moment. It cannot be that I love you less — and 
yet — hut I will not write more now. I feel glad that we shall not meet 
for the next day or so, and then I hope to he quite recovered. I am not 
well at this moment. Do not ask me to forgive you ; but if it is I who 
am in fault, forgive me, oh, forgive me, Allen ! ” 


And with this unsatisfactory note, not worn next to my 
heart, not covered with kisses, but thrust crumpled into my 
desk like a creditor’s unwelcome bill, I flung myself on 
my horse and rode to Derval Court. I am naturally proud; 
my pride came now to my aid. I felt bitterly indignant 
against Lilian, so indignant that I resolved on my return to 
say to her, “If in those words, ‘And yet,’ you implied a 
doubt whether you loved me less, I cancel your vows, I give 
you back your freedom.” And I could have passed from her 
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threshold witL a firm foot, though with the certainty that I 
should never smile again. 

Does her note seem to you who may read these pages to 
justify such resentment? Perhaps not. But there is an at- 
mosphere in the letters of the one we love which we alone — 
we who love — can feel, and in the atmosphere of that letter 
I felt the chill of the coming winter. 

I reached the park lodge of Derval Court late in the day. 
I had occasion to visit some patients whose houses lay scat 
tered many miles apart, and for that reason, as well as from 
the desire for some quick bodily exercise which is so natural 
an effect of irritable perturbation of mind, I had made the 
journey on horseback instead of using a carriage that I could 
not have got through the lanes and field-paths by which alone 
the work set to myself could be accomplished in time. 

Just as I entered the park, an uneasy thought seized hold 
of me with the strength which is ascribed to presentiments. 
I had passed through my study (which has been so elabo- 
rately described) to my stables, as I generally did when I 
wanted my saddle-horse, and, in so doing, had doubtless 
left open the gate to the iron palisade, and probably the win- 
dow of the study itself. I had been in this careless habit 
for several years, without ever once having cause for self- 
reproach. As I before said, there was nothing in my study 
to tempt a thief ; the study was shut out from the body of the 
house, and the servant sure at nightfall both to close the win- 
dow and lock the gate; yet now, for the first time, I felt an 
impulse, urgent, keen, and disquieting, to ride back to the 
town, and see those precautions taken. I could not guess 
why, but something whispered to me that my neglect had ex- 
posed me to some great danger. I even checked my horse 
and looked at my watch ; too late I — already just on the 
stroke of Strahan’s dinner-hour as fixed in his note; my 
horse, too, was fatigued and spent; besides, what folly! 
what bearded man can believe in the warnings of a “pre- 
sentiment”? I pushed on, and soon halted before the old- 
fashioned flight of stairs that led up to the Hall. Here I 
was accosted by the old steward; he had just descended the 
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stall's, iuid as I dismounted he thrust his arm into mine un- 
ceremoniously, and drew me a little aside. 

“Doctor, I was right; it ioas his ghost that I saw by the 
iron door of the mausoleum. I saw it again at the same place 
last night, but I had no fit then. Justice on his murderer! 
Blood for blood! ” 

“ Ay ! '■ said I, sternly; for if I suspected Margrave before, 
I felt convinced now that the inexpiable deed was his. 
Wherefore convinced? Simply because I now hated him 
more, and hate is so easily convinced! “Lilian! Lilian!?’ I 
murmured to myself that name; the flame of my hate was fed 
by my jealousy. “ Ay! ” said I, sternly, “murder will out.” 

“Wliat are the police about?” said the old man, queru- 
lously; “(lays piiss on days, and no nearer the truth. But 
what does the new owner care? He has the rents and acres; 
what does he care for the dead? I will never serve another 
master. I have just told Mr. Strahan so. How do I know 
whether he did not do the deed? Who else had an interest 
in it? ” 

“Hush, hush! ” I cried; “you do not know how wildly you 
are talking.” 

The old man stared at me, shook his head, released my 
arm, and strode away. 

A labouring man came out of the garden, and having un- 
buckled the saddle-bags, which contained the few things re- 
quired for so short a visit, I consigned my horse to his care, 
and ascended the perron. The old housekeeper met me in 
the hall, and conducted me up the great staircase, showed me 
into a bedroom prepared for me, an<l told me that Mr. Strahan 
was already waiting dinner for me. I should find him in the 
study. I hastened to join him. He began apologizing, very 
unnecessarily, for the state of his establishment. He had as 
yet engaged no new servants. The housekeeper with the 
help of a housemaid did all the work. 

Eichard Strahan at college had been as little distinguish- 
able from other young men as a youth neither rich nor poor, 
neither clever nor stupid, neither handsome nor ugly, neither 
Midacious sinner nor formal saint, possibly could be. 
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Yet, to those who understood him well, he was not without 
gome of those moral qualities by which a youth of mediocre 
intellect often matures into a superior man. 

He was, as Sir Philip had been rightly informed, thor- 
oughly honest and upright. But with a strong sense of duty, 
there was also a certain latent hardness. He was not indul- 
gent. He had outward frankness with acquaintances, but 
was easily roused to suspicion. He had much of the thrifti- 
ness. and self-denial of the North countryman, and I have no 
doubt that he had lived with calm content and systematic 
economy on an income which made him, as a bachelor, inde- 
pendent of his nominal profession, but would not have suf- 
ficed, in itself, for the fitting maintenance of a wife and 
family. He was, therefore, still single. 

It seems to me even during the few minutes in which we 
conversed before dinner was announced, that his character 
showed a new phase with his new fortunes. He talked in a 
grandiose style of the duties of station and the woes of 
wealth. He seemed to be very much afraid of spending, and 
still more appalled at the idea of being cheated. His temper, 
too, was ruffled; the steward had given him notice to quit. 
Mr. Jeeves, who had spent the morning with him, had said 
the steward would be a great loss, and a steward at once sharp 
and honest was not to be easily found. 

What trifles can embitter the possession of great goods! 
Strahan had taken a fancy to the old house; it was conform- 
able to his notions, both of comfort and pomp, and Sir Philip 
had expressed a desire that the old house should be pulled 
down. Strahan had inspected the plans for the new mansion 
to which Sir Philip had referred, and the plans did not please 
him ; on the contrary, they terrified. 

^Meeves says that I could not build such a house under 
£70,000 or £80,000, and then it will require twice the estab- 
lishment which will suffice for this. I shall be ruined,” cried 
the man who had just come into possession of at least ten 
thousand a year. 

“Sir Philip did not enjoin you to pull down the old house; 
he only advised you to do so. Perhaps he thought the site 
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less healtRy than that which he proposes for a new building, 
or was aware of some other drawback to the house, which you 
may discover later. Wait a little and see before deciding,” 

“But, at all eyents, I suppose I must pull down this curi- 
ous old room, — the nicest part of the old house! ” 

Strahan, as he spoke, looked wistfully round at the quaint 
oak chimneypiece ; the carved ceiling; the well-built solid 
walls, with the large mullion casement, opening so pleasantly 
on the sequestered gardens. He had ensconced himself in 
Sir Philip ^s study, the chamber in which the once famous 
mystic, Porman, had found a refuge. 

“So cozey a room for a single man!” sighed Strahan. 
“Near the stables and dog-kennels, too! But I suppose I 
must pull it down. I am not bound to do so legally ; it is no 
condition of the will. But in honour and gratitude I ought 
not to disobey poor Sir Philipps positive injunction.” 

“Of that,” said I, gravely, “there cannot be a doubt.” 

Here our conversation was interrupted by Mrs. Gates, who 
informed us that dinner was served in the library. Wine 
of great age was brought from the long neglected cellars; 
Strahan filled and re-filled his glass, and, warmed into hilar- 
ity, began to talk of bringing old college friends around him 
in the winter season, and making the roof-tree ring with 
laughter and song once more. 

Time wore away, and night had long set in, when Strahan 
at last rose from the table, his speech thick and his tongue 
unsteady. We returned to the study, and I reminded my host 
of the special object of my visit to him, — namely, the inspec- 
tion of Sir Philip’s manuscript. 

“It is tough reading,” said Strahan; “better put it off till 
to-morrow. You will stay here two or three days.” 

“No; I must return to L to-morrow. I cannot absent 

myself from my patients. And it is the more desirable that 
no time should be lost before examining the contents of the 
manuscript, because probably they may give some clew to the 
detection of the murderer.” 

“Why do you think that?” cried Strahan, startled from 
the drowsiness that was creeping over him. 
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''Beeanse the mannseript Biay show that Sir Philip had 
some enemy, — and who but an enemy could have had a mo- 
tive for such a crime? Come, bring forth the book. You of 
all men are bound to be alert in every research that may 
guide the retribution of justice to the assassin of your 
benefactor.’' 

Yes, yes. I will offer a reward of ^6,000 for the discov- 
ery, Allen, that wretched old steward had the insolence to 
tell me that I was the only man in the world who could have 
an interest in the death of his master ; and he looked at me 
as if he thought that I had committed the crime. You are 
right; it becomes me, of all men, to be alert. The assassin 
must be found. He must hang.” 

While thus speaking, Strahan had risen, unlocked a desk, 
which stood on one of the safes, and drawn forth a thick vol- 
ume, the contents of which were protected by a clasp and 
lock. Strahan proceeded to open this lock by one of a bunch 
of keys, which he said had been found on Sir Philip’s 
person. 

There, Allen, this is the memoir. I need not tell you 
what store I place on it,— not, between you and me, that I 
expect it will warrant poor Sir Philip’s high opinion of his 
own scientific discoveries ; that part of his letter seems to me 
very queer, and very flighty. But he evidently set his heart 
on the publication of his work, in part if not in whole ; and, 
naturally, I must desire to comply with a wish so distinctly 
intimated by one to whom I owe so much. I beg you, there- 
fore, not to be too fastidious. Some valuable hints in medi- 
cine, I have reason to believe, the manuscript will contain, 
and those may help you in your profession, Allen.” 

You have reason to believe! Why?” 

'^Oh, a charming young fellow, who, with most of the 

other gentry resident at L called on me at my hotel, told 

me that he had travelled in the East, and had there heard 
much of Sir Philip’s knowledge of chemistry, and the cures 
it had enabled him to perform.” 

You speak of Mr. Margrave. He called on you?’* 

"Yes.” 
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*^You did not, I trust, mention to him the ■ existence of Sir 
Philipps manuscript.” 

Indeed I did; and I said you had promised to examine it. 
He seemed delighted at that, and spoke most highly of your 
peculiar fitness for the task.” 

^‘Give me the manuscript,” said I, abruptly, ^^and after I 
have looked at it to-night, I may have something to say to 
you to-morrow in reference to Mr. Margrave.” 

“There is the book,” said Strahan; “I have just glanced at 
it, and find much of it written in Latin ; and I am ashamed to 
say that I have so neglected the little Latin I learned in our 
college days that I could not construe what I looked at,” 

I sat down and placed the book before me; Strahan fell 
into a doze, from which he was wakened by the housekeeper, 
who brought in the tea-things. 

“Well,” said Strahan, languidly, “do you find much in the 
book that explains the many puzzling riddles in poor Sir 
Philip’s eccentric life and pursuits?” 

“Yes,” said I, “Do not interrupt me.” 

Strahan again began to doze, and the housekeeper asked if 
we should want anything more that night, and if I thought I 
could find my way to my bedroom. 

I dismissed her impatiently, and continued to read. 

Strahan woke up again as the clock struck eleven, and find- 
ing me still absorbed in the manuscript, and disinclined to 
converse, lighted his candle, and telling me to replace the 
manuscript in the desk when I had done with it, and be sure 
to lock the desk and take charge of the key, which he took 
ofi the bunch and gave me, went upstairs, yawning. 

I was alone in the wizard Por man’s chamber, and bending 
over a stranger record than had ever excited my infant won- 
der, or, in later years, provoked my sceptic smile. 
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CHAPTEE XXXIX. 

The Manuscript was written in a small and peculiar hand* 
writing, wiiicli, though evidently by the same person whose 
letter to Strahan I had read, was, whether from haste or some 
imperfection in the ink, much more hard to decipher. Those 
parts of the Memoir which related to experiments, or alleged 
secrets in Nature, that the writer intimated a desire to sub- 
mit exclusively to scholars or men of science, were in Latin, 
— and Latin which, though grammatically correct, was fre- 
quently obscure. But all that detained the eye and attention 
on the page necessarily served to impress the contents more 
deeply on remembrance. 

The narrative commenced with the writer ^s sketch of his 
childhood. Both his parents had died before he attained his 
seventh year. The orphan had been sent by his guardians to 
a private school, and his holidays had been passed at Derval 
Court. Here his earliest reminiscences were those of the 
quaint old room, in which I now sat, and of his childish won- 
der at the inscription on the chimneypiece — who and what 
was the Simon Forman who had there found a refuge from 
persecution? Of what nature were the studies he had culti- 
vated, and the discoveries he boasted to have made? 

When he was about sixteen, Philip Derval had begun to 
read the many mystic books which the library contained j but 
without other result on his mind than the sentiment of dis- 
appointment and disgust. The impressions produced on the 
credulous imagination of childhood vanished. He went to 
the University; was sent abroad to travel: and on his return 
took that place in the circles of London which is so readily 
conceded to a young idler of birth and fortune. He passed 
quickly over that period of his life, as one of extravagance 
and dissipation, from which he was first drawn by the attach- 
ment for his cousin to which his letter to Strahan referred. 
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Disa/ppoiiittid in th© liop^s whicli aflectioxi had ooncciTodj 
and his fortune impaired, partly by some years of reckless 
profusion, and partly by the pecuniary sacrifices at which he 
had effected his cousin’s marriage with another, he retired to 
Derval Court, to lire there in solitude and seclusion. On 
searching for some old title-deeds required for a mortgage, 
he chanced upon a collection of manuscripts much discoloured, 
and, in part, eaten away by moth or damp. These, on exami- 
nation, proved to be the writings of Forman. Some of them 
were astrological observations and predictions ; some were 
upon the nature of the Cabbala; some upon the invocation of 
spirits and the magic of the dark ages. All had a certain in- 
terest, for they were interspersed with personal remarks, an- 
ecdotes of eminent actors in a very stirring time, and were 
composed as Colloquies, in imitation of Erasmus, — the sec- 
ond person in the dialogue being Sir Miles Derval, the patron 
and pupil; the first person being Forman, the philosopher and 
expounder. 

But along with these shadowy lucubrations were treatises 
of a more uncommon and a more startling character, — dis 
oussions on various occult laws of nature, and detailed ac- 
counts of analytical experiments. These opened a new, and 
what seemed to Sir Philip a practical, field of inquiry, — a 
true border “land between natural science and imaginative 
speculation. Sir Philip had cultivated philosophical science 
at the University; he resumed the study, and tested himself 
the truth of various experiments suggested by Forman. Some, 
to his surprise, proved sueeess;ful, some wholh?* failed. These 
lucubrations first tempted the writer of the memoir towards 
the studies in which the remainder of his life had been con- 
sumed. But he spoke of the lucubrations themselves as valu- 
able only where suggestive of some truths which Forman had 
accidentally approached, without being aware of their true 
nature and importance. They were debased by absurd pueri- 
lities, and vitiated by the vain and presumptuous ignorance 
which characterized the astrology of the middle ages. For 
these reasons the writer intimated his intention (if he lived 
to return to England) to destroy Forman's manuscripts, to- 
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getlier with sundry other books, and a few commentaries of 
his ow^ii upon studies which had for a while misled him, — all 
now deposited in the safes of the room in which I sat. 

After some years passed in the retirement of Derval Court, 
Sir Idiilip was seized with the desire to travel, and the taste 
he had imbibed for occult studies led him towards those East- 
ern lands in which they took their origin, and still retain 
their professors. 

Several pages of the manuscript were now occupied with 
minute statements of the writer’s earlier disappointment in 
the objects of his singular research. The so-called magicians, 
accessible to the curiosity of European travellers, were either 
but ingenious jugglers, or produced effects that perplexed 
him by practices they had mechanically learned, but of the 
rationale of which they were as ignorant as himself. It was 
not till he had resided some considerable time in the East, 
and acquired a familiar knowledge of its current languages 
and the social habits of its various populations, that he be- 
came acquainted with men in whom he recognized earnest 
cultivators of the lore which tradition ascribes to the colleges 
and priesthoods of the ancient world, — men generally living 
remote from others, and seldom to be bribed by money to ex- 
hibit their marvels or divulge their secrets. In his inter- 
course with these sages, Sir Philip arrived at the conviction 
that there does exist an art of magic, distinct from the guile 
of the conjuror, and applying to certain latent powers and 
affinities in nature, — a philosophy akin to that which we re- 
ceive in our acknowledged schools, inasmuch as it is equally 
based on experiment, and produces from definite causes defi- 
nite results. In support of this startling proposition, Sir 
Philip now devoted more than half his volume to the details 
of various experiments, to the process and result of which he 
pledged his guarantee as the actual operator. As most of 
these alleged experiments appeared to me wholly incredible, 
and as all of them were xxnfamiliar to my practical experi- 
ence, and could only be verified or falsified by tests that would 
require no inconsiderable amount of time and care, I passed 
with little heed over the pages in which they were set fortlu 
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I was impatient to arrive at that part of the manuscript which 
might throw light on the mystery in which my interest was 
the keenest. What were the links which connected the ex- 
istence of Margrave with the history of Bir Philip Derval? 
Thus hurrying on, page after page, I suddenly, towards the 
end of the volume, came upon a name that arrested all my 
attention, — Haroun of Aleppo. He who has read the w'ords 
addressed to me in my trance may well conceive the thrill 
that shut through my heart when I came upon that name, and 
will readily understand how much more vividly my memory 
retains that part of the manuscript to which I now proceed, 
than all which had gone before. 

“ It was,” wrote Sir Philip, in an obscure suburb of Aleppo that I 
at length met with the wonderful man from whom I have acquired a 
knowledge immeasurably more profound and occult than that which 
may be tested in the experiments to which I have devoted so large a 
share of this memoir. Haroun of Aleppo had, indeed, mastered every 
secret in nature which the nobler, or theurgic, magic seeks to fathom. 

*‘Hehad discovered the great Principle of Animal Life, which had 
hitherto bafSed the subtlest anatomist. Provided only that the great 
organs were not irreparably destroyed, there was no disease that he 
could not cure; no decrepitude to which he could not restore vigour: 
yet his science was based on the same theory as that espoused by the 
best professional practitioner of medicine, — namely, that the true art of 
healing is to assist nature to throw off the disease; to summon, as it 
were, the whole system to eject the enemy that has fastened on a part. 
And thus his processes, though occasionally varying in the means em- 
ployed, all combined in tliivS, — namely, the re-in vigourating and recruit- 
ing of the principle of life.” 

Ko one knevf the birth or origin of Haroun ; no one knew 
his age. In outward appearance, he was in the strength and 
prime of mature manhood; but, according to testimonies in 
which the writer of the memoir expressed a belief that, I 
need scarcely say, appeared to me egregiously credulous, 
Haroun existence under the same name, and known by the 
same repute, could be traced back to more than a hundred 
years. He told Sir Philip that he had thrice renewed bis 
own life, and bad resolved to do so no more; be bad grown 
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weary of living on. With all his gifts, Haroun owned him- 
self to be consnmed by a profound melancholy. He com- 
plained that there was nothing new to him under the sun; he 
said that, while he had at his command luilimited wealth, 
wealth had ceased to bestow enjoyment, and he preferred 
living as simply as a peasant; he had tired out all the affec- 
tions and all the passions of the human heart; he was in the 
universe as in a solitude. In a word, Haroun would often 
repeat, with mournful solemnity: ‘‘The soul is not meant to 
inhabit this earth and in fleshy tabernacle for more than the 
period usually assigned to mortals; and when by art in re- 
pairing the walls of the body we so retain it, the soul re- 
pines, becomes inert or dejected. He only,” said Haroun, 
‘‘would feel continued joy in continued existence who could 
preserve in perfection the sensual part of man, with such 
mind or reason as may be independent of the spiritual essence, 
but whom soul itself has quitted! — man, in short, as the 
grandest of the animals, but without the sublime discontent 
of earth, which is the peculiar attribute of soul.” 

One evening Sir Philip was surprised to find at Haroun^s 
house another European. He paused in his narrative to de- 
scribe this man. He said that for three or four years previ- 
ously he had heard frequent mention, amongst the cultivators 
of magic, of an orientalized Englishman engaged in researches 
similar to his own, and to whom was ascribed a terrible 
knowledge in those branches of the art which, even in the 
East, are condemned as instrumental to evil. Sir Philip here 
distinguished at length, as he had so briefly distinguished in 
his conversation with me, between the two kinds of magic, — 
that which he alleged to be as pure from sin as any other 
species of experimental knowledge, and that by which the 
agencies of witchcraft are invoked for the purposes of guilt. 

The Englishman, to whom the culture of this latter and 
darker kind of magic was ascribed, Sir Philip Derval had 
never hitherto come across. He now met him at the house 
of Haroun; decrepit, emaciated, bowed down with infirmities, 
and racked with pain. Though little more than sixty, his 
aspect was that of extreme old age; but still on his face there 
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■were seen tlie ruins of a once singular beauty, and still, in 
his mind, there was a force that contrasted the decay of the 
body. Sir Philip had never met with an intellect more pow- 
erful and more corrupt. The son of a notorious usurer, heir 
to immense, wealth, and endowed with the talents which jus- 
tify ambition, he had entered upon life burdened with the 
odium of his father’s name. A duel, to which he had been 
provoked by an ungenerous taunt on his origin, but in which 
a temperament fiercely vindictive had led him to violate the 
usages prescribed by the social laws that regulate such en- 
counters, had subjected him to a trial in which he escaped 
conviction either by a flaw in the technicalities of legal pro- 
cedure, or by the compassion of the jury; ^ but the moral 

1 The reader will here observe a discrepaiicv between Mrs. Foynty/s ac- 
count and Sir Philip DervaFs narrative. According to the former, Louis 
Grayle was tried in his absence from England, and sentenced to three years’ 
imprisonment, which his flight enabled him to evade. According to the latter, 
Louis Grayle stood his trial, and obtained an acquittal. Sir Philip’s account 
must, at least, be nearer the truth than the lady’s, because Louis Grayle could 
not, according to English law, have been tried on a capital charge without 
being present in court. Mrs. Poyntz tells her story as a woman generally does 
tell a story, — sure to make a mistake when she touches on a question of law ; 
and— -unconsciously perhaps to herself the Woman of the World warps 
the facts in her narrative so as to save the personal dignity of the hero, who 
has captivated her interest, not from the moral odium of a great crime, hut 
the debasing position of a prisoner at the bar. Allen Fenwick, no doubt, pur- 
posely omits to notice the discrepancy between these two statements, or to 
animadvert on the mistake which j in the eyes of a lawyer, would discredit 
Mrs. Poyutz’s. It is consistent with some of the objects for which Allen 
Fenwick makes public his Strange Story, to invite the reader to draw his own 
inferences from the contradictions by which, even in the most commonplace 
matters (and how much more in any tale of wonder!}, a fact stated by one 
person is made to differ from the same fact stated by another. The rapidity 
with which a truth becomes transformed into fable, when it is once sent on 
its travels from lip to lip, is illustrated by an amusement at this nnjment in 
fashion. The amusement is this : In a party of eight or ten persons, let one 
whisper to another an account of some supposed transaction, or a pie( 5 e of in- 
vented gossip relating to absent persons, dead or alive; let the person, who 
thus first hears the story, proceed to whisper it, as exactly as he can remem- 
ber what he has just heard, to the next ; the next does the same to his neigh- 
bour, and so on, till the tale has run the round of the party. Each narrator, 
as soon as he has whispered his version of the tale, writes down what he has 
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presumptions against him were sufficiently strong to set an 
indelible brand on Ms honour, and an insurmountable barrier 
to the hopes which his early ambition had conceived. After 
this trial he had quitted his country, to return to it no more. 
Thericieforth, much of his life had been passed out of sight or 
conjecture of civilized men in remote regions and amongst 
barbarous tribes. At intervals, however, he had reappeared 
in European capitals ; shunned by and shunning his equals, 
surrounded by parasites, amongst whom were always to be 
found men of considerable learning, whom avarice or poverty 
subjected to the influences of his wealth. For the last nine 
or ten years he had settled in Persia, purchased extensive 
lands, maintained the retinue, and exercised more than the 
power of an Oriental prince. Such was the man who, prema- 
turely worn out, and assured by physicians that he had not 
six weeks of life, had come to Aleppo with the gaudy escort 
of an Eastern satrap, had caused himself to be borne in his 
litter to the mud-hut of Haroun the Sage, and now called on 
the magician, in whose art was his last hope, to reprieve him 
from the — grave. 

He turned round to Sir Philip, when the latter entered the 
room, and exclaimed in English, I am here because you are. 
Your intimacy with this man was known to me. I took your 
character as the guarantee of his own. Tell me that I am no 
credulous dupe. Tell him that I, Louis Grayle, am no needy 
petitioner. Tell me of his wisdom; assure him of my 
wealth.’* 

whispered. And though, iu this game, no one has had any interest to inisrepre- 
sent, but, on the contrary, each for his own credit^s sake strives to repeat what 
he has heard as faithfully as he can, it will be almost invariably found that the 
story told by the first person has received the most material alterations before 
it has reached the eighth or the tenth. Sometimes the most important feature 
of the whole narrative is altogether omitted ; sometimes a feature altogether 
new and preposterously absurd has been added. At the close of the experi- 
ment one is tempted to exclaim, How, after this, can any of those portions 
of history which the chronicler took from hearsay be believed ? ” But, above 
all, does not every anecdote of scandal which has passed, not through ten lips, 
but perhaps through ten thousand, before it has reached us, become quite a« 
perplexing to him who would get at the truth, as the marvels he recounts are 
to the bewildered reason of Fenwick the Sceptic ? 
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Sir Philip looked inquiringly at Haroun, who remained 
seated on his carpet in profound silence, 

“ What is it you ask of Haroun? 

^‘To live on — to live on! For every year of life he can 
give me, I will load these floors with gold.” 

‘^Gold will not tempt Haroun.” 

What will?” 

^‘Ask him yourself; you speak his language.” 
have asked him; he vouchsafes me no answer,” 

Haroun here suddenly roused himself as from a revery. 
He drew from under his robe a small phial, from which he 
let fall a single drop into a cup of water, and said, Drink 
this ; send to me to-morrow for such medicaments as I may pre- 
scribe, Eeturn hither yourself in three days ; not before I ” 

When Grayle was gone, Sir Philij>, moved to pity, asked 
Haroun if, indeed, it were within the compass of his art to 
preserve life in a frame that appeared so thoroughly ex- 
hausted. Haroun answered, A fever may so waste the lamp 
of life that one ruder gust of air could extinguish the flame, 
yet the sick man recovers. This sick man’s existence has 
been one long fever; this sick man can recover.” 

‘‘You will aid him to do so?” 

“Three days hence I will tell you.” 

On the third day Grayle revisited Haroun, and, at Haroun’s 
request, Sir Philip came also. Grayle declared that he had 
already derived unspeakable relief from the remedies admin- 
istered ; he was lavish in expressions of gratitude ; pressed large 
gifts on Haroun, and seemed pained when they were refused. 
This time Haroun conversed freely, drawing forth Grayle’s 
own irregular, perverted, stormy, but powerful intellect. 

I can best convey the general nature of Grayle ’s share in 
the dialogue between himself, Haroun, and Derval — recorded 
in the narrative in words which I cannot trust my memory to 
repeat in detail — by stating the effect it produced on my own 
mind. It seemed, while I read, as if there passed before me 
some convulsion of Kature, — a storm, an earthquake, — out- 
cries of rage, of scorn, of despair, a despot’s vehemence of 
will, a rebel’s scoff at authority; yet, ever and anon, some 
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swell of lofty thought some burst of passionate genius, — 
abrupt variations from the vaunt of superb defiance to the 
wail of intense remorse. 

The whole had in it, I know not what of uncouth but 
colossal,— like the chant, in the old lyrical tragedy, of one 
of those mythical giants, who, proud of descent from Kight 
and Chaos, had held sway over the elements, wdiile still crude 
and conllicting, to be crashed under the rocks, upheaved in 
their struggle, as Order and Harmony subjected a brighten- 
ing Cremation to the milder influences throned in Olympus. 
But it was not till tiie later passages of the dialogue in which 
my interest was now absorbed, that the language ascribed to 
this sinister personage lost a gloomy pathos not the less im- 
pressive for the awe with which it was mingled. For, till 
then, it seemed to me as if in that tempestuous nature there 
were still broken glimpses of starry light} that a character 
originally lofty, if irregular and fierce, had been embittered 
by early and continuous war with the social world, and had, 
in that war, become maimed and distorted; that, under hap- 
pier circumstances, its fiery strength might have been dis- 
ciplined to good; that even now, where remorse was so 
evidently poignant, evil could not be irredeemably confirmed. 

At length all the dreary compassion previously inspired 
vanished in one unqualified abhorrence. 

The subjects discussed changed from those which, relating 
to the common world of men, were within the scope of my 
reason. Haroun led his wild guest to boast of his own pro- 
ficiency in magic, and, despite my incredulity, I could not 
overcome the shudder with which fictions, however extrava- 
gant, that deal with that dark Unknown abandoned to the 
chimeras of poets, will, at night and in solitxide, send through 
the veins of men the least accessible to imaginary terrors. 

Grayle spoke of the power he had exercised through the 
agency of evil spirits, — a power to fascinate and to destroy. 
He spoke of the aid revealed to him, now too late, which such 
direful allies could afford, not only to a private revenge, but 
to a kingly ambition. Had he acquired the knowledge he de- 
clared himself to possess before the feebleness of the decaying 
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body made it valueless, bow be could have triumpbed over 
that world wbicb bad expelled bis youth from its pale! He 
spoke of means by wbicb bis influence could work undetected 
on the minds of others, control agencies that could never be- 
tray, and baffle the justice that could never discover. He 
spoke vaguely of a power by wbicb a spectral reflection of the 
material body could be cast, like a shadow, to a distance; 
glide through the walls of a prison, elude the sentinels of a 
camp,-— a power that be asserted to be— when enforced by 
concentrated will, and acting oh the mind, where in each in- 
dividual temptation found mind the weakest — almost infal- 
lible in its effect to seduce or to appall. And he closed these 
and similar boasts of demoniacal arts, which I remember too 
obscurely to repeat, with a tumultuous imprecation on their 
nothingness to avail against the gripe of death. All this lore 
be would communicate to Haroun, in return for what? A 
boon shared by the meanest peasant, — life, common life; to 
breathe yet a while the air, feel yet a while the sun. 

Then Haroun replied. He said, with a quiet disdain, that 
the dark art to wbicb Grayle made such boastful pretence was 
the meanest of all abuses of knowledge, rightly abandoned, 
in all ages, to the vilest natures. And then, suddenly chang- 
ing bis tone, be spoke, so far as I can remember the words 
assigned to him in the manuscript, to this effect, — 

Fallen and unhappy wretch, and you ask me for prolonged 
life ! — a prolonged curse to the world and to yourself. Shall 
I employ spells to lengthen the term of the Pestilence, or 
profane the secrets of Nature to restore vigour and youth to 
the failing energies of Crime? ” 

Grayle, as if stunned by the rebuke, fell on his knees with 
despairing entreaties that strangely contrasted bis previous 
arrogance. ^CAnd it was,'’ be said, because bis life bad been 
evil that be dreaded death. If life could be renewed be would 
repent, he would change; be retracted bis vaunts, be would 
forsake the arts be bad boasted, be would re-enter the world 
as its benefactor.’’ 

So ever the wicked man lies to himself when appalled by 
the shadow of death,” answered Haroun. ‘‘But know, by the 
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remorse whicli preys on thy soul, that it is not thy soul that 
addresses this prayer to me. Couldst thou hear, through the 
storms of the Mind, the SouEs melancholy whisj^er, it would 
dissuade thee from a wish to live on. While I speak, i be- 
hold it, that Soul, — sad for the stains on its essence, awed 
by the aeeount it must render, but dreading, as the direst 
oalaiiiity, a renewal of years below, darker stains and yet 
heavier accounts! Whatever the sentence it may now un- 
dergo, it has a hope for mercy in the remorse which the mind 
vainly struggles to quell. But darker its doom if longer re- 
tained to earth, yoked to the mind that corrupts it, and en- 
slaved to the senses which thou bidst me restore to their 
tyrannous forces.’" 

And Grayle bowed his head and covered his face with his 
hands in silence and in trembling. 

Then Sir Philip, seized with compassion, pleaded for him. 
At least, could not the soul have longer time on earth for 
repentance? ” And while Sir Philip was so pleading, Grayle 
fell prostrate in a swoon like that of death. When he recov- 
ered, his head was leaning on Haroun’s knee, and his opening 
eyes fixed on the glittering phial which Haroun held, and 
from which his lips had been moistened, 

“ Wondrous I ” he murmured: ‘^how I feel life bowing back 
to me. And that, then, is the elixir! it is no fable! "" 

His hands stretched greedily as to seize the phial, and he 
cried imploringly, More, more ! ” Haroun replaced the ves- 
sel in the folds of his robe, and answered, — 

“ I will not renew thy youth, but I will release thee from 
bodily suffering : I will leave the mind and the soul free from 
the pangs of the flesh, to reconcile, if yet possible, their long 
war. skill may afford thee months yet for repentance; 

seek, in thaf interval, to atone for the evil of sixty years; 
apply thy wealth where it may most compensate for injury 
done, most relieve the indigent, and most aid the virtuous. 
Listen to thy remorse; humble thyself in prayer."" 

Grayle departed, sighing heavily and muttering to himself. 
The next day Haroun summoned Sir Philip Derval, and said 
to him, — 


. 
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^‘Depart to Damascus. In that city tke Pestilence has ap- 
peared. Go thither thou, to heal and to save. In this casket 
are stored the surest antidotes to the poison of the plague. 
Of that essence, undiluted and pure, which tempts to the un- 
due prolongation of soul in the prison of flesh, this casket 
contains not a drop. I curse not my friend with so mournful 
a boon. Thou hast learned enough of my art to know by 
what simples the health of the temperate is easily restored to 
its balance, and their path to the grave smoothed from pain. 
Not more should Man covet from Nature for the solace and 
weal of the body. Nobler gifts far than aught for the body 
this casket contains. Herein are the essences which quicken 
the life of those duplicate senses that lie dormant and coiled 
in their chrysalis web, awaiting the wings of a future devel- 
opment, — the senses by which \ve can see, though not with 
the eye, and hear, but not by the ear. Herein are the links 
between Man^s mind and Nature’s ; herein are secrets more 
precious even than these,-— those extracts of light which en- 
able the Soul to distinguish itself from the Mind, and dis- 
criminate the spiritual life, not more from life carnal than 
life intellectual. Where thou seest some noble intellect, 
studious of Nature, intent upon Truth, yet ignoring the fact 
that all animal life has a mind and Man alone on the earth 
ever asked, and has asked, from the hour his step trod the 
earth, and his eye sought the Heaven, ^Have I not a soul; can 
it perish? ’ — there, such aids to the soul, in the innermost 
vision vouchsafed to the mind, thou inayst lawfully use. But 
the treasures contained in this casket are like all which a 
mortal can win from the mines he explores, — good or ill in 
their uses as they pass to the hands of the good or the evil. 
Thou wilt never confide them but to those who will not abuse! 
and even then, thou art an adept too versed in the mysteries 
of Nature not to discriminate between the powers that may 
serve the good to good ends, and the powers that may tempt 
the good — where less wise than experience has made thee 
and me — to the ends that are evil; and not even to thy friend 
the most virtuous — if less proof against passion than thou 
and I have become — wilt thou confide such contents of the 
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casket as may work ou the faiicy> to deafen the conscience 
and imperil the 

Sir Ehilip took the casket, and with it directions for use, 
which he did not detail. He then spoke to Haroun about 
Louis Grayle, who had inspired him with a mingled senti- 
ment of admiration and abhorrence, of pity and terror. And 
Haroun answered thus, repeating the words ascribed to him, 
so far as I can trust, in regard to them — as to all else in this 
marvellous narrative — to a memory habitually tenacious even 
in ordinary matters, and strained to the utmost extent of its 
pow'er, by the strangeness of the ideas presented to it, and 
the intensity of my personal interest in whatever admitted a 
ray into that cloud which, gathering fast over my reason, 
now threatened storm to my affections, — 

‘‘ When the mortal deliberately allies himself to the spirits 
of evil, he surrenders the citadel of his being to the guard of 
its enemies ; and those who look from without can only dimly 
guess what passes within the precincts abandoned to Powers 
whose very nature we shrink to contemplate, lest our mere 
gaze should invite them. This man, whom thou pitiest, is 
not yet everlastingly consigned to the fiends, because his soul 
still struggles against them. His life has been one long war 
between his intellect, which is mighty, and his spirit, which 
is feeble. The intellect, armed and winged by the passions, 
has besieged and oppressed the soul; but the soul has never 
ceased to repine and to repent. And at moments it has gained 
its inherent ascendancy, persuaded revenge to drop the prey it 
had seized, turned the mind astray from hatred and wrath into 
unwonted paths of charity and love. In the long desert of guilt, 
there have been green spots and fountains of good. The 
fiends have occupied the intellect which invoked them, but 
they have never yet thoroughly mastered the soul which their 
presence appalls. In the struggle that now passes within 
that breast, amidst the flickers of waning mortality, only 
Allah, whose eye never slumbers, can aid.’’ 

Haroun then continued, in words yet more strange and yet 
more deeply graved in my memory, — 

There have been men (thou mayst have known such), 
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who, after aix illness in which life itself seemed suspended, 
have arisen, as out of a sleep, witii characters wholly changed. 
Before, perhaps, gentle and good and truthful, they now be- 
come hitter, malignant, and false. To the persons and the 
things they had before loved, they evince repugnance and 
loathing. Sometimes this change is so marked and irrational 
that their kindred ascribe it to madness,— not the madness 
which affects them in the ordinary business of life, but that 
which turns into harshness and discord the moral harmony 
that results from natures whole and complete. But there are 
dervishes who hold that in that illness, which had for its time 
the likeness of death, the soul itself has passed away, and an 
evil genius has fixed itself into the body and the brain, thus 
left void of their former tenant, and animates them in the 
unaccountable change from the past to the present existence. 
Such mysteries have formed no part of my study, and I tell 
you the conjecture received in the East without hazarding a 
comment whether of incredulity or belief. But if, in this 
war between the mind which the fiends have seized, and the 
soul which implores refuge of Allah; if, while the mind of 
yon traveller now covets life lengthened on earth for the en- 
joyments it had perverted its faculties to seek and to find in 
sin, and covets so eagerly that it would shrink from no crime 
and revolt from no fiend that could promise the gift, the soul 
shudderingly implores to be saved from new guilt, and would 
rather abide by the judgment of Allah on the sins that have 
darkened it than pass forever irredeemably away to the de- 
mons, — if this be so, what if the souBs petition be heard; 
what if it rise from the ruins around it; what if the ruins be 
left to the witchcraft that seeks to rebuild them? There, if 
demons might enter, that which they sought as their prize 
has escaped them ; that which they find would mock them by 
its own incompleteness even in evil. In vain might animal 
life the most perfect be given to the machine of the flesh ; in 
vain might the mind, freed from the cheek of the soul, be left 
to roam at will through a brain stored with memories of 
knowledge and skilled in the command of its faculties; in 
vain, in addition to all that body and brain bestow- on the 
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normal condition of man, might unhallowed reminiscences 
gather all the arts and the charms of the sorcery by which 
the fiends tempted the soul, before it fied, through the pas- 
sions of flesh and the cravings of mind: the Thing, thus de- 
void of a soul, would be an instrument of evil, doubtless, — 
but an instrument that of itself could not design, invent, and 
complete. The demons themselves could have no permanent 
hold on the perishable materials. They might enter it for 
some gloomy end which Allah permits in his inscrutable wis- 
dom-, but they could leave it no trace when they pass from 
it, because there is no conscience where soul is wanting. The 
human animal without soul, but otherwise made felicitously 
perfect in its mere vital organization, might ravage and 
destroy, as the tiger and the serpent may destroy and ravage, 
and, the moment after, would sport in the sunlight harmless 
and rejoicing, because, like the serpent and the tiger, it is 
incapable of remorse.’’ 

Why startle my wonder,” said Derval, ^^with so fantastic 
an image? ” 

Because, possibly, the image may come into palpable 
form! I know, while I speak to thee, that this miserable 
man is calling to his aid the evil sorcery over which he boasts 
his control. To gain the end he desires, he must pass 
through a crime. Sorcery whispers to him how to pass 
through it, secure from the detection of man. The soul re- 
sists, but in resisting, is weak against the tyranny of the 
mind to which it has submitted so long. Question me no 
3 core. But if I vanish from thine eyes, if thou hear that the 
deatli which, to my sorrow and in my foolishness I have 
failed to recognize as the merciful minister of Heaven, has 
removed me at last from the earth, believe that the pale Visi- 
tant was welcome, and that I humbly accept as a blessed re- 
lease the lot of our common humanity.” 

Sir Philip went to Damascus. There he found the pesti- 
lence raging, there he devoted himself to the cure of the 
afflicted; in no single instance, so at least he declared, did 
the antidotes stored in the casket fail in their effect. The 
pestilence had passed, his medicaments were exhausted, when 
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the news reached him that Haroan was no more. The Sag© 
had been found, one morning, lifeless in his solitary home, 
and, according to popular rumour, marks on his throat be- 
trayed the murderous hand of the strangler. Simultaneously, 
Louis Grayle had disappeared from the city, and was sup- 
posed to have shared the fate of Haroun, and been secretly 
buried by the assassins who had deprived him of life. Sir 
"Philip hastened to Aleppo. There he ascertained that on the 
night in which Haroun died, G-rayle did not disappear alone; 
with him were also missing two of his nnmerons suite,— the 
one, an Arab woman, named Ayesha, who had for some years 
been his constant companion, his pupil and associate in the 
mystic practices to which his intellect had been debased, and 
who was said to have acquired a singular influence over 
him, partly by her beauty and partly by the tenderness with 
which she had nursed him through his long decline; the 
other, an Indian, specially assigned to her service, of whom 
all the wild retainers of Grayle spoke with detestation and 
terror. He was believed by them to belong to that murderous 
sect of fanatics whose existence as a community has only re- 
cently been made known to Europe, and who strangle their 
unsuspecting victim in the firm belief that they thereby pro- 
pitiate the favour of the goddess they serve. The current 
opinion at Aleppo was, that if those two persons had con- 
spired to murder Haroun, perhaps for the sake of the treas- 
ures he was said to possess, it was still more certain that 
they had made away with their own English lord, whether for 
the sake of the jewels he wore about him, or for the sake of 
treasures less doubtful than those imputed to Haroun, and of 
which the hiding-place would be to them much better known. 

“I did not share that opinion,” wrote the narrator, for I assured 
myself that Ayesha sincerely loved her awful master ; and that love need 
excite no wonder, for Louis Grayle was one whom if a woman, and es- 
pecially a woman of the East, had once loved, before old age and in- 
firmity fell on him, she would love and cherish still more devotedly 
when it became her task to protect the being who, in his day of power 
and command, had exalted his slave into the rank of his pupil and com- 
panion. And the Indian whom Grayle had assigned to her service was 
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allowed to ha-ve that brnte kind of fidelity wkick, though it recoils from 
iiu crime for a master, refuses all crime against him. 

I came to the conclusion that Haroun had been murdered by order 
of Louis Cxrayle, — for the sake of the elixir of life, — murdered by 
Juma the Strangler ; and that Grayle himself had been aided in bis 
flight from Aleppo, and tended, through the effects of the life-giving 
drug thus murderously obtained, by the womanly love of the Arab 
woman Ayesha. These eonvictions (since I could not, without being 
ridiculed as the wildest of dupes, even hint at the vital elixir) I failed to 
impress on the Eastern officials, or even on a countryman of my own whom 
I chanced to find at Aleppo. They only arrived at what seemed the com- 
mon-sense verdict, — namely, that Haroun might have been strangled, 
or might have died in a fit (the body, little examined, was buried long 
before I came to Aleppo) ; and that Louis Grayle was murdered by bis 
own treacherous dependents. But all trace of the fugitives was lost. 

And now,” wrote Sir Philip, I will state by what means I dis- 
covered that Louis Grayle still lived, — changed from age into youth 5 
a new form, a new being j realizing, I verily believe, the image which 
Haronn^s words had raised up, in what then seemed to me the meta- 
physics of fantasy, — criminal, without consciousness of crime ; the 
dreadest of the mere animal race ; an incarnation of the blind powers of 
Nature, — beautiful and joyous, wanton and terrible and destroying ! 
Such as ancient myths have personified in the idols of Oriental creeds ; 
such as Nature, of herself, might form man in her moments of favour, if 
man were wholly the animal, and spirit were no longer the essential 
distinction between himself and the races to which by superior forma- 
tion and subtler perceptions be would still be the king. 

But this being is yet more dire and portentous than the mere ani- 
mal man, for in him are not only the fi’agmentary memories of a pris- 
tine intelligence which no mind, unaided by the presence of soul, could 
liave originally compassed, but amidst that intelligence are the secrets 
(vf the magic which is learned through the agencies of spirits the most 
hostile to our race. And who shall say whether the fiends do not enter 
at their will this void and deserted temple whence the soul has de- 
parted, and use as their tools, passive and unconscious, all the faculties 
which, skilful in sorcery, still place a mind at the control of their 
malice f 

“ It was in the interest excited in me by the strange and terrible fate 
that befell an Armenian family with which I was slightly acquainted, 
that I first traced —in the creature I am now about to describe, and 
whose course I devote myself to watch, and trust to bring to a close 
the murderer of Haroun for the sake of the elixir of youth. 
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“In this Armenian family there we three daughters; one rf 
them — 

I had just read thus far when a dim shadow fell over the 
page, and a cold air seemed to breathe on me,— cold, so cold, 
that my blood halted in my veins as if suddenly frozen! In- 
voluntarily I started, and looked up, sure that some ghastly 
presence was in the room. And then, on the opposite side of 
the wall, 1 beheld an unsubstantial likeness of a human form. 
Shadow I call it, but the word is not strictly correct, for it 
was luminous, though with a pale shine. In some exhibition 
in London there is shown a curious instance of oi^tical illu- 
sion ; at the end of a corridor you see, apparently in strong light, 
a human skull. You are convinced it is there as you approach; 
it is, however, only a reflection from a skull at a distance. 
The image before me was less vivid, less seemingly prominent 
than is the illusion I speak of. I was not deceived. I 
felt it was a spectrum, a phantasm ; but I felt no less surely 
that it was a reflection from an animate form, — the form and 
face of Margrave ; it was there, distinct, unmistakable. Con- 
ceiving that he himself must be behind me, I sought to rise, 
to turn round, to examine. I could not move: limb and 
muscle were overmastered by some incomprehensible spell. 
Gradually my senses forsook me; I became unconscious as 
well as motionless. When I recovered, I heard the clock 
strike three. I must have been nearly two hours insensible! 
The candles before me were burning low. My eyes rested on 
the table; the dead man’s manuscript was gone! 


CHAPTEB XL. 

The dead man’s manuscript was gone. But how? A 
phantom might delude my eye, a human will, though exerted 
at a distance, might, if the tales of mesmerism be true, de- 
prive me of movement and of consciousness; but neither 
phantom nor mesmeric will could surely remove from the 
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table before rue tbe material substance of the book that had 
vanished! Was I to seek explanation sorcery 

ascribed to Louis Grayie in the narrative? I would not pur- 
sue that conjecture. Against it my reason rose up half 
alarmed, half disdainful. iSome one most have entered the 
room, some one have removed the manuscript. I looked 
round. The windows were closed, the curtains partly drawn 
over the shutters, as they were before my consciousness had 
left me: all siteiued undisturbed. Snatching up one of the 
candles, fast dying out, I went into the adjoining library, the 
desolate state-rooms, into the entrance-hall, and examined 
the outer door. Barred and locked! The robber had left no 
vestige of his stealthy presence. 

I resolved to go at once to Strahan’s room and tell him of 
the loss sustained. A deposit had been confided to me, and 
I' I felt as if there were a slur on my honour every moment in 

j which I kept its abstraction concealed from him to whom I 

I was responsible for the trust. I hastily ascended the great 

I staircase, grim with faded portraits, and found myself in 

5 a long corridor opening on my own bedroom; no doubt also 

I on Strahan’s. Which was his? I knew not. 1 opened rap- 

idly door after door, peered into empty chambers, went blun- 
dering on, when to the right, down a narrow passage, I 
I recognized the signs of my host’s whereabouts, signs fa- 

I miliarly conimonplace and vulgar; signs by which the iii- 

I mate of any chamber in lodging-house or inn makes himself 

1 known, — a chair before a doorway, clothes negligently thrown 

on it, beside it a pair of shoes. And so ludicrous did such 
I testimony of common every-day life, habits which 

i Strahan would necessarily have contracted in his desultory 

I unluxurious bachelor’s existence, — so ludicrous, I say, did 

( these homely details seem to me, so grotesquely at variance 

; with the wonders of which I had been reading, with the won- 

i ders yet more incredible of which I myself had been witness 

; and victim, that as I turned down the passage, I heard my 

; own unconscious half-hysterical laugb-j startled by t e 

i, sound of that laugh as if it came from some one else, I paused. 

I my hand on the door, and asked myself* ^ dream. m 
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I awake? And if awake what am I to say to the common- 
place mortal I am about to rouse? Speak to him of a x>han- 
tom! Speak to him of some weird spell over this strong 
frame! Speak to him of a mystic trance in which has been 
stolen what he confided to me, without my knowledge! What 
will he say? What should I have said a few days ago to any 
man who told such a tale to me?’' I did not wait to resolve 
these questions. I entered the room. There -was Strahan 
sound asleep on his bed. I shook him roughly. He started 
up, rubbed his eyes. “ You, Allen, —you! What the deuce? 

— what ’s the matter? ” 

“Strahan, I have been robbed! — robbed of the manuscript 
you lent me. I could not rest till I had told you.” 

“Robbed, robbed! Are you serious? ” 

By this time Strahan had thrown oif the bed-clothes, and 
sat upright, staring at me. 

And then those questions which my mind had suggested 
while I was standing at his door repeated themselves with 
double force. Tell this man, this unimaginative, hard-headed, 
raw-boned, sandy-haired North countryman, — tell this man a 
story which the most credulous school-girl would have rejected 
as a fable ! Impossible ! 

“I fell asleej),” said I, colouring and stammering, for the 
slightest deviation from truth was painful to me, “ and — and 

— when I awoke — the manuscript was gone. Some one must 
have entered and committed the theft — ” 

“ Some one entered the house at this hour of the night and 
then only stolen a manuscript which could be of no value to 
him! Absurd! If thieves have come in it must be for other 
objects, — for plate, for money. I will dress; we will see! ” 

Strahan hurried on his clothes, muttering to himself and 
avoiding my eye. He was embarrassed. He did not like to 
say to an old friend what was on his mind; but I saw at once 
that he suspected I had resolved to deprive him of the manu- 
script, and had invented a wild tale in order to conceal my 
own dishonesty. 

Nevertheless, he proceeded to search the house. I followed 
him in silence, oppressed with my own thoughts, and longing 
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for solitude in my own chamber.. We found no one, no trace 
of any one, nothing to excite suspicion. There were but two 
female servants sleeping in the house,— the old housekeeper, 
and a country girl who assisted her. It was not possible to sus- 
pect either of these persons 5 but in the course of our search 
we opened the doors of their rooms. We saw that they were 
both in bed, both seemingly asleep : it seemed idle to wake and 
question them. When the formality of our futile investigation 
was ooiieluded, Strahan stopped at the door of my bedroom, 
and for the first time fixing his eyes on me steadily, said, — 

“Allen Fenwick, I would have given half the fortune 1 
have come into rather than this had happened. The manu- 
script, as you know, was bequeathed to me as a sacred trust 
by a benefactor whose slightest wish it is my duty to observe re- 
ligiously. If it contained aught valuable to a man of your know- 
ledge and profession, why, you were free to use its contents. 
Let me hope, Allen, that the book will reappear to-morrow. 

He said no more, drew himself away from the hand I in- 
voluntarily extended, and walked quickly back towards his 
own room. 

Alone once more, I sank on a seat, buried my face in my 
hands, and strove in vain to collect into some definite shape 
my own tumultuous and disordered thoughts. Could I attach 
serious credit to the marvellous narrative I had read? Were 
there, indeed, such powers given to man, such influences latent 
in the calm routine of Nature? I could not believe it; I must 
have some morbid affection of the brain; I must be under an 
hallucination. Hallucination? The phantom, yes; the trance, 
yes. But still, how came the book gone? That, at least, was 
not hallucination. 

I left my room the next morning with a vague hope that I 
should find the manuscript somewhere in the study; that, in 
my own trance, I might have secreted it, as sleep-walkers are 
said to secrete thingvS, without remembrance of their acts in 
their waking state. 

I searched minutely in every conceivable place. Strahan 
found me still employed in that hopeless task. He had break- 
fasted in his own room, and it was past eleven o^clock when 
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he joined me. His manner was now hard, cold, and distant, 
and his suspicion so bluntly shown that my distress gave way 
to resentment. 

‘^Is it possible/’ I cried indignantly, “that you, who have 
known me so well, can suspect me of an act so base, and so 
gratuitously base? Purloin, conceal a book confided to me, 
with full power to copy from it whatever I might desire, use 
its contents in any way that might seem to me serviceable to 
science, or useful to me in my own callingl ” 

“I have not accused you,” answered Strahan, sullenly. 
“But what are we to say to Mr. Jeeves; to all others who 
know that this manuscript existed? Will they believe what 
you tell me? ” 

“Mr. Jeeves,” I said, “cannot suspect a fellow-townsman, 
whose character is as high as mine, of untruth and theft. 
And to whom else have you communicated the facts connected 
with a memoir and a request of so extraordinary a nature?” 

“ To young Margrave ; I told you so ! ” 

“True, true. We need not go farther to find the thief. 
Margrave has been in this house more than once. He knows 
the position of the rooms. You have named the robber! ” 

“Tut! what on earth could a gay young fellow like Mar- 
grave want with a work of such dry and recondite nature as I 
presume my poor kinsman’s memoir must he?” 

I was about to answer, when the door was abruptly opened, 
and the servant-girl entered, followed by two men, in whom 

I recognized the superintendent of the L police and the 

same subordinate who had found me by Sir Philip’s corpse. 

The superintendent came up to me with a grave face, and 
whispered in my ear, I did not at first comprehend him. 
“Come with you,” I said, “and to Mr. Vigors, the magis- 
trate? I thought my deposition was closed.” 

The superintendent shook his head. “I have the authority 
here, Dr. Fenwick.” 

“Well, I will come, of course. Has anything new 
transpired? ” 

The superintendent turned to the servant-girl, who was 
standing with gaping mouth and staring eyes. 
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^^SKow iis Dr. Fenwick^s room. You had better put up, 
sir, whatever things you have brought here. I will go up- 
stairs with you,” he whispered again. ^^Come, Dr. Fenwick^ 
I am in the discharge of my duty.” 

Something in the man^s manner was so sinister and mena- 
cing that I felt at once that some new and strange calamity 
had befallen me. I turned towards Strahan. He was at the 
threshold, speaking in a low voice to the subordinate police- 
man, and there was an expression of amazement and horror 
in his countenance. As I came towards him he darted away 
without a word. 

I went up the stairs, entered my bedroom, the superintend- 
ent close behind me. As I took up mechanically the few 
things I had brought with me, the police-officer drew them 
from me with an abruptness that appeared insolent, and de- 
liberately searched the pockets of the coat which I had worn 
the evening before, then opened the drawers in the room, and 
even pried into the bed. 

What do you mean? ” I asked haughtily. 

“Excuse me, sir. Duty. You are — ” 

“Well, I am what?” 

“My prisoner; here is the warrant.” 

“Warrant! on what charge? ” 

“The murder of Sir Philip Derval.” 

« I — I f Murder I ” I could say no more. 

I must hurry over this awful passage in my marvellous 
record. It is torture to dwell on the details ; and indeed I 
have so sought to chase them from my recollection, that they 
only come back to me in hideous fragments, like the inco- 
herent remains of a horrible dream. 

All that I need state is as follows : Early on the very morn- 
ing on which I had been arrested, a man, a stranger in the 
town, had privately sought Mr. Vigors, and deposed that on 
the night of the murder, he had been taking refuge from a 
sudden storm under shelter of the eaves and buttresses of a 
wall adjoining an old archway; that he had heard men talk- 
ing within the archway; had heard one say to the other, 
“You still bear me a grudge ” The other had replied, “1 
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can forgive you on one condition.’’ That he then lost miieli 
of the conversation that ensued, which was in a lower voicej 
hut he gathered enough to know that the condition demanded 
by the one was the possession of a casket which the other 
carried about with him; that there seemed an altercation on 
this matter between the two men, which, to judge by the 
tones of voice, was angry on the part of the man demanding 
the casket; that, finally, this man said in a loud key, Do 
you still refuse?” and on receiving the answer, which the 
witness did not overhear, exclaimed threateningly, ^‘ It is you 
who will repent,” and then stepped forth from the arch into 
the street. The rain had then ceased, but by a broad flash of 
lightning the witness saw distinctly the figure of the person 
thus quitting the shelter of the arch, — a man of tall stature, 
powerful frame, erect carriage. A. little time afterwards, 
witness saw a slighter and older man come forth from the 
arch, whom he could only examine by the flickering ray of 
the gas-lamp near the wall, the lightning having ceased, but 
whom he fully believed to be the person he afterwards dis- 
covered to be Sir Philip Derval. 

He said that he himself had only arrived at the town a few 

hours before; a stranger to L , and indeed to England, 

having come from the United States of America, where he 
had passed his life from childhood. He had journeyed on 
foot to L , in the hope of finding there some distant rela- 

tives. He had put up at a small inn, after which he had 
strolled through the town, when the storm had driven him to 
seek shelter. He had then failed to find his way back to 
the inn, and after wandering about in vain, and seeing no 
one at that late hour of night of whom he could ask the way, 
he had crept under a portico and slept for two or three hours. 
Waking towards the dawn, he had then got up, and again 
sought to find his way to the inn, when he saw, in a narrow 
street before him, two men, one of whom he recognized as the 
taller of the two to whose conversation he had listened under 
the arch; the other he did not recognize at the moment. The 
taller man seemed angry and agitated, and he heard him say, 
^^The casket; I will have it.” There then seemed to be a 
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struggle between these two persons, when the taller one 
struck down the shorter, knelt on his breast, and he 
distinctly the gleam of some steel instrument, 
so frightened that he could not stir from the place, and 
though he cried out, he believed his voice was not heard. 
He then saw the taller man rise, the other resting on the 
pavement motionless ; and a minute or so afterwards beheld 
policemen coming to the place, on which he, the witness, 
away. He did not know that a murder had 
committed; it might be only an assault; it was no business 
of his, he was a stranger. He thought it best not to inter- 
fere, the police having cognizance of the affair. He 
his inn; for the next few days he was absent from 
in search of his relations, who had left the town, 
years ago, to fix their residence in one of the neighbouring 
villages. 

He was, however, disappointed; none of these relations 

now survived. He had now returned to L , heard of the 

murder, was in doubt what to do, might get himself 
trouble if, a mere stranger, he gave an unsupported testi- 
mony. But, on the day before the evidence was volunteered, 
he was lounging in the streets, he had seen a gentleman 
pass by on horseback, in whom he immediately recognized 
the man who, in his belief, was the murderer of Sir 
Berval, He inquired of a bystander the name of the gentle- 
man; the answer was ^^Br. Fenwick.” That, the rest of the 
, he felt much disturbed in his mind, not liking to 
teer such a charge against a man of apparent respectability 
station: but that his conscience would not let him 
night, and he had resolved at morning to go to 
magistrate and make a clean breast of it. 

The story was in itself so improbable that any other 
trate but Mr. Vigors would perhaps have dismissed it in con- 
tempt. But Mr. Vigors, already so bitterly prejudiced against 
me, and not sorry, perhaps, to subject me to the humiliation 
horrible a charge, immediately issued his warrant to 
mv house. I was absent at Berval Court; the house 
In the bureau in my favourite study, which 
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was left unlocked, tke steel casket was discoyered, and a large 
case-knife, on the blade of which the stains of blood were 
still perceptible. On this discovery I was apprehended; and 
on these evidences, and on the deposition of this vagrant 
stranger, I was not, indeed, committed to take my trial for 
murder, but placed in confinement, all bail for my appearance 
refused, and the examination adjourned to give time for fur- 
ther evidence and inquiries. I had requested the professional 
aid of Mr. Jeeves. To my surprise and dismay, Mr. Jeeves 
begged me to excuse him. He said he was pre-engaged by 
Mr. Strahan to detect and prosecute the murderer of Sir 
P. Derval, and could not assist one accused of the murder. I 
gathered from the little he said that Strahan had already been 
to him that morning and told him of the missing manuscript, 
that Strahan had ceased to be my friend. I engaged another 
solicitor, a young man of ability, and who professed personal 
esteem for me. Mr. Stanton (such was the lawyer’s name) 
believed in my innocence; but he warned me that appear; 
ances were grave, he implored me to be perfectly frank with 
him. Had I held conversation with Sir Philip under the 
archway as reported by the witness? Had I used such or 
similar words? Had the deceased said, ‘‘I had a grudge 
against him”? Had I demanded the casket? Had I threat- 
ened Sir Philip that he would repent? And of what, — his 
refusal? 

I felt myself grow pale, as I anstvered, “Yes; I thought 
such or similar expressions had occurred in my conversation 
with the deceased.” 

“What was the reason of the grudge? What was the na- 
ture of this casket, that I should so desire its possession? ” 

There, I became terribly embarrassed. What could I say 
to a keen, sensible, worldly man of law,— tell him of the 
powder and the fumes, of the scene in the museum, of Sir 
Philip’s tale, of the implied identity of the youthful Mar- 
grave with the aged Grayle, of the elixir of life, and of magic 
arts? I — I tell such a romance! I, — the noted adversary 
of all pretended mysticism; I, — la sceptical practitioner of 
medicine! Had that manuscript of Sir Philip’s been avail- 
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able,— a substantial record of marvellous events by a man of 
repute for intellect and learning,— I might perhaps have ven- 
tured to startle the solicitor of L—— with my revelations. 
But the sole proof that all which the solicitor urged me to con- 
fide was not a monstrous fiction or an insane delusion had 
disappeared ; and its disappearance was a part of the terrible 
mystery that enveloped the whole. I answered therefore, as 
composedly as I could, that T could have no serious grudge 
against Sir Philip, whom I had never seen before that even- 
ing; that the words which applied to my supposed grudge 
were lightly said by Sir Philip, in reference to a physiologi- 
cal dispute on matters connected with mesmerical phenomena; 
that the deceased had declared his casket, which he had shown 
me at the mayor’s house, contained drugs of great potency in 
medicine; that I had asked permission to test those drugs 
myself ; and that when I said he would repent of his refusal, 
I merely meant that he would repent of his reliance on drugs 
not warranted by the experiments of professional science.” 

My replies seemed to satisfy the lawyer so far, but how 
could I account for the casket and the knife being found in 
my room?” 

In no way but this ; the window of my study is a door- 
window opening on the lane, from which any one might enter 
the room. I was in the habit, not only of going out myself 
that way, but of admitting through that door any more fa- 
miliar private acquaintance.” 

“Whom, for instance?” 

I hesitated a moment, and then said, with a significance I 
could not forbear, “Mr. Margrave! He would know the 
locale perfectly; he would know that the door was rarely 
bolted from within during the daytime : he could enter at all 
hours; he could place, or instruct any one to deposit, the 
knife and casket in my bureau, which he knew I never kept 
locked; it contained no secrets, no private correspondence, — 
chiefly surgical implements, or such things as I might want 
for professional experiments.” 

“Mr. Margrave! But you cannot suspect him — a lively, 
charming young man, against whose character not a whisper 
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was ever lieard — of connivance with such a charge against 
you,— a connivance that would implicate him in the murder 
itself; for if you are accused wrongfully, he who accuses you 
is either the criminal or the criminal’s accomplice, his insti- 
gator or his tool.” 

^^Mr. Stanton,” I said firmly, after a moment’s pause, 
do suspect Mr. Margrave of a hand in this crime. Sir Philip, 
on seeing him at the mayor’s house, expressed a strong abhor- 
leiice of him, more than hinted at crimes he had committed, 
appointed me to come to Derval Court the day after that on 
which the murder was committed. Sir Philip had known 
something of this Margrave in the East; Margrave might 
dread exposure, revelations — of what I know not; but, 
strange as it may seem to you, it is my conviction that this 
young man, apparently so gay and so thoughtless, is the real 
criminal, and in some way which I cannot conjecture has 
employed this lying vagabond in the fabrication of a charge 
against myself. Reflect : of Mr. Margrave’s antecedents we 
know nothing; of them nothing was known even by the young 
gentleman who first introduced him to the society of this 
town. If you would serve and save me, it is to that quarter 
that you will direct your vigilant and unrelaxing researches.” 

I had scarcely so said when I repented my candour, for I 
observed in the face- of Mr. Stanton a sudden revxilsion of 
feeling, an utter incredulity of the accusation I had thus 
hazarded, and for the first time a doubt of my own innocence. 
The fascination exercised by Margrave was universal; nor 
was it to be wondered at : for besides the charm of his joyous 
presence, he seemed so singularly free from even the errors 
common enough with the young, — so gay and boon a compan- 
ion, yet a shunner of wine; so dazzling in aspect, so more 
than beautiful, so courted, so idolized by women, yet no tale 
of seduction, of profligacy, attached to his name! As to his 
antecedents, he had so frankly owned himself a natural son, 
a nobody, a traveller, an idler; his expenses, though lavish, 
were so unostentatious, so regularly defrayed; he was so 
wholly the reverse of the character assigned to criminals, that 
it seemed as absurd to bring a charge of homicide against a 
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butterfly or a goldliucli as against this seemingly innocent and 
delightful favourite of humanity and nature. 

However, Mr. Stanton said little or nothing, and shortly 
afterwards left me, with a dry expression of hope that my in- 
nocence would he cleared in spite of evidence that, he was 
hound to say, was of the most serious character. 

I was exhausted. 1 fell into a profound sleep early that 
night; it might be a little after twelve when I woke, and 
woke as fully, as completely, as much restored to life and 
consciousness, as it was then my habit to be at the break of 
day. And so waking, I saw, on the wall opposite my bed, 
the same luminous phantom I had seen in the wizard’s study 
at Derval Court. I have read in Scandinavian legends of an 
apparition called the Scin-Laeca, or shining corpse. It is 
supposed in the northern superstition, sometimes to haunt 
sepulchres, sometimes to foretell doom. It is the spectre of 
a human body seen in a phosphoric light; and so exactly did 
this phantom correspond to the description of such an appari- 
tion in Scandinavian fable that I knew not how to give it a 
better name than that of Scin-Laeca, — the shining corpse. 

There it was before me, corpse-like, yet not dead; there, 
as in the haunted study of the wizard Forman! — the form 
and the face of Margrave. Constitutionally, my nerves are 
strong, and my temper hardy, and now I was resolved to bat- 
tle against any impression which my senses might receive 
from my own deluding fancies. Things that witnessed for 
the first time daunt us witnessed for the second time lose 
their terror. I rose from my bed with a bold aspect, I ap- 
proached the phantom with a firm step ; but when within two 
paces of it, and my hand outstretched to touch it, my arm be- 
came lixed in air, my feet locked to the ground. I did not 
experience fear; I felt that my heart beat regularly, but an 
invincible something opposed itself to me. I stood as if 
turned to stone. And then from the lips of this phantom 
there came a voice, but a voice which seemed borne from a 
great distance, — very low, muffled, and yet distinct; I could 
not even be sure that my ear heard it, or whether the sound 
was not conveyed to me by an inner sense* 
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“I, and I alone, can save and deliver joii/* said the voic®, 
“I will do so; and the conditions I ask, in return, are simple 
and easy.” 

^^Eiend or spectre, or mere delusion oi my own brain,” cried 
1, there can be no compact between thee and me. I despise 
thy malice, I reject thy services; 1 accept no conditions to 
escape from the one or to obtain the other.” 

“ You may give a diferent answer when I ask again.” 

The Scin-Laeca slowly waned, and, fading first into a paler 
shadow, then vanished. I rejoiced at the reply I had given. 
Two days elapsed before Mr. Stanton again came to me; in 
the interval the Scin-Lseca did not reappear. I had mustered 
all my courage, all my common-sense, noted down all the 
weak points of the false evidence against me, and felt calm 
and supported by the strength of my innocence. 

The first few words of the solicitor dashed all my courage 
to the ground; for I was anxious to hear news of Lilian, 
anxious to have some message from her that might cheer and 
strengthen me, and my first question was this, — 

“ Mr. Stanton, you are aware that I am engaged in marriage 
to Miss Ashleigh. Your family are not unacquainted with 
her. What says, what thinks she of this monstrous charge 
against her betrothed? ” 

I was for two hours at Mrs. Ashleigh’s house last even- 
ing,” replied the lawyer; “she was naturally anxious to see 
me as employed in your defence. Who do you think was 
there? Who, eager to defend you, to express his persuasion 
of your innocence, to declare his conviction that the real 
criminal would be soon discovered, — who but that same Mr. 
Margrave, whom, pardon me my frankness, you so rashly and 
groundlessly suspected.” 

“Heavens! Do you say that he is received in that house; 
that he — he is familiarly admitted to her presence? ” 

“My good sir, why these unjust prepossessions against a 
true friend? It was as your friend that, as soon as the charge 
against you amazed and shocked the town of L Mr. Mar- 

grave called on Mrs. Ashleigh, presented to her by Miss 
Brabazon, and was so cheering and hopeful that — ” 
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^^Enongli! ” I exclaimed, — • “enouglil ” 

I paced tlie room in a state of excitement and rage, wMeli 
the lawyer in rain endeavoured to calm, until at length I 
halted abruptly: Well, and you saw Miss Ashleigh? What 
message does she send to me — her betrothed? ” 

Mr. Stanton looked confused. “Message! Consider, sir, 
Miss Ashleigh’s situation — the delicacy — and — and — ” 

“ I understand, no message, no word, from a young lady so 
respectable to a man accused of murder. 

Mr. Stanton was silent for some moments, and then said 
quietly, “Let us change this subject; let us think of what 
more immediately presses. I see you have been making some 
notes: may I look at them?” 

I comjjosed myself and sat down. “This accuser! Have 
inquiries really been made as to himself, and his statement 
of his own proceedings? He comes, he says, from America: 
in what ship? At what port did he land? Is there any evi- 
dence to corroborate his story of the relations he tried to dis- 
cover; of the inn at which he first put up, and to which he 
could not find his way? ” 

“Your suggestions are sensible. Dr. Fenwick. I have fore- 
stalled them. It is true that the man lodged at a small inn, 
— the Rising Sun; true that he made inquiries about some 

relations of the name of Walls, who formerly resided at L , 

and afterwards removed to a village ten miles distant, — two 
brothers, tradesmen of small means but respectable character. 
He at first refused to say at what sea-port he landed, in what 
ship he sailed. I suspect that he has now told a falsehood as 
to these matters. I sent my clerk to Southampton, for it is 
there he said that he was put on shore; we shall see: the man 
himself is detained in close custody. I hear that his manner 
is strange and excitable; but that he preserves silence as 
much as possible. It is generally believed that he is a bad 
character, perhaps a returned convict, and that this is the 
true reason why he so long delayed giving evidence, and has 
been since so reluctant to account for himself. But even if 
his testimony should be impugned, should break down, still 
we should have to account for the fact that the casket and the 
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case-knife were found in your bureau; for, granting that a 
person could, in your absence, have entered your study and 
placed the articles in your bureau, it is clear that such a per- 
son must have been well acquainted with your house, and this 

stranger to L could not have possessed that knowledge,^’ 

course not. Mr. Margrave did possess it! ” 

“Mr. Margrave again ! oh, sir!’’ 

I arose and moved away with an impatient gesture. I 
could not trust myself to speak. That night I did not sleep; 
I watched impatiently, gazing on the opposite wall for the 
gleam of the Scin-Lseca. But the night passed away, and the 
spectre did not appear. 


CHAPTEE XLL 

The lawyer came the next day, and with something like a 
smile on his lips. He brought me a few lines in pencil from 
Mrs. Ashleigh; they were kindly expressed, bade me be of 
good cheer; “she never for a moment believed in my guilt; 
Lilian bore up wonderfully under so terrible a trial; it was 
an unspeakable comfort to both to receive the visits of a 
friend so attached to me, and so confident of a triumphant 
refutation of the hideous calumny under which I now suffered 
as Mr. Margrave! 

The lawyer had seen Margrave again, — seen him in that 
house. Margrave seemed almost domiciled there! 

I remained sullen and taciturn during this visit. I longed 
again for the night. Night came. I heard the distant clock 
strike twelve, when again the icy wind passed through my 
hair, and against the wall stood the luminous Shadow. 

“Have you considered?^’ whispered the voice, still as from 
afar. “I repeat it, — I alone can save you.” 

“ Is it among the conditions which you ask, in return, that 
I shall resign to you the woman I love? ” 
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it one of the (3onditiGns that I should commit some 
crime, — a crime perhaps heinous as that of which I am 
accused?” 

With such reservations, I accept the eonditioiis you may 
name, provided I, in my turn, may demand one condition from 
yourself.” 

it.” 

“I ask you to quit this town. I ask you, meanwhile, to 
cease your visits to the house that holds the woman betrothed 
to me.” 

will cease those visits. And before many days are over, 
I will quit this town.” 

^‘Isrow, then, say what you ask from me. I am prepared to 
concede it. And not from fear for myself, but because I fear 
for the pure and innocent being who is under the spell of your 
deadly fascination. This is your power over me. You com- 
mand me through my love for another. Speak.” 

My conditions are simple. You will pledge yourself to 
desist from all charges of insinuation against myself, of what 
nature soever. You will not, when you meet me in the 
flesh, refer to what you have known of my likeness in the 
Shadow. You will be invited to the house at which I may 
be also a guest; you will come; you will meet and con- 
verse with me as guest speaks with guest in the house of a 
host.” 

Is that all?” 

‘at is all.” 

“Then I jdedge you my faith; keep your own.” 

“Fear not; sleep secure in the certainty that you will soon 
be released from these walls.” 

The Shadow waned and faded. Darkness settled back, and 
a sleep, profound and calm, fell over me. 

The next day Mr. Stanton again visited me. He had re- 
ceived that morning a note from Mr. Margrave, stating that 
he had left L— — to pursue, in person, an investigation which 
he had already commenced through another, affecting the 
man who had given evidence against me, and that, if Ms 
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liope should prove well founded, he trusted to establish my 
innocence, and convict the real murderer of Sir Philij) Derval. 
In the research he thus volunteered, he had asked for, and 
obtained, the assistance of the policeman Waby, who, grate- 
M to me for saving the life of his sister, had expressed a 
strong desire to he employed in my service* 

Meanwhile, my most cruel assailant was my old college 
friend, Richard Strahan. For Jeeves had spread abroad 
Strahan’s charge of purloining the memoir which had been 
entrusted to me ; and that accusation had done me great in- 
jury in public opinion, because it seemed to give probability 
to the only motive which ingenuity could ascribe to the foul 
deed imputed to me. That motive had been first suggested 
by Mr. Vigors. Cases are on record of men whose life had 
been previously blameless, who have coiniiiitted a crime 
which seemed to belie their nature, in the monomania of 
some intense desire, lii Spain, a scholar reputed of austere 
morals murdered and robbed a traveller for money in order 
to purchase books, — books written, too, by Fathers of his 
Church! He was intent on solving some problem of theologi- 
cal casuistry. In France, an antiquary, esteemed not more 
for his learning than for amiable and gentle qualities, mur- 
dered his most intimate friend for the possession of a medal, 
without which his own collection was incomplete. These, 
and similar anecdotes, tending to prove how fatally any ve- 
hement desire, morbidly cherished, may suspend the normal 
operations of reason and conscience, were whispered about by 
Dr. Lloyd’s vindictive partisan j and the inference drawn 
from them and applied to the assumptions against myself 
was the more credulously received, because of that over-refin- 
ing speculation on motive and act which the shallow accept, 
in their eagerness to show how readily they understand the 
profound. 

I was known to be fond of scientific, especially of chemical 
experiments ; to be eager in testing the truth of any novel in- 
vention. Strahan, catching hold of the magistrate’s fantastic 
hypothesis, went about repeating anecdotes of the absorbing 
passion for analysis and discovery which had characterized 
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me in youth as a medical student, and to which, indeed, I 
owed the precocious re jmtation I had obtained. 

Sir Philip Derval, according not only to report, but to the 
direct testimony of his servant, had acquired in the course of 
his travels many secrets in natural science, especially as con- 
nected with the healing art, — his servant had deposed to the 
remarkable cures he had effected by the medicinals stored in 
the stolen casket. Doubtless Sir Philip, in boasting of these 
medicinals in the course of our conversation, had excited my 
curiosity, infiained iny imagination; and thus when I after- 
wards suddenly met him in a lone spot, a passionate impulse 
had acted on a brain heated into madness by curiosity and 
covetous desire. 

All these suppositions, reduced into system, were corrobo- 
rated by Strahanhs charge that I had made away with the 
manuscript supposed to contain the explanations of the medi- 
cal agencies employed by Sir Philip, and had sought to shel- 
ter my theft by a tale so improbable, that a man of my. 
reputed talent could not have hazarded it if in his sound 
senses. I saw the web that had thus been spread around me 
by hostile prepossessions and ignorant gossip ; how could the 
arts of Margrave scatter that web to the winds? I knew not, 
but I felt confidence in his promise and his power. Still, so 
great had been my alarm for Lilian, that the hope of clearing 
my own innocence was almost lost in my joy that Margrave, 
at least, was no longer in her presence, and t]^at I had re- 
ceived his pledge to quit the town in which she lived. 

Thus, hours rolled on hours, till, I think, on the third day 
from that night in which I had last beheld the mysterious 
Shadow, my door was hastily thrown open, a confused crowd 
presented itself at the threshold, — the governor of the prison, 
the police superintendent, Mr. Stanton, and other familial’ 
faces shut out from me since my imprisonment. I knew at 
the first glance that I was no longer an outlaw beyond the 
pale of human friendship. And proudly, sternly, as I had 
supported myself hitherto in solitude and suspense, when I 
felt warm hands clasping mine, heard joyous voices proffering 
congratulations, saw in the eyes of all that my innocence had 
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been cleared, the revulsion of emotion was too strong for me, 
— the room reeled on my sight, I fainted. I pass, as quickly 
as I can, over the explanations that crowded on me when I 
recovered, and that were publicly given in evidence in court 
next morning. I had owed all to Margrave. It seems that 
he had construed to my favour the very supposition which 
had been bruited abroad to my prejudice. “For,’^ said he, 
“ it is conjectured that Fenwick committed the crime of which 
he is accused in the impulse of a disordered reason. That 
conjecture is based upon the probability that a madman alone 
could have committed a crime without adecpate motive. But 
it seems quite clear that the accused is not mad; and I see 
cause to suspect that the accuser is.” Grounding this as- 
sumption on the current reports of the witnesses manner and 
hearing since he had been placed under official surveillance, 
Margrave had commissioned the policeman Waby to make 
inquiries in the village to which the accuser asserted he had 
gone in quest of his relations, and Waby had there found 
persons who remembered to have heard that the two brothers 
named Walls lived less by the gains of the petty shop which 
they kept than by the proceeds of some property consigned to 
them as the nearest of kin to a lunatic who had once been 
tried for his life. Margrave had then examined the adver- 
tisements in the daily newspapers. One of them, warning 
the public against a dangerous maniac, who had effected his 
escape from an asylum in the west of England, caught his at- 
tention. To that asylnm he had repaired. 

There he learned that the patient advertised was one whose 
propensity was homicide, consigned for life to the asylum on 
account of a murder, for which he had been tried. The de- 
scription of this person exactly tallied with that of the pre- 
tended American. The medical superintendent of the asylum, 
hearing all particulars from Margrave, expressed a strong 
persuasion that the witness was his missing patient, and had 
himself committed the crime of which he had accused an- 
other. If so, the superintendent undertook to coax from him 
the full confession of all the circumstances. Like many other 
madmen, and not lea§^ those whose propensity is to crime, 
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the fugitive maniac was exceedingly cunning, treacherous, 
secret, and habituated to trick and stratagem,— more subtle 
than even the astute in possession of all their faculties, 
whether to achieve his purpose or to conceal it, and fabricate 
appearances against another. But while, in ordinary conver- 
sation, he seemed rational enough to those who were not ac- 
customed to study him, he had oue hallucination which, when 
humoured, led him always, not only to betray himself, but to 
glory in any crime proposed or committed. He was under 
the belief that he had made a bargain with Satan, who, in re- 
turn for implicit obedience, would bear him harmless through 
all the consequences of such submission, and finally raise him 
to great power and authority. It is no unfrequent illusion of 
homicidal maniacs to suppose they are under the influence of 
the Evil One, or possessed by a Demon. Murderers have as- 
signed as the only reason they themselves could give for their 
crime, that “the Devil got into them, and urged the deed. 
But the insane have, perhaps,, no attribute more in common 
than that of superweening self-esteem. The maniac who has 
been removed from a garret sticks straws in his hair and calls 
them a crown. So much does inordinate arrogance character- 
ize mental aberration, that, in the course of my own practice, 
I have detected, in that infirmity, the certain symptom of in- 
sanity, long before the brain had made its disease manifest 
even to the most familiar kindred. 

Morbid self-esteem accordingly pervaded the dreadful illu- 
sion by which the man I now speak of was possessed. He 
was proud to be the protected agent of the Fallen Angel. 
And if that self-esteem were artfully appealed to, he would 
exult superbly in the evil he held himself ordered to perform, 
as if a special prerogative, an official rank and privilege; 
then, he would be led ou to boast gleefully of thoughts which 
the most cynical of criminals in whom intelligence was not 
ruined would shrink from owning; then, he would reveal 
himself in all his deformity with as complacent and frank a 
self-glorying as some vain good man displays in parading his 
amiable sentiments and his beneficent deeds. 

‘‘If,” said the superintendent, “this be the patient who has 
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escaped from me, and if his propensity fco iiomicide lias been, 
in some way, directed towards the person who has been mur- 
dered, I shall not be with him a quarter of an hour before he 
will inform me how it happened, and detail the arts he em- 
ployed in shifting his crime upon another; all will be told as 
minutely as a child tells the tale of some school-boy exploit, 
in which he counts on your sympathy, and feels sure of your 
applause 

Margrave brought this gentleman back to L- — took him 
to the mayor, who was one of my warmest supporters : the 
mayor had sufficient influence to dictate and arrange the rest. 
The superintendent was introduced to the room in which the 
pretended ilmerican was lodged. At his own desire a select 
number of witnesses were admitted with him. Margrave ex- 
cused himself; he said candidly that he was too intimate a 
friend of mine to be an impartial listener to aught that con- 
cerned me so nearly. 

The superintendent proved right in his suspicions, and 
verified his promises. My false accuser was his missing 

patient; the man recognized Dr. with no apparent terror, 

rather with an air of condescension, and in a very few min- 
utes was led to tell his own tale, with a gloating complacency 
both at the agency by which he deemed himself exalted, and 
at the dexterous cunning with wliich lie had acquitted him- 
self of the task, that increased the horror of his narrative. 

He spoke of the mode of his escape, which was extremely 
ingenious, but of which the details, long in themselves, did 
not interest me, and I understood them too imperfectly to 
repeat. He had encountered a sea-faring traveller on the 
road, whom he had knocked down with a stone, and robbed 
of his glazed hat and pea-jacket, as well as of a small sum in 
coin, which last enabled him to pay his fare in a railway that 
conveyed him eighty miles away from the asylum. Some 
trifling remnant of this money still in'^his pocket, he then 
travelled on foot along the high-road till he came to a town 

about twenty miles distant from L ; there he had stayed 

a day or two, and there he said “ that the Devil had told him 
to buy a case-knife, which he did.” “He knew by that order 
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that the Devil meant him to do something great/’ ^^His 
Master/’ as he called the fiend, then directed him the road 
he should take. He came to L put up, as he had cor- 

rectly stated before, at a small inn, wandered at night about 
the town, was surprised by the sudden storm, took shelter 
under the convent arch, overheard somewhat more of my- con- 
versation with Sir Philip than he had previously deposed, — 
heard enough to excite his curiosity as to the casket ; “ While 
he listened his Master told him he must get possession of that 
casket.’’ Sir Philip had quitted the archway almost imme- 
diately after I had done so, and he would then have attacked 
him if he had not caught sight of a policeman going his 
rounds. He had followed Sir Philip to a house (Mr. Jeeves’s). 
‘‘His Master told him to wait and watch.” He did so. When 
Sir Philip came forth, towards the dawn, he followed him, 
saw him enter a narrow street, came up to him, seized him 
by the arm, demanded all he had about him. Sir Philip tried 
to shake him off, — struck at him. What follows I spare the 
reader. The deed was done. He robbed the dead man both 
of the casket and the purse that he found in the pockets ; had 
scarcely done so when he heard footsteps. He had just time 
to get behind the portico of a detached house at angles with 
the street when I came up. He witnessed, from his hiding- 
place, the brief conference between myself and the policemen, 
and when they moved on, bearing the body, stole unobserved 
away. He -was going back towards the inn, when it occurred 
to him that it would be safer if the casket and purse were not 
about his person; that he asked his Master to direct him how 
to dispose of them: that his Master guided him to an open 
yard (a stone-mason’s) at a very little distance from the inn; 
that in this yard there stood an old wych-elm tree, from the 
gnarled roots of which the earth was worn away, leaving 
chinks and hollows, in one of which he placed the casket and 
purse, taking from the latter only two sovereigns and some 
silver, and then heaping loose mould over the hiding-place. 
That he then repaired to his inn, and left it late in the morn- 
ing, on the pretence of seeking for his relations, — persons, 
indeed, who really had been related to him, but of whose 
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death years ago lie was aware. He returned to L a few 

days afterwards, and in the dead of the night went to take up 
the casket and the money. He found the |)urse with its con- 
tents undisturbed; but the lid of the casket was unclosed. 
From the hasty glance he had taken of it before burying it, 
it had seemed to him iirml3^ locked, — he w’as alarmed lest 
some one had been to the spot. But his Master whispered to 
him not to mind, told him that he might now take the casket, 
and would be guided what to do with it; that he did so, and, 
opening the lid, found the casket empty ; that he took the 
rest of the money out of the purse, but that he did not take 
the purse itself, for it had a crest and initials on it, which 
might lead to the discovery of what had been done; that he 
therefore left it in the hollow amongst the roots, heaping the 
mould over it as before; that in the course of the day he 
heard the people at the inn talk of the murder, and that his 
own first impulse was to get out of the town immediately, but 
that his Master “ made him too wise for that, ” and bade him 
stay; that passing through the streets, he saw me come out 
of the sash-window door, go to a stable-yard on the other side 
of the house, mount on horseback and ride away; that he ob- 
served the sash-door was left partially open; that he walked 
by it and saw the room empty ; there was only a dead wall 
opposite; the place was solitary, unobserved; that his Master 
directed him to lift up the sash gently, enter the room, and 
deposit the knife and the casket in a large walnut-tree bureau 
which stood unlocked near the window. All that followed — 
his visit to Mr. Vigors, his accusation against myself, his 
whole tale — was, he said, dictated by his Master, who was 
highly pleased with him, and promised to bring him safely 
through. And here he turned round with a hideous smile, as 
if for approbation of his notable cleverness and respect for 
his high employ. 

Mr. Jeeves had the curiosity to request the keeper to in- 
quire how, in what form, or in what manner, the Fiend ap- 
peared to the narrator, or conveyed his infernal dictates. 
The man at first refused to say; but it was gradually drawn 
from him that the Demon had no certain and invariable form: 
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sometimes it appeared to him in the form of a rat; some- 
times even of a leaf, or a fragment of wood, or a rusty nailj 
but that his Master’s voice always came to him distinctly, 
whatever shape he appeared in 5 only, he said, with an air of 
great importance, his Master, this time, had graciously con- 
descended, ever since he left the asylum, to communicate 
with him in a much more pleasing and imposing aspect than 
he had ever done before, — in the form of a beautiful youth, 
or, rather, like a bright rose-coloured shadow, in which the 
features of a young man were visible, and that he had heard 
the voice more distinctly than usual, though in a milder tone, 
and seeming to come to him from a great distance. 

After these revelations the man became suddenly disturbed. 
He shook from limb to limb, he seemed convulsed with ter- 
ror; he cried out that he had betrayed the secret of his Mas- 
ter, who had warned him not to describe his appearance and 
mode of communication, or he would surrender his servant to 
the tormentors. Then the maniac’s terror gave way to fury; 
his more direful propensity made itself declared; he sprang 
into the midst of his frightened listeners, seized Mr. Vigors by 
the throat, and would have strangled him but for the prompt 
rush of the superintendent and his satellites. Foaming at 
the mouth, and horribly raving, he was then manacled, a 
strait- waistcoat thrust upon him, and the group so left* him 
iu charge of his captors. Inquiries were immediately directed 
towards such circumstantial evidence as might coripborate 
the details he had so minutely set forth. The purse, recog- 
nized as Sir Philip’s, by the valet of the deceased, was found 
buried under the wych-elm. A policeman despatched, ex- 
press, to the town in which the maniac declared the knife to 
have been purchased, brought back word that a cutler in the 
place remembered perfectly to have sold such a knife to a sea- 
faring man, and identified the instrument when it was shown 
to him. From the chink of a door ajar, in the wall opposite 
my sash-window, a maid-servant, watching for her sweetheart 
(a journeyman carpenter, who habitually passed that way on 
going home to dine), had, though unobserved by the mur* 
derer, seen him come put of my window at a time that co^re- 
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sponded with the dates of his own story, though she had 
thought nothing of it at the moment. He might be a patient, 
or have called on business; she did not know that I was from 
home. The only point of importance not cleared up was 
that which related to the opening of the casket,-— the disap- 
pearance of the contents ; the lock had been unquestionably 
forced. IsTo one, how’-ever, could suppose that some third 
person had discovered the hiding-place and forced open the 
casket to abstract its contents and then rebury it. The 
only probable supposition was that the man himself had 
forced it open, and, deeming the contents of no value, had 
thrown them away before he had hidden the casket and 
purse, and, in the chaos of his reason, had forgotten that he 
had so done. Who could expect that every link in a mad- 
man’s tale would be found integral and perfect? In short, 
little importance was attached to this solitary doubt. Crowds 
accompanied me to my door, when I was set free, in open 
court, stainless; it was a triumphal procession. The popu- 
larity I had previously enjoyed, superseded for a moment by 
so horrible a charge, came back to me tenfold as with the re- 
action of generous repentance for a momentary doubt. One 
man shared the public favour,— the young man whose acute- 
ness had delivered me from the peril, and cleared the truth 
from so awful a mystery; but Margrave had escaped from 
congratulation and compliment; he had gone on a visit to 
Strahan, at Derval Court. 

Alone, at last, in the welcome sanctuary of my own home, 
what were my thoughts? Prominent amongst them all was 
that assertion of the madman, which had made me shudder 
when repeated to me: he had been guided to the murder and 
to all the subsequent proceedings by the luminous shadow of 
the beautiful youth,— the Bcin-Lasca to which I had pledged 
myself. If Sir Philip Derval could be believed, Margrave 
was possessed of powers, derived from fragmentary recollec- 
tions of a knowledge acquired iu a former state of being, 
which would render his remorseless intelligence infinitely 
dire, and trustrate the endeavours of a reason, unassisted by 
similar powers, to thwart his designs or bring the law against 
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his crimes. Had he then the arts that could thus influence 
the minds of others to serve his fell purposes, and achieve 
securely his own evil ends through agencies that could not be 
traced home to himself? 

But for what conceivable purpose had I been subjected as a 
victim to influences as much beyond my control as the Fate 
or Demoniac Necessity of a Greek Myth? In the legends of 
the classic world some august sufferer is oppressed by powers 
more than mortal, but with an ethical if gloomy vindication 
of his chastisement, — he pays the penalty of crime committed 
by his ancestors or himself, or he has braved, by arrogating 
equality with the gods, the mysterious calamity which the 
gods alone can inflict. But I, no descendant of Pelops, no 
OEdipus boastful of a wisdom which could interpret the 
enigmas of the Sphynx, while ignorant even of his own birth 
— what had I done to be singled out from the herd of men 
for trials and visitations from the Shadowland of ghosts and 
sorcerers? H would be ludicrously absurd to suppose that 
Dr. Lloyd’s dying imprecation could have had a prophetic 
effect upon my destiny ; to believe that the pretences of mes- 
merizers were specially favoured by Providence, and that to 
question their assumptions was an offence of profanation to 
be punished by exposure to preternatural agencies. There 
was not even that congruity between cause and effect which 
fable seeks in excuse for its inventions. Of all men living, 
I, unimaginative disciple of austere science, should be the 
last to become the sport of that witchcraft which even imagi- 
nation reluctantly allows to the machinery of poets, and 
science casts aside into the mouldy lumber-room of obsolete 
superstition. 

Rousing my mind from enigmas impossible to solve, it was 
with intense and yet most melancholy satisfaction that I 
turned to the image of Lilian, rejoicing, though wdth a thrill 
of awe, that the promise so mysteriously conveyed to my 
senses had, hereto, been already fulfilled, — Margrave had 
left the town; Lilian was no longer subjected to his evil fas-: 
cination. But an instinct told me that that fascination had 
already produced an effect adverse to all hope of happiness 
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for mh. Lilian’s love for myself was gone. Impossible 
otherwise that she — in whose nature I had always admired 
that generous devotion which is more or less inseparable from 
the romance of youth — should have never conveyed to me 
one word of consolation in the hour of iiiy agony and trial; 
that she, who, till the last evening we had met, had ever 
been so docile, in the sweetness of a nature femininely sub- 
missive to my slightest wish, should have disregarded my sol- 
emn injunction, and admitted Margrave to acquaintance, nay, 
to familiar intimacy, — at the very time, too, when to disobey 
my injunctions was to embitter my ordeal, and add her own 
contempt to the degradation imposed upon my honour! No, 
her heart must be wholly gone from me; her very nature 
wholly warped. A union between us had become impossible. 
My love for her remained unshattered ; the more tender, per- 
haps, fox a sentiment of compassion. But my pride was 
shocked, my heart was wounded. My love was not mean and 
servile. Enough for me to think that she would be at least 
saved from Margrave. Her life associated with his! — con- 
templation horrible and ghastly 1 — from that fate she was 
saved. Later, she would recover the eifect of an influence 
happily so brief. She might form some new attachment, 
some new tie; but love once withdrawn is never to be re- 
stored — and her love was withdrawn from me, I had but to 
release her, with my own lips, from our engagement, — she 
would welcome that release. Mournful but Arm in these 
thoughts and these resolutions, I sought Mrs. Ashleigh’s 
house. 


CHAPTEE XLII. 


: B? was twilight when I entered, unannounced (as had been 
my wont in our familiar intercourse), the quiet sitting-room 
in which I expected to find mother and child. But Lilian 
was f there alone, seated by the open window, her hands 
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crossed and drooping on her knee, her eye fixed upon the 
darkening summer skies, in which the evening star had just ? 

stolen forth, bright and steadfast, near the pale sickle of a 
half-moon that was dimly visible, but gave us yet no light. 

Let any lover imagine the reception he would expect to 
meet from his betrothed coming into her presence after he j 

had passed triumphant through a terrible peril to life and 
fame — and conceive what ice froze my blood, what anguish 
weighed down my heart, when Lilian, turning towards me, 
rose not, spoke not, gazed at me heedlessly as if at some in- \ 

different stranger — and — and — But no matter. I cannot ■ 

bear to recall it even now, at the distance of years! I sat | 

down beside her, and took her hand, without pressing it;, it ! 

rested languidly, passively in mine, one moment; I dropped ' 

it then, with a bitter sigh. i 

‘‘Lilian,’^ I said quietly, ‘‘you love me no longer. Is it 
not so?” j 

She raised her eyes to mine, looked at me wistfully, and I 

pressed her hand on her forehead; then said, in a strange 
voice, “Did I ever love you? What do you mean?” 

“Lilian, Lilian, rouse yourself; are you not, while you 
speak, under some spell, some influence which you cannot 
describe nor account for?” 

She paused a moment before she answered, calmly, “No! 

Again I ask what do you mean? ” 

“What do I mean? Do you forget that we are betrothed? 

Do you forget how often, and how recently, our vows of affec- 
tion and constancy have been exchanged? ” 

“No, I do not forget; but I must have deceived you and 
myself — ” 

“ It is true, then, that you love me no more? ” 

“I suppose so.” 

“But, oh, Lilian, is it that your heart is only closed to me; 
or is it — oh, answer truthfully — is it given to another,-^ to 
him — to him — against whom I warned you, whom I im- 
plored you not to receive? Tell me, at least, that your love 
is not gone to Margrave — ” 


“ To him ! love to him ! Oh, no — no — ” 



250 


A STRANGE STORY. 


Wliatj then, is yom* feeling towards liim? ’’ 

Lilian’s face grew visibly paler, even in that dim light, 
know not,” she said, almost in a whisper; ^^hut it is 
partly awe — partly — ” 

‘‘mat?” 

“Abhorrence!” she said almost fiercely, and rose to her 
feet, with a wild defying start. 

“If that be so,” I said gently, “you would not grieve were 
you never again to see him — ” 

“But I shall see him again,” she murmured in a tone of 
weary sadness, and sank back once more into her chair. 

“I think not,” said I, “and I hope not. And now hear me 
and heed me, Lilian. It is enough for me, no matter what 
your feelings towards another, to learn from yourself that 
the affection you once professed for me is gone. I release 
you from your troth. If folks ask why we two henceforth 
separate the lives we had agreed to join, you may say, if you 
please, that you could not give your hand to a man who had 
known the taint of a felon’s prison, even on a false charge. 
If that seems to you an ungenerous reason, we will leave it 
to your mother to find a better. Farewell! For your own 
sake I can yet feel happiness, — happiness to hear that you 
do not love the man against whom I warn you still more sol- 
emnly than before! Will you not give me your hand in part- 
ing — and have I not spoken your own 'wish? ” 

She turned away her face, and resigned her hand to me in 
silence. Silently I held it in mine, and my emotions nearly 
stifled me. One symptom of regret, of reluctance, on her 
part, and I should have fallen at her feet, and cried, “ Do not 
let us break a tie which our vows should have made indi- 
soluble; heed not my offers, wrung from a tortured heart! 
You cannot have ceased to love me ! ” But no such symptom 
of’ relenting showed itself in her, and with a groan I left the 
room. 
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CHAPTEE XLIIL 

I WAS just outside the garden door, when I felt an arm 
thrown round me^ my cheek kissed and wetted with tears. 
Could it be Lilian? Alas, no! It was her mother's voice, 
that, between laughing and crying, exclaimed hysterically: 
^^This is joy, to see you again, and on these thresholds. I 
have just come from your house ; I went there on purpose to 
congratulate you, and to talk to you about Lilian. But you 
have seen her? ’• 

^^Yes; I have but this moment left her. Come this way.” 
I drew Mrs. Ashleigh back into the garden, along the old 
winding walk, which the shrubs concealed from view of the 
house. We sat down on a rustic seat where I had often sat 
with Lilian, midway between the house and the Monks^ Well. 
I told the mother what had passed between me and her 
daughter: I made no complaint of Lilian’s coldness and 
change ; I did not hint at its cause. “ Girls of her age will 
change,” said T, “and all that now remains is for us two to 
agree on such a tale to our curious neighbours as may rest 
the whole blame on me. Man’s name is of robust fibre; , it 
could not push its way to a place in the world, if it could not 
bear, without sinking, the load idle tongues may lay on it. 
Not so Woman’s Xame: what is but gossip against Man, is 
scandal against Woman.” 

“Do not be rash, my dear Allen,” said Mrs. Ashleigh, in 
great distress. “I feel for yon, I understand you; in your 
case I might act as you do. I cannot blame you. Lilian is 
changed, — changed unaccountably. Yet sure I am that the 
change is only on the surface, that her heart is really yours, 
as entirely and a.s faithfully as ever it was; and that later, 
when she recovers from the strange, dreamy kind of torpor 
which appears to have come over all her faculties and all her 
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affections, she would awake with a despair which you cannot 
conjecture to the knowledge that you had renounced her.” 

“I have not renounced her,” said I, impatiently; “I did 
but restore her freedom of choice. But pass by this now, 
and explain to me more fully the change in your daughter, 
which I gather from your words is not ooniined to me.^' 

I wished to speak of it before you saw her, and for that 
reason came to your house. It was on the morning in which 
we left her aunt’s to return hither that I hrst noticed some- 
thing peculiar in her look and manner. She seemed absorbed 
and absent, so much so that I asked her several times to tell 
me what made her so grave; but I could only get from her that 
she had had a confused dream which she could not recall 
distinctly enough to relate, but that she was sure it boded 
evil. During the journey she became gradually more her- 
self, and began to look forward with delight to the idea of 
seeing you again. Well, you came that evening. What 
passed between you and her you knoTv best. You complained 
that she slighted your request to shun all acquaintance with 
Mr. Margrave. I was surprised that, whether your wish 
were reasonable or not, she could have hesitated to comply 
with it. I spoke to her about it after you had gone, and she 
wept bitterly at thinking she had displeased you.” 

^*She wept! You amaze me. Yet the next day what a 
note she returned to mine!” 

The next day the change in her became very visible to 
me. She told me, in an excited manner, that she was con- 
vinced she ought not to marry you. Then came, the follow- 
ing day, the news of your committal. I heard of it, but dared 
not break it to her. I went to our friend the mayor, to con- 
sult with him what to say, what to do; and to learn more 
distinctly than I had done from terrified, incoherent servants, 
the rights of so dreadful a story. When I returned, I found, 
to my amazement, a young stranger in the drawing-room; it 
was Mr. Margrave, Miss Brabazon had brought him at his 
request. Lilian was in the room, too, and my astonishment 
was increased, when she said to me with a singular smile, 
vague but tranquil j know all about Allen Fenwick; Mr. 
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Margrave has told me alh He is a friend of Alienas. He 
says there is no cause for fear/ Mr. Margrave then apolo- 
gized to me for his intrusion in a caressing, kindly manner, 
as if one of the family. He said he was so intimate with 
you that he felt that he could best break to Miss Ashleigh 
information she might receive elsewhere, for that he was the 
only man in the town who treated the charge with ridicule. 
You know the wonderful charm of this young man's manner. 
I cannot explain to you how it was, but in a few moments I 
was as much at home with him as if he had been your 
brother. To be brief, having once come, he came constantly. 
He had moved, two days before you went to Herval Court, 
from his hotel to apartments in Mr. 's house, just oppo- 

site. We could see him on his balcony from our terrace; he 
would smile to us and come across. I did wrong in slighting 
your injunction, and suhering Lilian to do so. I could not 
help it, he was such a comfort to me, — to her, too — in her 
tribulation. He alone had no doleful words, wore no long 
face; he alone was invariably cheerful. ‘Everything,' he 
said, ‘would come right in a day or two."' 

“ And Lilian could not but admire this young man, he is so 
beautiful.'" 

“Beautiful? Well, perhaps. But if you have a jealous 
feeling, you were never more mistaken, Lilian, I’ am con- 
vinced, does more than dislike him; he has inspired her with 
repugnance, with terror. And much as I own I like him, in 
Ids wild, joyous, careless, harmless way, do not think I flat- 
ter you if I say that Mr. Margrave is not the man to make 
any girl untrue to you, — untrue to a lover with infinitely 
less advantages than you may pretend to. He would be a 
universal favourite, I grant; but there is something in him, 
or a something wanting in him, which makes liking and ad- 
miration stop short of love. I know not why; perhaps, be- 
cause, with all his good humour, he is so absorbed in himself, 
so intensely egotistical, so light; were he less clever, I should 
say so frivolous. He could not make love, he could not say 
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what love was. As to myself, Mr. Margrave ai>pears rich; 
no whisper against his character or his honour ever reached 
me. Yet were you out of the (luestion, and were there no 
stain on bis birth, nay, were he as high in rank and wealth 
as he is favoured by Nature in personal advantages, I confess 
I could never consent to trust him with my daughter's fate. 
A voice at my heart would cry, ‘No! ' It may be an unrea- 
sonable prejudice, but I could not bear to see him touch 
Lilian's hand! ” 

“Did she never, then — never suffer him even to take her 
hand?" 

“ Never. Do not think so meanly of her as to suppose that 
she could be caught by a fair face, a graceful maimer. Ee- 
fleet: just before she had refused, for your sake, Ashleigh 
Sumner, whom Lady Haughton said ‘no girl in her senses 
could refuse; ' and this change in Lilian really began before 
we returned to L — before she had even seen Mr. Mar- 

grave. I am convinced it is something in the reach of your 
skill as physician, — it is on the nerves, the system. I will 
give you a proof of what I say, only do not betray me to her. 
It was during your imprisonment, the night before your re- 
lease, that I was awakened by her coming to my bedside. 
She was sobbing as if her heart would break. ‘0 mother, 
mother! ' she cried, ‘pity me, help me! I am so wretched.' 
‘What is the matter, darling?' ‘I have been so cruel to 
Allen, and I know I shall be so again. I cannot help it. Do 
not question me ; only if we are separated, if he cast me off’, 
or I reject him, tell him some day — perhaps when I am in 
my grave — not to believe appearances ; and that I, in my 
heart of hearts, never ceased to love him I ' ” 

“She said that! You are not deceiving me? " 

“Oh, no! how can you think so? " 

“There is hope still," I miirmured; and I bowed my head 
upon my hands, hot tears forcing their way through the 
clasped fingers. 

‘'One word more," said I; “you tell me that Lilian has a 
repugnance to this Margrave, and yet that she found comfort 
in his visits, — a comfort that could not be wholly ascribed to 
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cheering words he might say about myself, since it is all but 
certain that I was not, at that time, uppermost in her mind. 
Can you explain this apparent contradiction? ” 

I cannot, otherwise than by a conjecture which you would 
ridicule.’' 

I can ridicule nothing now. What is your conjecture? ” 

I know how much you disbelieve in the stories one hears 
of animal magnetism and electro-biology, otherwise — ” 

You think that Margrave exercises some power of that 
kind over Lilian? Has he spoken of such a power?” 

“Hot exactly 5 but he said that he was sure Lilian possessed 
a faculty that he called by some hard name, not clairvoyance, 
but a faculty, which he said, when I asked him to explain, 
was akin to prevision, — to second sight. Then he talked of 
the Priestesses who had administered the ancient oracles. 
Lilian, he said, reminded him of them, with her deep eyes 
and mysterious smile.” 

“And Lilian heard him? What said she? ” 

“ nothing; she seemed in fear while she listened,” 

“ He did not offer to try any of those arts practised by pro- 
fessional mesmerists and other charlatans? ” 

“ I thought he was about to do so, but I forestalled him, 
saying I never would consent to any experiment of that kind, 
either on myself or my daughter.” 

“And he replied — ” 

“With his gay laugh, ‘that I was very foolish; that a per- 
son possessed of such a faculty as he attributed to Lilian 
would, if the faculty were developed, be an invaluable ad- 
viser. ’ Pie would have said more, but I begged him to desist. 
Still I fancy at times — do not be angry — that he does some- 
how or other bewitch her, unconsciously to herself ; for she 
always knows when he is coming. Indeed, I am not sure 
that he does not bewitch myself, for I by no means justify 
my conduct in admitting him to an intimacy so familiar, and 
in spite of your wish ; I have reproached myself, resolved to 
shut my door on him, or to show by my manner that his visits 
were unwelcome; yet when Lilian has said, in the drowsy 
lethargic tone which has come into her voice (her voice natu- 
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rally earnest and impressive/ thongh always low), ^ 
he will be here in two minutes; I wish to leave the room and 
cannot/ 1, too, have felt as if something constrained me 
against my will; as if, in short, I were under that influence 
which Mr. Vigors — whom I will never forgive for his con- 
duct to you — would ascribe to mesmerisiiL But will you 
not come in and see Lilian again?” 

‘^hTo, not to-night; but watch and heed her, and if you see 
aught to make you honestly believe that she regrets the rupt- 
ure of the old tie from which I have released her — why, you 
know, Mrs. Ashleigh, that — that — ” My voice failed; I 
wrung the good woman’s hand, and went my way. 

I had always till then considered Mrs. Ashleigh — if not as 
Mrs. Poyntz described her commonplace weak ” — still of 
an intelligence somewhat below mediocrity. I now regarded 
her with respect as well as grateful tenderness; her plain 
sense had divined what all my boasted knowledge had failed 
to detect in my earlier intimacy with Margrave, ^ — namely, 
that in him there was a something present, or a something 
wanting, which forbade love and excited fear. Young, beau- 
tiful, wealthy, seemingly blameless in life as he was, she 
would not have given her daughter’s hand to him! 


CHAPTER XLIV. 

The next day my house was filled with visitors. I had no 
notion that I had so many friends. Mr. Vigors wrote me a 
generous and handsome letter, owning his prejudices against 
me on account of his sympathy with poor Dr. Lloyd, and beg- 
ging my pardon for what he now felt to have been harshness, 
if not distorted justice. But what most moved me was the 
entrance of Strahan, who rushed up to me with the hearti- 
ness of old college days. “Oh, my dear Allen, can you 
ever forgive me; that I should have disbelieved your word. 
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^should have suspected you of abstracting juy poar cousin’s 

memoir?'’’ 

‘‘Is it found, then?,”' 

“Oh, yes; you must thank Margrave. He, clever fellow, 
you know, came to lue on a visit yesterday. He put me at 
once on the right scent. Only guess; but you never can! It 
was that wretched old housekeeper who purloined the manu* 
script. Y'ou remember she came into the room while jon 
were looking at the memoir. She heard us talk about it; hei 
curiosity was roused; she longed to know the history of her 
old master, under Ms own hand; she could not sleep; sh^ 
heard me go up to bed; she thought you might leave the book 
on the table when you, too, went to rest. She stole down' 
stairs, peeped through the keyhole of the library, saw you 
asleep, the book lying before you, entered, took away the 
book softly, meant to glance at its contents and to return it. 
You were sleeping so soundly she thought you would not 
wake for an hour; she carried it into the library, leaving the 
door open, and there began to pore over it. She stumbled 
first on one of the passages in Latin; she hoped to find some 
part in plain English, turned over the leaves, putting her 
candle close to them, for the old woman’s eyes were dim, 
when she heard you make some sound in your sleep. Alarmed, 
she looked round; you were moving uneasily in your seah 
and muttering to yourself. From watching you she was soon 
diverted by the consequences of her own confounded curiosity 
and folly. In moving, she had unconsciously brought the 
poor manuscrij)t close to the candle; the leaves caught the 
flame; her own cap and hand burning first made her aware of 
the mischief done. She threw down the book; her sleeve 
was in flames ; she had first to tear off the sleeve, which was, 
luckily for her, not sewn to her dress. By the time she re- 
covered presence of mind to attend to the hook, half its 
leaves were reduced to tinder. She did not dare then to re- 
place what was left of the manuscript on your table ; returned 
with it to her room, hid it, and resolved to keep her own 
secret. I should never have guessed it; I had never even 
spoken to her of the occurrence; but when I talked over the 
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disappearance oj: the book to Margrave last night, and ex- 
pressed my disbelief of your story, he said, in his merry 
way: ‘But do you think that Fenwick is the only person 
curious about your cousin’s odd ways and strange, history? 
Why, every servant in the household would have been equally 
curious. You have examined your servants, of course? ’ 
‘No, I never thought of it.’ ‘Examine them now, then. 
Examine especially that old housekeeper. I observe a great 
change in her manner since I came here, weeks ago, to look 
over the house. She has something on her mind,— I see it 
in her eyes.’ Then it occurred to me, too, that the woman’s 
manner had altered, and that she seemed always in a tremble 
and a fidget. I went at once to her room, and charged her 
with stealing the book. She fell on her knees, and told the 
whole story as I have told it to you, and as I shall take care 
to tell it to all to whom I have so foolishly blabbed my yet 
more foolish suspicions of yourself. But can you forgive me, 
old friend? ” 

“Heartily, heartily! And the book is burned? ” 

“ See j ” and he produced a mutilated manuscript. Strange, 
the part burned — reduced, indeed, to tinder — was the con- 
cluding part that related to Haroun,— to Grayle: no vestige 
of that part was left; the earlier portions were scorched and 
mutilated, though in some places still decipherable; but as 
my eye hastily ran over those places, I saw only mangled 
sentencea of the experimental problems which the writer had 
so minutely elaborated. 

“Will you keep the manuscript as it is, and as long as you 
like?” said Strahan. 

“No, no; I will have nothing more to do with it. Consult 
some other man of science. And so this is the old woman’s 
whole story? No accomplice, — none? No one else shared 
her curiosity and her task? ” 

“No. Oddly enough, though, she made much the same ex- 
cuse for her pitiful folly that the madman made for his terri- 
ble crime; she said, ‘the Devil put it into her head.’ Of 
course he did, as he puts everything wrong into any one’s 
head. That does not mend the matter.” 
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^‘How! did she, too, say she saw a Shadow and heard a 
voice? 

“ Iso ; not such a liar as that, and not mad enough for such 
a lie. But she said that when she was in bed, thinking over 
the book, something irresistible urged her to get up and go 
down into the study; swore she felt something lead her by 
the hand; swore, too, that when she first discovered the 
manuscript was not in English, something whispered in her 
ear to turn over the leaves and approach them to the candle. 
But I had no patience to listen to all this rubbish. I sent 
her out of the house, bag and baggage. But, alas ! is this to 
be the end of all my wise cousin’s grand discoveries? ’’ 

True, of labours that aspired to bring into the chart of 
science new worlds, of which even the traditionary rumour 
was but a voice from the land of fable — nought left but 
broken vestiges of a daring footstep! The hope of a name 
imperishable amidst the loftiest hierarchy of IsTature’s secret 
temple, with all the pomp of recorded experiment, that ap- 
plied to the mysteries of Egypt and Chaldsea the inductions 
of Bacon, the tests of Liebig — was there nothing left of this 
but what, here and there, some puzzled student might ex- 
tract, garbled, mutilated, perhaps unintelligible, from shreds 
of sentences, wrecks of problems ! 0 mind of man, can the 
works, on which thou wouldst found immortality below, be 
annulled into smoke and tinder by an inch of candle in the 
hand of an old woman! 

When Strahan left me, I went out, but not yet to visit pa- 
tients. I stole through by-paths into the fields; I needed 
solitude to bring my thoughts into shape and order. What 
was delusion, and what not? Was I right or the Public? 
Was Margrave really the most innocent and serviceable of 
human beings, kindly afiectionate, employing a wonderful 
acuteness for benignant ends? Was I, in truth, indebted to 
him for the greatest boon one man can bestow on another, — 
for life rescued, for fair name justified? Or had he, by some 
demoniac sorcery, guided the hand of the murderer against 
the life of the person who alone could imperil his own? 
Had he, by the same dark spells, urged the woman to the 
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act that had destroyed the only record of his monstrous be- 
ingj — the only evidence that I was not tiie sport of an illu- 
sion in the horror with which he inspired me? 

Blit if the latter supposition could be admissible^ did he 
use his agents only to betray them afterwards to exposure, 
and that, without any possible (dew to his own detection as 
the instigator? Then, there came over me confused recollec- 
tions of tales of mediaeval witchcriift, which I had read in 
boyhood. Were there not on judicial record attestation and 
evidence, solemn and circumstantial, of powers analogous to 
those now exerciised by Margrave, — of sorcerers instigating 
to sin through inhuences ascribed to Demons; making their 
apparitions glide through guarded walls, their voices heard 
from afar in the solitude of dungeons or monastic cells; sub- 
jugating vicitims to their will, by means whi(ih no vigilance 
could have detected, if the victims themselves had not con- 
fessed the witchcraft that had ensnared, courting a sure and 
infamous death in that confession, preferring such death to a 
life so haunted? Were stories so gravely set forth in the 
pomp of judicial evidence, and in the history of times com- 
paratively recent, indeed to be massed, pell-mell together, as 
a moles indigesta of senseless superstition, — all the witnesses 
to be deemed liars; all the victims and tools of the sorcerers, 
lunatics; all the examiners or judges, with their solemn 
gradations — lay and clerical — from Commissions of Inquiry 
to Courts of Appeal, — to be despised for credulity, loathed 
for cruelty; or, amidst records so numerous, so imposingly 
attested, were there the fragments of a terrible truth? And 
had our ancestors been so unwise in those laws we now deem 
so savage, by which the world was rid of scourges more awful 
and more potent than the felon with his candid dagger? 
Fell instigators of the evil in men’s secret hearts, shaping 
into action the vague, half-formed desire, and guiding with 
agencies impalpable, unseen, their spelTbound instruments 
of calamity and death. 

Such were the gloomy questions that I — by repute, the 
sternest advocate of common-sense against fantastic errors; 
by profession, the searcher into flesh and blood, and tissue 
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and nerve and sinew, for the canses of all that disease the 
ineehanisiii of the universal human frame j I, self-boasting 
physician, sceptic, philosopher, materialist — revolved, not 
amidst gloomy pines, under grim winter skies, but as I paced 
slow through laughing meadows, and by the banks of merry 
streams, in the ripeness of the golden August: the hum of 
insects in the fragrant grass, the flutter of birds amid the 
delicate green of boughs checkered by playful sunbeams and 
gentle shadows, and ever in sight of the resorts of busy work- 
day man,— walls, roof-tops, church-spires rising high ; there, 
white and modern, the handwriting of our race, in this prac- 
tical nineteenth century, on its square plain masonry and 
Doric shafts, the Town-Hall, central in the animated market- 
place. And I — I — prying into long-neglected corners and 
dust-holes of memory for what my reason had flung there as 
worthless rubbish; reviving the jargon of French law, in the 
jproces verbal, against a Gille de Eetz, or an Urbain Grandier, 
and sifting the equity of sentences on witchcraft! 

Bursting the links of this ghastly soliloquy with a laugh at 
my own folly, I struck into a narrow path that led back 
towards the city, by a quiet and rural suburb; the path 
wound on through a wide and solitary churchyard, at the 
base of the Abbey -hill. Many of the former dwellers on 
tha.t eminence now slept in the lowly burial-ground at its 
foot; and the place, mournfully decorated with the tombs 
wliicli still jealously mark distinctions of rank amidst the 
levelling democracy of the grave, was kept trim with the 
care which comes half from piety, and half from pride. 

I seated myself on a bench, placed between the clipped 
yew-trees that bordered the path from the entrance to the 
chiircli porch, deeming vaguely that my own perplexing 
thoughts might imbibe a quiet from the quiet of the place. 

And oh,” I murmured to myself, ‘'^oh that I had one bosom 
friend to whom I might freely confide all these torturing 
riddles which T cannot solve, — one who could read my heart, 
light up its darkness, exorcise its spectres; one in whose 
wisdom I could welcome a guide through the Hature which 
now suddenly changes her aspect, opening out from the walls 
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with which I had fenced and encloBed her as mine own foimal 
garden; —all her pathways, therein, trimmed to my footstep; 
all her blooms grouped and harmonized to my own taste in 
colour; all her groves, all her caverns, but the soothing re- 
treats of a Muse or a Science; opening out — opening out, 
desert on desert, into clewless and measureless sijace ! Gone 
is the garden! Were its confines too narrow for Is^ature? 
Be it so! The Desert replaces the garden, but where ends 
the Desert? Reft from my senses are the iaw^s which gave 
order and place to their old questionless realm. I stand lost 
and appalled amidst Chaos. Did my Mind misconstrue the 
laws it deemed fixed and immutable? Be it so! But still 
Mature cannot be lawdess; Creation is not a Chaos. If my 
senses deceive me in some things, they are still unerring in 
others; if thus, in some things, fallacious, still, in other 
things, truthful. Are there within me senses finer than those 
I have cultured, or without me vistas of knowledge which 
instincts, apart from my senses, divine? So long as I deal 
with the Finite alone, my senses suffice me; but when the In- 
finite is obtruded upon me there, -ti*e my senses faithless de- 
serters? If so, is there aught elife in my royal resources of 
Man — whose ambition it is, from the first dawn of his glory 
as Thinker, to invade and fco subjugate ISTature, — is there 
aught else to supply the place of those traitors, the senses, 
who report to my Reason, their judge and their sovereign, as 
truths seen and heard tales whitdi my Reason forfeits her 
sceptre if she does not disdain as lies? Oh, for a friend! oh, 
for a guide ! ’’ ^ 

And as I so murmured, my eye fell upon the form of a 
kneeling child, — at the farther end of the burial-ground, 
beside a grave with its new headstone gleaming white amidst 
the older moss-grown tombs, a female child, her head bowed, 
her hands clasped. I could see but the outline of her small 
form in its sable dress, — an infant beside the dead. 

My eye and my thoughts were turned from that silent fig- 
ure, too absorbed in my own restless tumult of doubt and 
dread, for sympathy with the grief or the consolation of a 
kneeling child. And yet I should have remembered that 
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tomb! Again I murmured with a fierce impatience, ^^Oh, for 
a friend! oh, for a guide! ” 

I heard steps on the walk under the yewsj and an old man 
came in sight, slightly bent, with long gray hair, but still 
with enough of vigour for years to come, in his tread, firm, 
though slow, in the unshrunkeii muscle of his limbs and the 
steady light of his clear blue eye. I started. Was it possi- 
ble? That countenance, marked, indeed, with the lines of 
laborious thought, but sweet in the mildness of humanity, 
and serene in the peace of conscience! I could not be mis- 
taken. Julius Faber was before me, — the profound patho- 
logist, to whom my own proud self-esteem acknowledged 
inferiority, without humiliation; the generous benefactor to 
whom I owed my own smooth entrance into the arduous road 
of fame and fortune. I had longed for a friend, a guide; 
what I sought stood suddenly at my side. 


CHAPTER XLY. 

Explanation on Faber^s part was short and simple. The 
nephew whom he designed as the heir to his wealth had 
largely outstripped the liberal allowance made to him, had 
incurred heavy debts ; and in order to extricate himself from 
the debts, had plunged into ruinous speculations. Faber had 
come back to England to save his heir from prison or out- 
lawry, at the expense of more than three-fourths of the des- 
tined inheritance. To add to all, the young man had married 
a young lady without fortune ; the uncle only heard of this 
marriage on arriving in England. The spendthrift was hid- 
ing from his creditors in the house of his father-in-law, in one 
of the western counties. Faber there sought him; and on 
becoming acquainted with his wife, grew reconciled to the 
marriage, and formed hopes of his nephew^s future redemp- 
tion. He spoke, indeed, of the young wife with great affeo- 
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tion. Slie was good and sensible; williiig and anxious to 
t.iucoauter any privation by which her Imsbaiid might reprieve 
the ehects of his folly. “Bo,” said Eaber, “on consultation 
with this excellent creature — for my poor nephew is so 
broken down by repentance, that others must think for him 
how to exalt repentance into reform — my plans were deter- 
mined. I shall remove my j)rodigal from all scenes of temp- 
tation. He has youth, strength, |)leiity of energy, hitherto 
inisclirected. I shall take him from the Old World into the 
New. I have decided on Australia. The fortune still left 
to me, small liere, will be amx)ie crapital there. It is not 
enough to maintain us separately, so we must all live to- 
gether, Besides, I feel that, though I have neither the 
strength or the experience which could best serve a young 
settler on a strange soil, still, under my eye, my poor boy 
will be at once more prudent and more persevering. We sail 
next week.” 

Faber spoke so cheerfully that I knew not how to express 
compassion; yet, at his age, after a career of such prolonged 
and distinguished labour, to resign the ease and comforts of 
the civilized state for the hardships and rudeness of an infant 
colony, seemed to me a dreary prospect; and, as delicately, 
as tenderly as I could to one whom I loved and honoured as 
a father, I placed at his disposal the fortune which, in great 
part, I owed to him, — pressing him at least to take from it 
enough to secure to himself, in his own country, a home suited 
to his years and worthy of his station. He rejected all my 
oilers, however earnestly urged on him, with his usual modest 
and gentle dignity; and assuring me that he looked forward 
with great interest to a residence in lands new to his experi- 
ence, and aifording ample scope for the hardy enjoyments 
which had always most allured his tastes, he hastened to 
change the subject. 

“ And who, think you, is the admirable helpmate my scape- 
grace has had the saving good luck to find? A daughter of 
the worthy man who undertook the care of poor Dr. Lloyd's 
orphans,- — the orphans who owed so much to your generous 
exertions to secure a pi^ovision for them; and that child, now 
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just risen trom Her tatiier^s grave, is my pet companion, my 
darling ewe iamb,— Dr. Lloyd^s daughter Amy/^ 

Here the child joined us, quickening her pace as she recog- 
nized the old man, and nestling to his side as she glanced 
wistfully towards myself. A winning, candid, lovable child’s 
face, somewhat melancholy, somewhat more thoughtful than 
is common to the face of childhood, but calm, intelligent, and 
ineffably mild. Presently she stole from the old man, and 
put her hand in mine. 

Are you not tlie kind gentleman who came to see him that 
night when he passed away from us, and who, they all say at 
home, was so good to my brothers and me? Yes, I recollect 
you now.” And she put her pure face to mine, wooing me to 
kiss it. 

I kind! I good! I — I! Alas! she little knew, little 
guessed, the wrathful imprecation her father had bequeathed 
to me that fatal night! 

I did not dare to kiss Dr. Lloyd’s orphan daughter, but my 
tears fell over her hand. She took them as signs of pity, 
and, in her infant thankfulness, silently kissed me. 

*‘Oh, my friend!” I murmured to Faber, have much 
that I yearn to say to you — alone — alone! Come to my 
house with me, be at least my guest as long as you stay in 
this town.” 

‘^Willingly,” said Faber, looking at me more intently than 
he had done before, and with the true eye of the practised 
Healer, at once soft and penetrating. 

He rose, took my arm, and whispering a word in the ear of 
the little girl, she went on before us, turning her head, as she 
gained the gate, for another look at her father’s grave. As 
we walked to my house, Julius Faber spoke to me much of 
this child. Her brothers were all at school; she was greatly 
attached to his nephew’s wife; she had become yet more at- 
tached to Faber himself, though on so short an acquaintance; 
it had been settled that she was to accompany the emigrants 
to Australia. 

There,” said he, ^^the sum, that some munificent, but un- 
known friend of her father has settled on her, will provide 


266 


A STEANGE STOEY* 


her no mean dower for a colonist’s wife, when the time comes 
for her to bring a blessing to some other hearth than ours,” 
He went on to say that she had wished to accompany him to 

L , ill order to visit her father’s grave before crossing the 

wide seas; “and she has taken such fond care of me alb the 
way, that you might fancy I were the child of the two. I 
come back to this town, partly to dispose of a few poor houses 
in it which still belong to me, principally to bid you farewell 
before quitting the Old World, no doubt forever. So, on ar- 
riving to-day, I left Amy by herself in the churchyard while 
I went to your house, but you were from home. And now I 
must congratulate you on the reputation you have so rapidly 
acc[uired, which has even surpassed my predictions.” 

“Yon are aware,” said I, faltcringly, “of the extraordinary 
charge from which that part of my reputation dearest to all 
men has just emerged ! ” 

He had but seen a short account in a weekly journal, writ- 
ten after my release. He asked details, which I postponed. 

Eeaching my home, I hastened to provide for the comfort 
of my two unexpected guests; strove to rally myself, to be 
cheerful. Isot till night, when Julius Faber and I were 
alone together, did I touch on what was weighing at my 
heart. Then, drawing to his side, I told him all, — all of 
which the substance is herein written, from the death-scene 
in Dr. Lloyd’s chamber to the hour in which I had seen Dr. 
Lloyd’s child at her father’s grave. Some of the incidents 
and conversations which had most impressed me I had already 
committed to writing, in the fear that, otherwise, my fancy 
might forge for its own thraldom the links of reminiscence 
which my memory might let fall from its chain. Faber lis- 
tened with a silence only interrupted by short pertinent 
questions; and when I had done, he remained thoughtful for 
some moments ; then the great physician replied thus : — 

“ I take for granted your conviction of the reality of all you 
tell me, even of the Luminous Shadow, of the bodiless Yoice; 
but, before admitting the reality itself, we must abide by the 
old maxim, not to accept as cause to effect those agencies 
which belong to the Marvellous, when causes less improbable 
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for the effect can be rationally conjectured. In this case are 
there not such causes? Certainly there are — 

There are? 

Listen 5 you are one of those men who attempt to stifle 
their own imagination. But in all completed intellect, im- 
agination exists, and will force its way 5 deny it healthful 
vents, and it may stray into morbid channels. The death- 
room of Dr. Lloyd deeply impressed your heart, far more 
than your pride would own. This is clear from the pains 
you took to exonerate your conscience, in your generosity to 
the orphans. As the heart was moved, so was the imagina- 
tion stirred j and, unaware to yourself, prepared for much 
that subsequently appealed to it. Your sudden love, con- 
ceived in the very grounds of the house so associated with 
recollections in themselves strange and romantic; the peculiar 
temperament and nature of the girl to whom your love was 
attracted; her own visionary beliefs, and the keen anxiety 
which infused into your love a deeper poetry of sentiment, — 
all insensibly tended to induce the imagination to dwell on 
the Wonderful; and, in over striving to reconcile each rarer 
phenomenon to the most positive laws of Nature, your very 
intellect could discover no solution but in the Preternatural. 

^^You visit a man who tells you he has seen Sir Philip 
DervaPs ghost; on that very evening, you hear a strange 
story, in which Sir Philip’s name is mixed up with a tale of 
murder, implicating two mysterious pretenders to magic, — 
Louis Grayle and the Sage of Aleppo. The tale so interests 
your fancy that even the glaring impossibility of a not unim- 
portant part of it escapes your notice, — namely, the account 
of a criminal trial in which the circumstantial evidence was 
more easily attainable than in all the rest of the narrative, 
but which could not legally have taken place as told. Thus 
it is whenever the mind begins, unconsciously, to admit the 
shadow of the Supernatural; the Obvious is lost to the eye 
that plunges its gaze into the Obscure. Almost immediately 
afterwards you become acquainted with a young stranger, 
whose traits of character interest and perplex, attract yet re- 
volt you. All this time you are engaged in a physiological 
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work whicli severely tasks tke brain, and in which you ex' 
amine the intricate question of soul distinct from mind. 

“And, here, I can conceive a cause deep-hid amongst what 
metaphysicians would call latent associations, for a train of 
thought which disposed you to accept the fantastic impres- 
sions afterwards made on you by the scene in the Museum 
and the visionary talk of Sir Philip Derval. Doubtless, 
when at college you first studied metaphysical speculation 
you would have glanced over Beattie ^ Essay on Truth’ as 
one of the works written in opposition to your favourite, 
David Hume.” 

“Yes, I read the book, but I have long since forgotten its 
arguments.” 

“Well, in that essay, Beattie^ cites the extraordinary in- 
stance of Simon Browne, a learned and pious clergyman, who 
seriously disbelieved the existence of his own soul; and im- 
agined that, by interposition of Divine power, his soul was 
annulled, and nothing left but a principle of animal life, 
which he held in common with the brutes! When, years 
ago, a thoughtful imaginative student, you came on that 
story, probably enough you would have paused, revolved in 
your own mind and fancy what kind of a creature a man 
might he, if, retaining human life and merely human under- 
standing, he was deprived of the powers and properties which 
reasoners have ascribed to the existence of soul. Something 
in this young man, unconsciously to yourself, revives that 
forgotten train of meditative ideas. His dread of death as 
ie final cessation of being, his brute-like want of sympathy 
ivith his kind, his incapacity to comprehend the motives 
which carry man on to scheme and fco build for a future that 
extends beyond his grave, — all start up before you at the 
v'ery moment your reason is overtasked, your imagination 
fevered, in seeking the solution of problems which, to a phi- 
iosophy based upon your system, must always remain insolu- 
ble. The young man’s conversation not only thus excites 
your fancies, — it disturbs your afiPections. He speaks not 

^ Beattie's “ Essay on Trnth/^ part i. c. ii. 3. The story of Simon Browne 
is to l>e found in The Adyehteer." 
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only of drugs that renew youtli, but of cliarms that secure 
love. You tremble for your Lilian while you hear him! 
And. the brain thus tasked; the imagination thus inflamed, 
the heart thus agitated, you are presented to Sir Philip Ber- 
val, whose ghost your patient had supposed he saw weeks 
ago. 

This person, a seeker after an occult philosophy, which 
had possibly acquainted him with some secrets in nature be- 
yond the pale of our conventional experience, though, when 
analyzed, they might prove to be quite reconcilable with 
sober science, startles you with an undefined mysterious 
charge against the young man who had previously seemed to 
you different from ordinary mortals. In a room stored with 
the dead things of the brute soulless world, your brain be- 
comes intoxicated with the fumes of some vapour which pro- 
duces effects not uncommon in the superstitious practices of 
the East; your brain, thus excited, brings distinctly before 
you the vague impressions it had before received. Margrave 
becomes identified with the Louis Grayie of whom you had 
previously heard an obscure and legendary tale, and all the 
anomalies in his character are explained by his being that 
which you had contended, in your physiological work, it was 
quite possible for man to be, — namely, mind and body with- 
out soul! You were startled by the monster which man 
would be were your own theory possible ; and in order to rec- 
oncile the contradictions in this very monster, you account 
for knowdedge, and for powers that mind without soul could 
not have attained, by ascribing to this prodigy broken memo- 
ries of a former existence, demon attributes from former pro- 
ficiency in evil magic. My friend, there is nothing here 
wliich your own study of morbid idiosyneracies should not 
suffice to solve. 

^^So, then,*^ said I, “you would reduce all that have affected 
my senses as realities into the deceit of illusions? But,^'' I 
added, in a whisper, terrified by my own question, “do not 
physiologists agree in this: namely, that though illusory 
phantasms may haunt the sane as well as the insane, the sane 
know that they are only illusions, and the insane do not/' 


270 


A STEANGE STORY. 


“StLcli a distinction/^ answered Faber, far too arbitrary 
and rigid for more than a very general and qualified accept- 
ance. Muller, indeed, who is perhaps the highest authority 
on such a subject, says, with prudent reserve, ‘When a per- 
son who is not insane sees spectres and believes them to 
be real, his intellect must be imperfectly exercised/^ He 
would, indeed, be a bold physician who maintained that 
every man who believed he had really seen a ghost was of 
unsound mind. In Dr. Abercrombie’s interesting account of 
spectral illusions, he tells us of a servant-girl who believed 
she saw, at the foot of her bed, the apparition of Curran, in 
a sailor’s jacket and an immense pair of whiskers.^ doubt 
the spectre was an illusion, and Dr. Abercrombie very inge- 
niously suggests the association of ideas by which the appari- 
tion was conjured up with the grotesque adjuncts of the jacket 
and the whiskers; but the servant-girl, in believing the reality 
of the apparition, was certainly not insane. When I read in 
the American public journals® of ‘spirit manifestations,’ in 
which large numbers of persons, of at least the average degree 
of education, declare that they have actually witnessed vari- 
ous phantasms, much more extraordinary than all which you 
have confided to me, and arrive, at once, at the conclusion 
that they are thus put into direct communication with de- 
parted souls, I must assume that they are under an illusion; 
but I should be utterly unwarranted in supposing that, be- 
cause they credited that illusion, they were insane. I should 
only say with Muller, that in their reasoning on the phe- 
nomena presented to them, ‘their intellect was imperfectly 
exercised.’ And an impression made on the senses, being in 
itself sufficiently rare to excite our wonder, may be strength- 
ened till it takes the form of a positive fact, by various coin- 
cidences which are accepted as corroborative testimony, yet 
which are, nevertheless, nothing more than coincidences found 

1 Miiller’s Physiology of the Senses, p. 394. 

2 Abercrombie on the Intellectual Powers, p. 281. (15th edition.) 

® At the date of Faber's conversation with Allen Fenwick, the (so-called) 
.spirit manifestations had npt spread from America over Europe. But if they 
ImkI, Faber's views would, no doubt, have remained the same. 
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in every day matters of business, but only emphatically no*- 
ticed when we can exclaim, ‘How astonishing I ^ In your 
case such coincidences have been, indeed, veiy signal, and 
might well aggravate the perplexities into which your reason 
was thrown. Sir Philip DervaPs murder, the missing casket, 
the exciting nature of the manuscript, in which a superstitious 
interest is already enlisted by your expectation to find in it 
the key to the narrator’s boasted powers, and his reasons for 
the astounding denunciation of the man whom you suspect to 
be his murderer,-™ in all this there is much to confirm, nay, 
to caus(3, an illusion; and for that very reason, when exam* 
ined by strict laws of evidence, in all this there is but ad- 
ditional proof that the illusion was — only illusion. Your 
affections contribute to strengthen your fancy in its war on your 
reason. The girl you so passionately love develops, to your 
disquietude and terror, the visionary temperament which, at 
her age, is ever liable to fantastic caprices. She hears Mar- 
grave’s song, which you say has a wildness of charm that 
affects and thrills even you. Who does not know the power 
of music? and of all music, there is none so potential as that 
of the human voice. Thus, in some languages, charm and 
song are identical expressions; and even when a critic, in our 
own sober newspapers, extols a Malibran or a G-risi, you may 
be sure that he will call her ‘enchantress.’ Well, this lady, 
your betrothed, in whom the nervous system is extremely 
impressionable, hears a voice which, even to your ear, is 
strangely melodious, and sees a form and face which, even 
to your eye, are endowed with a singular character of beauty. 
Her fancy is impressed by what she thus hears and sees ; and 
impressed the more because, by a coincidence not very un- 
common, a face like that which she beholds has before been 
presented to her in a dream or a revery. In the nobleness of 
genuine, confiding, reverential love, rather than impute to 
your beloved a levity of sentiment that would seem to you a 
treason, you accept the chimera of ‘magical fascination.’ In 
this frame of mind you sit down to read the memoir of a 
mystical enthusiast. Do you begin now to account for the 
Luminous Shadow? A dream! And a dream no less because 
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your eyes were open and you believed yourself awake. The 
diseased imagination resembles those mirrors which, being 
themselves distorted, represent distorted pictures as correct. 

And even this Memoir of Sir Philip DervaPs — can you 
be quite sure that you actually read the part which relates to 
Haroun and Louis Grayle? You say that, while perusing the 
manuscript, you saw the Luminous Shadow, and became in- 
sensible, The old woman says you were fast asleep. May 
you not really have fallen into a slumber, and in that slumber 
have dreamed the parts of the tale that relate to Grayle,— 
dreamed that you beheld the Shadow? Bo you remember 
what is said so well by Dr. Abercrombie^ to authorize the ex- 
planation I suggest to you: person under the influence of 

some strong mental impression falls asleep for a few seconds, 
perhaps without being sensible of it: some scene or person 
appears in a dream, and he starts up under the conviction 
that it was a spectral appearance. ’ ’’P 

‘‘But,^’ said I, ^‘the apparition was seen by me again, and 
when, certainly, I was not sleeping.” 

“True; and who should know better than a physician so 
well read as yourself that a spectral illusion once beheld is 
always apt to return again in the same form? Thus, Goethe 

1 Abercrombie on the Intellectual Powers, p. 278. ( I5tb edition.) 

This author, not more to i>e adnnred for his intelligence than his candour, 
and who is entitled to praise for a higher degree of original thought than 
that to which he modestly pretends, relates a curious anecdote illustrating 
“the analogy between dreaming and spectral illusion, which he received from 
the gentleman to which it occurred, — an eminent medical friend : “ Having 
sat up late one evening, under considerable anxiety for one of his children, 
who was ill, he fell asleep in his chair, and had a frightful dream, in which 
the prominent figure was an immense baboon. He awoke with the fright, got 
up instantly, and walked to a table which was in the middle of the room. He 
was then quite awake, and quite conscious of the articles around him ; hut 
close by the wall in the end of the apartment he distinctly saw the baboon 
making the same grimaces which he had seen in his dreams ; and this spectre 
continued visible for about half a minute.” Now, a man who saw only a 
baboon would be quite ready to admit that it was but an optical illusion ; but 
if, instead of a baboon, he had seen an intimate friend, and that friend, by 
some coincidence of time, had died about that date, he would he a very strong- 
minded man if he admitted for the mystery of seeing hi.s friend the samo 
natural Solution which he would readily admit for seeing a baboon. 
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was long haunted by one image, -- the phantom of a flower 
unfolding itself, and developing new flowers.^ Thus, one of 
our most distinguished philosophers tells us of a lady known 
to himself, who would see her husband, hear him move and 
speak, when he was not even in the house.^ But instances of 
the facility with which phantasms, once admitted, repeat 
themselves to the senses, are numberless. Many are recorded 
by Hibbert and Abercrombie, and every physician in exten- 
sive practice can add largely, from his own experience, to the 
list. Intense self-concentration is, in itself, a mighty ma- 
gician. The magicians of the East inculcate the necessity of 
fast, solitude, and meditation for the due development of 
theii imaginary powders. And I have no doubt with effect; 
because fast, solitude, and meditation--^ in other words, 
thought or fancy intensely concentred — will both raise ap- 
paritions and produce the invoker’s belief in them. Spinello, 
striving to conceive the image of Lucifer for his picture of 
the Fallen Angels, was at last actually haunted by the 
Shadow of the Fiend. Newton himself has been subjected 
to a phantom, though to him, Son of Light, the spectre pre- 
sented was that of the sun! You remember the account that 
Newton gives to Locke of this visionary appearance. He 
says that ‘though he had looked at the sun with his right eye 
only, and not with the left, yet his fancy began to make an 
impression upon his left eye as well as his right; for if he 
shut his right and looked upon the clouds, or a book, or any 
bright object with his left eye, he could see the sun almost as 
plain as with the right, if he did but intend his fancy a little 
while on it; ’ nay, ‘for some months after, a.s often as he be- 
gan to meditate on the phenomena, the spectrum of the sun 
began to return, even though he lay in bed at midnight, with 
his curtains drawm ! ’ Seeing, then, how any vivid impression 
once made will recur, what wonder that you should behold in 
your prison the Shining Shadow that had first startled you in 
a wizard’s chamber when poring over the records of a mur- 

^ See Miiller^s observations on this phenomenon, ‘^Physiology of the 
Senses,” Baley^s translation, p. 1395. 

2 Siar David Brewster's Letters on Natural Magic, p. 39. 
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dered visionary? The more minutely you analyze your own 
hallucinations — pardon rue the word — the more they assume 
the usual characteristics of a dream ; contradictory, illogical, 
even in the marvels they represent. Can any two persons be 
more totally unlike each other, not merely as to form and 
years, but as to all the elements of character, than the Grayle 
0^ whom you read, or believe you read, and tlui ]Margrave in 
whom you evidently think that Grayle is existent still? The-; 
one represented, you say, as gloomy, sattirnine, with vehe- 
ment passions, but with an original grandeur of thought and 
will, consumed by an internal remorse; the other you paint 
to me as a joyous and wayward darling of Nature, acute yet 
frivolous, free from even the ordinary passions of youth, tak- 
ing delight in innocent amusements, incapable of continuous 
study, without a single pang of repentance for the crimes you 
so fancifully impute to him. And now, when your suspi- 
cions, so romantically conceived, are dispelled by positive 
facts, now, when it is clear that Margrave neither murdered 
Sir Philip Derval nor abstracted the memoir, you still, un- 
consciously to yourself, draw on your imagination in order to 
excuse the suspicion your pride of intellect declines to banish, 
and suppose that this youthful sorcerer tempted tlie madman 
to the murder, the woman to the theft — ” 

^‘But you forget the madman said ‘that he was led on by the 
Luminous Shadow of a beautiful youth, ’ that the woman said 
also that she was impelled by some mysterious agency.” 

“ I do not forget those coincidences ; but how your learning 
would dismiss them as nugatory were your imagination not 
disposed to exaggerate them! When you read the authentic 
histories of any popular illusion, such as the spurious inspi- 
rations of the Jansenist Convulsionaries, the apparitions that 
invaded convents, as deposed in the trial of XJrbain Grandier, 
the confessions of witches and wizards in places the most re- 
mote from each other, or, at this day, the tales of ‘spirit- 
manifestation* recorded in half the towns and villages of 
America, — do not all the superstitious impressions of a par- 
ticular time have a common family likeness? What one sees, 
another sees, though there has been no communication be- 
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tween the two. I cannot tell you why these phantasms thus 
partake of the mature of an atmospheric epidemic; the fact 
remains incontestable. And strange as may be the coinci- 
deuce between your impressions of a mystic agency and those 
of some other brains not cognizant of the chimeras of your 
owiiy still, is it not simpler philosophy to say, ‘They are co- 
incidences of the same nature which made witches in the same 
epoch all tell much the same story of the broomsticks they 
rode and the sabbats at which they danced to the fiend’s piping, ’ 
and there leave the matter, as in science we must leave many 
of the most elementary and familiar phenomena inexplicable 
as to their causes, — is not this, I say, more philosophical 
than to insist upon an explanation which accepts the super- 
natural rather than leave the extraordinary unaccounted for? ” 

‘‘As you speak,” said 1, resting my downcast face upon my 
hand, “ I should speak to any patient who had confided to me 
the tale I have told to you.” 

“And yet the explanation does not wholly satisfy you? 
Very likely : to some phenomena there is, as yet, no explana- 
tion. Perhaps Newton himself could not explain quite to his 
own satisfaction why he was haunted at midnight by the 
spectrum of a sun; though I have no doubt that some later 
philosopher whose ingenuity has been stimulated by Newton’s 
account, has, by this time, suggested a rational solution of 
that enigma.^ To retnrn to your own case. I have offered 

1 Newton^s explaaation is as follows .* “ This story I tell you to let you 
understand, that in the observation related by Mr. Boyle, the man^s fancy 
probably concurred with the impression made by the sun’s light to produce 
that phantasm of the sun which he constantly saw in bright objects, and so 
your question about the cause of this phantasm involves another about the 
jpower of the fane If j lofiich 1 7mist confess is too hard a knot for me to untie. To 
place this effect in a constant motion is hard, because the sun ought then to 
appear perpetually. It seems rather to consist in a disposition of the senso- 
rium to move the imagination strongly, and to be easily moved both by the im- 
agination and by the light as often as bright objects are looked upon.” — Letter 
from Sir 1. Newton to Locke, Lord King’s Life of Locke, vol. i. pp. 405-408- 

Dr. Eoget (Animal and Vegetable Physiology considered with reference 
to Natural Theology, Bridgewater Treatise,” pp. 524, 525) thus refers to 
this phenomenon, which he states ** all of us may experience ” : — 

When the impressions are very vivid ” (Dr. Eoget is speaking of visual 
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such interpretations of the mysteries that confound you as ap- 
pear to me authorized by physiological science. Should you 
adduce other facts which lAysiological science wants the data 
to resolve into phenomena always natural, however rare, still 

impressions), another phenomenon often takes place, — namely, their s\sbse- 
ifucnt recurrence after a certain interval^ during which they are not feltj and quite 
independently of any renewed application of the cause which had originally excited 
them.’' (1 mark by italics the words which more precisely coincide with Julius 
Kaber^s explanations,) “ If, for example, we look steadfastly at the sun for a 
second or two, and then immediately close our eyes, the image, or spectrum, of 
the sun remains for a long time present to the mind, avS if the light were still 
acting on the retina. It then gradually fades and disappears ; but if we con- 
tinue to keep the eyes shut, the same impression will, after a certain time, recur, 
and again vanish : and this phenomenon will be repeated at intervals, the sensa- 
tion becoming fainter at eac-h renewal. It is probable that these reappear- 
ances of the image, after the light which produced the original impression has 
been withdrawn, are occasioned by spontaneous a:Kections of the retina itself 
which are conveyed to the sensorium. In other cases, where the impressions 
are less strong, the physical changes producing these changes are perhaps 
confined to the sensorium,” 

It may be said that there is this difference between the spectrum of the sun 
and such a phantom as that which perplexed Allen Fenwick, — namely, that 
the sun has been actually beheld before its visionary appearance can be repro- 
duced, and that Allen Fenwick only imagines he has seen the apparition 
which repeats itself to his fancy. But there are grounds for the suspicion ” 
(says Dr. Hibbert, Philosophy of Apparitions,” p. 250), *‘ that when ideas of 
vision are vivified to the height of sensation, a corresponding affection of the optic 
nerve accompanies the illusion.'* Muller (“ Physiology of the Senses,^' p. 1392, 
Baley's translation) states the same opinion still more strongly; and Sir 
David Brewster, quoted by Dr. Hibbert (p. 251) says : “ In examining these 
mental impressions, I have found that they follow the motions of the eye- 
ball exactly like the spectral impressions of luminous objects, and tha.t they 
resemble them also in their apparent immobility when the eye is displaced by 
an external force. If this result (which I state with much diffidence, from 
having only my own experience in its favour) shall be found generally true 
by others, it will follow that the objects of mental contemplation may he seen as 
distinctly as external objects, and will occupy the same local position in the axis 
of vision, as if they had been formed by the agency of light,** Hence the impres- 
sion of an image once conveyed to the senses, no matter how, whether by 
actual or illusory vision, is liable to renewal, ** independently of any renewed 
application of the cause which had originally excited it,” and the image can 
be seen in that renewal ** as distinctly as external objects,” for indeed “ the 
revival of the fantastic figure really does affect those points of the retina 
= which had been previously impressed.” 
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hold fast to that simple saying of Goethe: 'Mysteries are 
not necessarily miracles/ And if all which physiological 
scienee comprehends in its experience wholly fails us, I may 
then hazard certain conjectures in which, by acknowledging 
ignorance, one is compelled o recognize the Marvellous (for 
as where knowledge enters, the Marvellous recedes, so where 
knowledge falters, the Marvellous advances) j yet still, even 
in those conjectures, I wull distinguish the Marvellous from 
the Supernatural. But, for the present, I advise you to accept 
the gaess that may best quiet the fevered imagination which 
any bolder guess would only more excite.’’ 

‘‘You are right,” said I, rising proudly to the full height 
of my stature, my head erect and my heart defying. “ And 
so let this subject be renewed no more betw^een us. I will 
brood over it no more myself. I regain the unclouded realm 
of my human intelligence ; and, in that intelligence, I mock 
the sorcerer and disdain the spectre.” 


CHAPTER XLVI. 

Julius Faber and ^my Lloyd stayed in my house three 
days, and in their presence I felt a healthful sense of security 
and peace. Amy wished to visit her father’s house, and I 
asked Faber, in taking her there, to seize the occasion to see 
Lilian, that he might communicate to me his impression of a 
case so peculiar. I prepared Mrs. Ashleigh for this visit by 
a previous note. When the old man and the child came back, 
both brought me comfort. Amy was charmed with Lilian, 
who had received her with the sw^^eetness natural to her real 
character, and I loved to hear Lilian’s praise from those in- 
nocent lips. 

Faber’s report was still more calculated to console me. 

“ I have seen, I have conversed with her long and familiarly. 
You were quite right, — there is no tendency to consumption 
in that exquisite, if delicate, organization 5 nor do I see cause 
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for the fear to which your statement had pre-inclined me. 
That head is too nobly formed for any constitutional cerebral 
infirmity. In its organization, ideality, wonder, veneration, 
are large, it is true, but they are balanced by other organs, 
now perhaps almost dormant, but which will come into play 
as life passes from romance into duty. Something at this 
moment evidently oppresses her mind. In conversing with 
her, I observe abstraction, listlessness j but I am so convinced 
of her truthfulness, that if she has once told you she returned 
your affection, and pledged to you her faith, I should, in your 
place, rest perfectly satisfied that whatever be the cloud that 
now rests on her imagination, and for the time obscures the 
idea of yourself, it will pass away.” 

Faber was a believer in the main divisions of phrenology, 
though he did not accept all the dogmas of Gall and Spurz- 
heim; while, to my mind, the refutation of pihrenology in its 
fundamental propositions had been triumphantly established 
by the lucid arguments of Sir W. Hamilton.^ But when 
Faber rested on phrenological observations assurances in 
honour of Lilian, I forgot Sir W. Hamilton, and believed 
in phrenology. As iron girders and pillars expand and con- 
tract with the mere variations of temperature, so will the 
strongest conviction on which the human intellect rests its 
judgment vary with the changes of the human heart-, and the 
building is only safe where these variations are foreseen and 
allowed for by a wisdom intent on self-knowledge.^ 

There was much in the affection that had sprung up be- 
tween Julius Faber and Amy Lloyd which touched my heart 
and softened all its emotions. This man, unblessed, like my- 
self, by conjugal and parental ties, had, in his solitary age, 

1 The summary of this distinguished lecturer^s objections to phrenology is 
to be found in the Appendix to vol i. of Lectures on Metaphysics,” p. 404, et 
seq. Edition 1859. 

2 The change of length of iron girders caused by variation of temperature 
has not unfrequently brought down the whole edifice into which they were 
admitted. Good engineers and architects allow for such changes produced by 
temperature. In the tubular bridge across the Menai Straits, a self-acting 
record of the daily amount of its contraction and expansion is ingeniously 
contrived. 
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turned for solace to the loTe of a child, as I, in the pride of 
manhood, had turned to the love of woman. But his love was 
without fear, without jealousy, without trouble. My sun- 
shine came to me in a fitful ray, through clouds that had 
gathered over my noon; his sunshine covered all his land- 
scape, hallowed and hallowing by the calm of declining day. 

And Amy was no common child. She had no exuberant 
imagination; she was haunted by no whispers from Afar; 
she was a creature fitted for the earth, — to accept its duties 
and to gladden its cares. Her tender observation, fine and 
tranquil, was alive to ail the important household trifles by 
which, at the earliest age, man’s allotted soother asserts her 
privilege to tend and to comfort. It was pleasant to see her 
moving so noiselessly through the rooms I had devoted to 
her venerable protector, knowing all his simple wants, and pro- 
viding for them as if by the mechanism of a heart exquisitely 
moulded to the loving uses of life. Sometimes when I saw 
her setting his chair by the window (knowing, as I did, how 
much he habitually loved to be near the light) and smoothing 
his papers (in which he was apt to be unmethodical), placing the 
mark in his book when he ceased to read, divining, almost with- 
out his glance, some wish passing through his mind, and then 
seating herself at his feet, often with her work — which was 
always destined for him or for one of her absent brothers, — 
now and then with the one small book that she had carried 
with her, a selection of Bible stories compiled for children, — 
sometimes when I saw her thus, how I wished that Lilian, 
too, could have seen her, and have compared her own ideal 
fantasies with those young developments of the natural 
heavenly Woman! 

But was there nothing in that sight from which I, proud of 
my arid reason even in its perplexities, might have taken 
lessons for myself? 

On the second evening of Baber’s visit I brought to him 
the draft of deeds for the sale of his property. He had never 
been a man of business out of his profession; he was impa- 
tient to sell his property, and disposed to accept an offer at 
half its value. I insisted on taking on myself the task of 
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negotiator; perhaps^, too, in this office I was egotistically 
anxious to prove to the great physician that which he be- 
lieved to he my ‘‘halluchiation” had in no way obscured my 
common-sense in the daily affairs of life. So I concluded, 
and in a few hours, terms for his property that were only 
just, but were inlinitely more advantageous than had appeared 
to himself to he possible. But as I approaclied. him with the 
papers, he put his finger to his lips. Amy was standing by 
him with her little book in her hand, and his own Bible lay 
open on the table. He was reading to her from the Sacred 
Volume itself, and impressing on her the force and beauty of 
one of the Parables, the adaptation of which had perplexed 
her; when he had done, she kissed him, bade him good-night, 
and went away to rest. Then said Faber thoughtfully, and 
as if to himself more than me, — 

“What a lovely bridge between old age and childhood is 
religion! How intuitively the child begins with .prayer and 
worship on entering life, and how intuitively on quitting life 
the old man turns back to prayer and worship, putting him- 
self again side by side with the infant!” 

I made no answer, but, after a pause, spoke of fines and 
freeholds, title-deeds and money; and when the business on 
hand was concluded, asked my learned guest if, before he 
departed, he would deign to look over the pages of my am- 
bitious Physiological Work, There were parts of it on which 
I much desired his opinion, touching on subjects in which his 
special studies made him an authority as high as our land 
possessed. 

He made me bring him the manuscript, and devoted much 
of that night and the next day to its perusal. 

When he gave it me back, which was not till the morning 
oi: his departure, he commenced with eulogies on the scope of 
its design, and the manner of its execution, which flattered 
my vanity so much that I could not help exclaiming, “Then, 
at least, there is no trace of ' hallucination’ here! ” 

“Alas, my poor Allen! here, perhaps, hallucination, or 
self-deception, is more apparent than in all the strange tales 
you confided to me. For here is the hallucination of the man 
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seated on the sbores of jSTature, and who would say to its 
measureless sea, ‘So far shalt thou go and no farther; ’ here 
is the hallucination of the creature, who, not content with 
exploring the laws of the Creator, ends with submitting to 
his interpretation of some three or four laws, in the midst of 
a code of which all the rest are in a language unknown to 
him, the powers and free-will of the Lawgiver Himself; here 
is the hallucination by which I^lature is left Godless, because 
Man is left soulless. What would matter all our speculations 
on a Deity who would cease to exist for us w'hen vre are in the 
grave? Why mete out, like Archytas, the earth and the sea, 
and number the sands on the shore that divides them, if the 
end of this wisdom be a handful of dust sprinkled over a 
skull! 


* Nec qmdquam tibi prodest 
Aerias tentasse domos, animoque rofcundum 
Percurrisse polmn morituro* 


Your book is a proof of the soul that you fail to discover. 
Without a soul, no man would work for a Future that begins 
for his fame when the breath is gone from his body. Bo you 
remember how you saw that little child praying at the grave 
of her father? Shall I tell you that in her simple orisons she 
prayed for the benefactor, — who had cared for the orphan; 
who had reared over dust that tomb which, in a Christian 
burial-ground, is a mute but perceptible memorial of Christian 
hopes; that the child prayed, haughty man, for you? And 
you sat by, knowing nought of this; sat by, amongst the 
graves, troubled and tortured with ghastly doubts, vain of a 
reason that was sceptical of eternity, and yet shaken like a 
reed by a moment^s marvel. Shall I tell the child to pray 
for you no more; that you disbelieve in a soul? If you do 
so, what is the ef&caey of prayer? Speak, shall I tell her 
this? Shall the infant pray for you never more?^’ 

I was silent; I was thrilled. 

“Has it never occurred to you, who, in denying all innate 
perceptions as well as ideas, have passed on to deductions 
from which poor Locke, humble Christian that he was, would 
have shrunk in dismay,— has it never occurred to you as a 
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wonderful fact, that the easiest thing in the world to teach a 
child is that which seems to metaphysical schoolmen the ab- 
strusest of all problems? Bead all those philosophers wrang- 
ling about a First Cause, deciding on what am miracles, and 
then again deciding that such miracles cannot be; and when 
one has answered another, and left in the crucible of wisdom 
a mimt mortnum of ignorance, then turn your eyes, and look 
at the infant praying to the invisible God at his mother^s 
knees. This idea, so miraculously abstract, of a Power the 
infant has never seen, that cannot be synibolled forth and ex- 
plained to him by the most erudite sage, — a Power, neverthe- 
less, that watches over him, that hears him, that sees him, 
that will carry him across the grave, that will enable him to 
live oil forever, — this double mystery of a Divinity and of a 
Soul, the infant learns with the most facile readiness, at the 
first glimpse of his reasoning faculty. Before you can teach 
him a rule in addition, before you can venture to drill him 
into his horn-book, he leaps, with one intuitive spring of all 
his ideas, to the comprehension of the truths which are only 
incomprehensible to blundering sages! And you, as you 
stand before me, dam not say, *Let the child pray for me no 
more! ^ But will the Creator accept the child’s prayer for 
the man who refuses prayer for himself? Take my advice, — 
pray! And in this counsel I do not overstep my province. I 
speak not as a preacher, but as a physician. For health is a 
word that comprehends onr whole organization, and a just 
equilibrium of all faculties and functions is the condition of 
health. As in your Lilian the equilibrium is deranged by 
the over-indulgence of a spiritual mysticism which withdraws 
from the nutriment of duty the essential pabulum of sober 
sense, so in you the resolute negation of disciplined spiritual 
communion between Thought and Divinity robs imagination 
of its noblest and safest vent. Thus, from opposite extremes, 
you and your Lilian meet in the same region of mist and 
cloud, losing sight of each other and of the true ends of life, 
as her eyes only gaze on the stars and yours only bend to the 
earth. Were I advising I should say: ‘Your Creator has 
placed the scene of your trial below, and not in the stars/ 
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Advising ym^ l say : ^Bnt in the trial below, man sbonld rec- 
ognize edncation for heaven.^ In a word, I would draw some- 
what more downward her fancy, raise somewhat more upward 
your reason. Take my advice then, — Pray. Your mental 
system needs the support of prayer in order to preserve its 
balance. In the embarrassment and confusion of your senses, 
clearness of perception will come with habitual and tranquil 
confidence in Him who alike rules the universe and reads the 
heart, I only say here what has been said much better before 
by a reasoner in whom all Students of Nature recognize a 
guide. I see on your table the very volume of Bacon which 
contains the passage I commend to your reflection. Here it 
is. Listen: ‘Take an example of a dog, and mark what a 
generosity and courage he will put on when he finds himself 
maintained by a man who, to him, is instead of a God, or 
melior natura, which courage is manifestly such as that creat- 
ure, without that confidence of a better nature than his own, 
could never attain. So man, when he resteth and assureth 
himself upon Divine protection and favour, gathereth a force 
and faith which human nature could not obtain.’ ^ You are 
silent, but your gesture tells me your doubt, — a doubt which 
your heart, so femininely tender, will not speak aloud lest you 
should rob the old man of a hope with which your strength of 
manhood dispenses, — you doubt the efficacy of prayer ! Pause 
and reflect, bold but candid inquirer into the laws of that 
guide you call Nature. If there were no efficacy in prayer; 
if prayer were as mere an illusion of superstitious fantasy 
as aught against which your reason now struggles, do you 
think that Nature herself would have made it amongst the 
most common and facile of aU her dictates? Do you believe 
that if there really did not exist that tie between Man and 
his Maker — that link between life here and life hereafter 
which is found in what we call Soul alone — that wherever 
you look through the universe, you would behold a child at 
prayer? Nature inculcates nothing that is superfluous.- Na- 

1 Bacon's ‘‘Essay on Atheism." This quotation is made with admirable 
felicity and force by Br. Whewell, page 378 of Bridgewater Treatise on As- 
tronomy and (ienerai Physics considered with reference to Natural Theologr- 
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ture does not impel tlie leviatiian or the lion, the eagle or th© 
moth^ to pray; she impels only man. Why? Because man 
only has soul, and Soul seeks to commune -with the Everlast- 
ing, as a fountain struggles up to its source. Bum your book. 
It would found you a reputation for learning and intellect 
and courage, I allow; but learning and intellect and courage 
wasted against a truth, like spray against a rock! A truth 
valuable to the world, the world will never part with. You 
will not injure the truth, but you will mislead and may de- 
stroy many, whose best security is in the truth which you so 
eruditely insinuate to be a fable. Soul and Hereafter are the 
heritage of all men; the humblest journeyman in those streets, 
the pettiest trader behind those counters, have in those beliefs 
their prerogatives of royalty. You would dethrone and em- 
brute the lords of the earth by your theories. For my part, 
having given the greater part of my life to the study and 
analysis of facts, I would rather be the author of the tritest 
homily, or the baldest poem, that inculcated that imperisha- 
ble essence of the soul to which I have neither scalpel nor 
probe, than be the founder of the subtlest school, or the 
framer of the loftiest verse, that robbed my fellow-men of 
their faith in a spirit that eludes the dissecting-knife, — in a 
being that escapes the grave-digger. Burn your book! Ac- 
cept This Book instead; Bead and Pray.’' 

He placed his Bible in my hand, embraced me, and, an 
hour afterwards, the old man and the child left my hearth 
solitary once more. 


CHAPTEB XLVII. 


That night, as I sat in my study, very thoughtful and very 
mournful, I resolved all that Julius Faber had said; and the 
impression his words had produced became gradually weaker 
and weaker, as my reason, naturally combative, rose up with 
all the replies which my philosophy suggested. Ho; if my 
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imagination had really seduced and betrayed me into mon- 
strous credulities, it was clear that the best remedy to such 
morbid tendencies towards the Superstitious was in the severe 
exercise of the faculties most opposed to Superstition, — in 
the culture of pure reasoning, in the science of absolute fact. 
Accordingly, I placed before me the very book which Julius 
faber had advised me to burn; I forced all my powers of 
mind to go again over the passages which contained the doc- 
trines that his admonition had censured; and before day- 
break, I had stated the substance of his argument, and the 
logical reply to it, in an elaborate addition to my chapter on 
“ Sentimental Philosophers.’^ While thus rejecting the pur- 
port of his parting counsels, I embodied in another portion of 
my work his views on iny own “illusions; ” and as here my 
common-sense was in concord with his, I disposed of all my 
own previous doubts in an addition to my favourite chapter 
“ On the Cheats of the Imagination.” And when the pen 
dropped from my hand, and the day-star gleamed through the 
window, my heart escaped from the labour of my mind, and 
flew back to the image of Lilian. The pride of the philoso- 
pher died out of me, the sorrow of the man reigned supreme, 
and I shrank from the coming of the sun, despondent. 


CHAPTER XLVIII. 

Hot till the law had completed its proceedings, and satis- 
fied the public mind as to the murder of Sir Philip Derval, 
were the remains of the deceased consigned to the family 
mausoleum. The funeral was, as may be supposed, strictly 
private, and when it was over, the excitement caused by an 
event so tragical and singular subsided. New topics engaged 
the public talk, and — in my presence, at least — the delicate 
consideration due to one whose name had been so painfully 
mixed up in the dismal story forbore a topic which I could 
not be expected to hear without distressful emotion. Mrs. 
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AsMeigE I saw frequently at my own house; she honestly 
confessed that Lilian had not shown that grief at the cancel- 
ling of our engagement which would alone justify Mrs. Ash- 
leigh in asking me again to see her daughter, and retract my 
conclusions against our union. She said that Lilian was 
quiet, not uncheerful, never spoke of me nor of Margrave, 
but seemed absent and pre-occupied as before, taking pleasure 
in nothing that had been wont to please her; not in music, 
nor books, nor that tranquil pastime which women call work, 
and in which they find excuse to meditate, in idleness, their 
own fancies. She rarely stirred out, even in the garden; 
when she did, her eyes seemed to avoid the house in which 
Margrave had lodged, and her steps the old favourite haunt 
by the Monks^ Well. She would remain silent for long hours 
together, hut the silence did not appear melancholy. Tor the 
rest, her health was more than usually good. Still Mrs. Ash- 
leigh persisted in her belief that, sooner or later, Lilian 
would return to her former self, her former sentiments for 
me ; and she entreated me not, as yet, to let the world know 
that our engagement was broken off, ^^Tor if,^^ she said, 
with good sense, “ if it should prove not to be broken off, only 
suspended, and afterwards happily renewed, there will be two 
stories to tell when no story be needed. Besides, I should 
dread the effect on Lilian, if offensive gossips babbled to her 
on a matter that would excite so much curiosity as the rupt- 
ure of a union in which our neighbours have taken so general 
an interest.” 

I had no reason to refuse acquiescence in Mrs. Ashleigh's 
request, but I did not share in her hopes; I felt that the fair 
prospects of my life were blasted; I couH never love another, 
never wed another; I resigned myself to a solitary hearth, 
rejoiced, at least, that Margrave had not revisited at Mrs. 
Ashleigh^s, — had not, indeed, reappeared in the town. He 
was still staying with Strahan, who told me that his guest 
had ensconced himself in Formants old study, and amused 
himself with reading — though not for long at a time — the 
curious old books and manuscripts found in the library, or 
climbing trees like a schoolboy, and familiarizing himself 
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witli the deer and the cattle, which would group round him 
quite tame, and feed from his hand. Was this the descrip- 
tion of a criminal? But if Sir Philipps assertion were really 
true; if the criminal were man without soul; if without soul, 
man would have no conscience, never be troubled by repent- 
ance, and the vague dread of a future world, — why, then, 
should not the criminal be gay despite his crimes, as the 
white bear gambols as friskly after his meal on human flesh? 
These questions would haunt me, despite my determination 
to accept as the right solution of all marvels the construction 
put on my narrative by Julius Faber. 

Days passed; I saw and heard nothing of Margrave. I be- 
gan half to hope that, in the desultory and rapid changes of 
mood and mind which characterized his restless nature, he 
had forgotten my existence. 

One morning I went out early on my rounds, when I met 
Strahan unexpectedly. 

“ I was in search of you, ” he said, ^ ■ for more than one per- 
son has told me that you are looking ill and jaded. So you 
are! And the town now is hot and unhealthy. You must 
come to Derval Court for a week or so. You can ride into 
town every day to see your patients. Don^t refuse. Mar- 
grave, who is still with me, sends all kind messages, and bade 
me say that he entreats you to come to the house at which he 
also is a guest! ” 

I started. What had the Scin-Laeca required of me, and 
obtained to that condition my promise? ‘^If jou are asked to 
the house at which I also am a guest, you will come ; you will 
meet and converse with me as guest speaks to guest in the 
house of a host! ” Was this one of the coincidences which 
my reason was bound to accept as coincidences, and nothing 
more? Tut, tut! Was I returning again to my “hallucina- 
tions ”? Granting that Faber and commouTsense were in the 
right, what was this Margrave? A man to whose friendship, 
acuteness, and energy I was under the deepest obligations, — 
to whom I was indebted for active services that had saved my 
life from a serious danger, acquitted my honour of a horri- 
ble suspicion. “1 thank you,” I said to Strahan, “I will 
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come; not, indeed, for a week, but, at all events, for a daj 
or two/’ 

^'That’s right; I will call for you in the carriage at six 
o’clock. You will have done your day’s work by then?” 

“Yes; I will so arrange.” 

On our way to Berval Court that evening, Strahan talked 
much about Margrave, of whom, nevertheless, he seemed to 
be growing weary. 

“His high spirits are too much for one,” said he; “and 
then so restless, — so incapable of sustained quiet conversa- 
tion, And, clever though he is, he can’t help me in the least 
about the new house I shall build. He has no notion of con- 
struction. I don’t think he could build a barn.” 

“I thought you did not like to demolish the old house, and 
would content yourself with pulling down the more ancient 
part of it?” 

“True. At first it seemed a pity to destroy so handsome 
a mansion: but you see, since poor Sir Philip’s manuscript, 
on which he set such store, has been too mutilated, I fear, 
to allow me to effect his wish with regard to it, I think I 
ought at least scrupulously to obey his other whims. And, 
besides, I don’t know, there are odd noises about the old 
house. I don’t believe in haunted houses; still there is 
something dreary in strange sounds at the dead of night, 
even if made by rats, or winds through decaying rafters. 
You, I remember at college, had a taste for architecture, 
and can draw plans. T wish to follow out Sir Philip’s 
design, but on a smaller scale, and with more attention to 
comfort.” 

Thus he continued to run on, satisfied to find me a ‘plent 
and attentive listener. We arrived at the mansion an ^ hour 
before sunset, the westering light shining full against the 
many windows cased in mouldering pilasters, and mapng 
the general dilapidation of the old place yet more mournfply 
evident. i 

It was but a few minutes to the dinner-hour. I went I up 
at once to the room appropriated to me, — not the one I l|ad 
before occupied. Strahan had already got together a new 
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tablislimeBt* I was glad to find in tEe servant wiio attended 
me an old acquaintance. He had been in my own employ 

when I first settled at L , and left me to get married. 

He and his wife were now both in Strahan's service. He 
spoke warmly of his new master and his contentment with 
his situation, while he unpacked my carpet-bag and assisted 
me to change my dress. But the chief object of his talk and 
liis praise was Mr, Margrave. 

^^ Such a bright young gentleman, like the first fine day in 
..May!'^ 

When I entered the drawing-room, Margrave and Strahan 
were both there. The former was blithe and genial, as usual, 
in his welcome. At dinner, and during the whole evening 
till we retired severally to our own rooms, he was the prin- 
cipal talker,— recounting incidents of travel, always very 
loosely strung together, jesting, good-humouredly enough, at 
Strahan^s sudden hobby for building, then putting questions 
to me about mutual acquaintances, but never waiting for an 
answer; and every now and then, as if at random, startling 
us with some brilliant aphorism, or some suggestion drawn 
from abstract science or unfamiliar erudition. The whole 
elect was sparkling, but I could well understand that, if 
long continued, it would become oppressive. The soul has 
need of pauses of repose, — intervals of escape, not only from 
the flesh, but even from the mind. A man of the loftiest in- 
tellect will experience times when mere intellect not only 
fatigues him, but amidst its most original conceptions, amidst 
its proudest triumphs, has a something trite and common- 
place compared with one of those vague intimations of a 
spiritual destiny which are not within the ordinary domain 
of reason; and, gazing abstractedly into space, will leave 
suspended some problem of severest thought, or uncompleted 
some golden palace of imperial poetry, to indulge in hazy 
reveries, that do not differ from those of an innocent, quiet 
child! The soul has a long road to travel — from time 
through eternity. It demands its halting hours of contem- 
plation. Contemplation is serene. But with such wants of 
an immortal immaterial spirit, Margrave had no fellowship, 
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no sympathy; and for myself, I need scarcely add that the 
lines 1 have just traced I should not have written at the date 

at which my narrative has now arrived. 


CHAPTER XLIX. 


I HAD no case that necessitated my return to L— the 

idllowing day. The earlier hours of the forenoon I devoted 
to Strahan and his building plans. Margrave flitted in and 
out of the room fitfully as an April sunbeam, sometimes fling- 
ing himself on a sofa, and reading for a few minutes one of 
the volumes of the ancient mystics, in which Sir Philip’s 
library was so rich. I remember it was a volume of Proclus. 
He read that crabbed and difficult Greek with a fluency that 
surprised me. “I picked up the ancient Greek,” said he, 
“years ago, in learning the modern.” But the book soon 
tired him ; then he would come and disturb us, archly enjoy- 
ing Strahan’s peevishness at interruption; then he would 
throw open the window and leap down, chanting one of his 
wild savage airs; and in another moment he was half hid 
under the drooping boughs of a broad lime-tree, amidst the 
antlers of deer that gathered fondly round him. In the after- 
noon my host was called away to attend some visitors of im- 
portance, and I found myself on the sward before the house, 
right in view of the mausoleum and alone with Margrave. 

I turned my eyes from that dumb House of Death wherein 
rested the corpse of the last lord of the soil, so strangely 
murdered, with a strong desire to speak out to Margrave the 
doubts respecting himself that tortured me. But — setting 
aside the promise to the contrary, which I had given, or 
dreamed I had given, to the Luminous Shadow — to fulfil 
that desire would have been impossible, — impossible to any 
one gazing on that radiant youthful face! I think I see him 
now as I saw him then ; a white doe, that even my presence 
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could not scare awaj from him, clung lovingly to his side, 
looking up at him with her soft eyes. He stood there like 
the incarnate principle of mythological sensuous life. I have 
before applied to him that illustration; let the repetition be 
pardoned. Impossible, I repeat it, to say to that creature, 
face to face, Art thou the master of demoniac arts, and the 
instigator of secret murder? ” As if from redundant happi- 
ness within himself, he was humming, or rather cooing, a 
strain of music, so sweet, so wildly sweet, and so unlike the 
music one hears from tutored lips in crowded rooms! I 
passed my hand over my forehead in bewilderment and awe. 

“Are there,” I said unconsciously, — “are there, indeed, 
such prodigies in hTatiire? ” 

“Nature! ” he cried, catching up the word; “talk to me of 
Nature! Talk of her, the wondrous blissful mother! Mother 
I may well call her. I am her spoiled child, her darling! 
But oh, to die, ever to die, ever to lose sight of Nature! — to 
rot senseless, whether under these turfs or within those dead 
walls — ' ’ 

I could not resist the answer, — 

“Like yon murdered man! murdered, and by whom?” 

“By whom? I thought that was clearly proved.” 

“The hand was proved; what influence moved the hand?” 

“Tush! the poor wretch spoke of a Demon. Who can 
tell? Nature herself is a grand destroyer. See that pretty 
bird, in its beak a writhing worm! All Nature’s children 
live to take life; none, indeed, so lavishly as man. What 
hecatombs slaughtered, not to satisfj’' the irresistible sting of 
hunger, but for the wanton ostentation of a feast, which he 
may scarcely taste, or for the mere sport that he finds in de- 
stroying! We speak with dread of the beasts of prey: what 
beast of prey is so dire a ravager as man, — so cruel and so 
treacherous? Look at yon flock of sheep, bred and fattened 
for the shambles; and this hind that I caress, — if I were the 
park-keeper, and her time for my bullet had come, would you 
think her life was the safer because, in my own idle whim, I 
had tamed her to trust to the hand raised to slay her? ” 

“It is true,” said I, — “a grim truth. Nature, on the sur- 
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face so loving and so gentle, is full of terror in her deep 
when our thought descends into their abyss! 

Strahan now joined us with a party of country visitors. 

Margrave is the man to show you the beauties of this 
park,” said he. ^‘Margrave knows every bosk and dingle, 
twisted old thorn-tree, or opening glade, in its intricate, un- 
dulating ground.” 

Margrave seemed delighted at this proposition; and as he 
led us through the park, though the way was long, though 
the sun was fierce, no one seemed fatigued. For the pleasure 
he felt in pointing out detached beauties which escaped an 
ordinary eye was contagious. He did not talk as talks the 
poet or the painter; but at some lovely elfect of light amongst 
the tremulous leaves, some sudden glimpse of a sportive rivu- 
let below, he would halt, point it out to us in silence, and 
with a kind of childlike ecstasy in his own bright face, that 
seemed to reflect the life and the bliss of the blithe summer 
day itself. 

Thus seen, all my doubts in his dark secret nature faded 
away, — all my horror, all my hate; it was impossible to re- 
sist the charm that breathed round him, not to feel a tender, 
affectionate yearning towards him as to some fair happy child. 
Well might he call himself the Darling of Nature. Was he 
not the mysterious likeness of that avrful Mother, beautiful 
as Apollo in one aspect, direful as Typhon in another? 


CHAPTER L. 

‘‘What a strange-looking cane you have, sir! ” said a little 
girl, who was one of the party, and who had entwined her 
arm round Margrave’s. “Let me look at it.” 

“Yes,” said Strahan. “that cane, or rather walking-staff, 
is worth looking at. Margrave bought it in Egypt, and de- 
clares that it is very ancient.” 
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TMs staff seemed constructed from a reed: looked at^ it 
-reined liglit, in the hand it felt heavy; it was of a pale, 
faded yellow, wrought with black rings at equal distances, 
and graven with half obliterated characters that seemed hiero- 
glyphic. I remembered to have seen Margrave with it before, 
but I had never noticed it with any attention until now, when 
it was passed from hand to hand. At the head of the cane 
there was a large unpolished stone of a dark blue. 

this a pebble or a jewel?” asked one of the party, 
cannot tell you its name or nature,” said Margrave; 
^^but it is said to cure the bite of serpents,^ and has other 
supposed virtues, — a talisman, in short.” 

1 The following description of a stone at Corfu, celebrated as an antidote 
to the venom of the serpent^s bite, was given to me by an eminent scholar 
and legal functionary in that island : — 

Bescriptiox OF THE Bluestone. — This stone is of an oval shape in. 
long, ^ broad, thick, and, having been broken formerly, is now set in gold. 

When a person is bitten by a poisonous snake, the bite must be opened 
by a cut of a lancet or raxor longways, and the stone applied within twenty- 
four hours. The stone then attaches itself firmly on the wound, and when 
it has done its office falls off; the cure is then complete. The stone 
must then be thrown into milk, whereupon it vomits the poison it has ab- 
sorbed, which remains green on the top of the milk, and the stone is then 
again fit for use. 

This stone has been from time immemorial in the family of Ventura, of 
Corfu, a house of Italian origin, and is notorious, so that peasants immedi- 
ately apply for its aid. Its virtue has not been impaired by the fracture. Its 
nature or composition is unknown. 

In a case where two were stung at the same time by serpents, the stone was 
applied to one, who recovered ; but the other, for whom it could not be used, 
died. 

It never failed but once, and then it was applied afier the twenty-four 
hours. 

Its colour is so dark as not to be distinguished from black. 

P. M. COLQUHOUN. 

Corfu, 7th Nov., 1860. 

Sir Emerson Tenneiit, in his popular and excellent work on Ceylon, gives 
an account of “ snake stones apparently similar to the one at Corfu, except 
that they are intensely black and highly polished, ' and which, are applied, 
in much the same manner, to the wounds inflicted by the cobra-capella. 

Query. —• Might it not be worth while to ascertain the chemical proper- 
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He here placed tlie staff in my hands, and bade me look at 
it with care. Then he changed the conversation and renewed 
the way, leaving the staff with me, till suddenly I forced it 
back on him, I could not have explained why, but its touch, 
as it warmed in my clasp, seemed to send through my whole 
frame a singular tLill, and a sensation as if I no longer felt 
my own weight, — as if I walked on air. 

Our rambles came to a close; the visitors went away; I re« 
entered the house through the sash-window of Forman’s 
study. Margrave threw his hat and staff on the table, and 
amused himself with examining minutely the tracery on the 
mantelpiece. Strahan and myself left him thus occupied, 
and, going into the adjoining library, resumed our task of 
examining the plans for the new house. I continued to draw 
outlines and sketches of various alterations, tending to sim- 
plify and contract Sir Philip’s general design. Margrave soon 
joined us, and this time took his seat patiently beside our table, 
watching me use ruler and compass with unwonted attention. 

wish I could draw,” he said; ^^but I can do nothing 
useful.” 

‘‘Rich men like you,” said Strahan, peevishly, ‘‘can engage 
others, and are better employed in rewarding good artists 
than in making bad drawings themselves.” 

“Yes, I can employ others; and — Fenwick, when you 
have finished with Strahan I will ask permission to employ 
you, though without reward; the task I would impose will 
not take you a minute.” 

Ke then threw himself back in his chair, and seemed to 
fall into a doze. 

The dressing-bell rang ; Strahan put away the plans, — in- 
deed, they were now pretty well finished and decided on. 

Margrave woke up as our host left the room to dress, and 
drawing me towards another table in the room, placed before 
me one of his favourite mystic books, and, pointing to an old 
woodcut, said, — 

ties of these stones, and, if they be efficacious in the extraction of venom con- 
veyed by a bite, might they not bo as successful if applied to the bite of a 
mad dog as to that of a cobxa-capella ? 
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^*1 will ask you to copy tMs for me; it pretends to be a 
fac“Simile of Solomon’s famous seal. I have a whimsical 
desire to have a copy of it. You observe two triangles inter- 
laced and inserted in a circle?— the pentacle, in short. Yes, 
Just so. You need not add the astrological characters: they 
are the senseless superfluous accessories of the dreamer who 
wrote the book. But the pentacle itself has an intelligible 
meaning; it belongs to the only universal language, the lan- 
guage of symbol, in which all races that think — around, and 
above, and below us — can establish communion of thought. 
If in the external universe any one constructive principle can 
be detected, it is the geometrical; and in every part of the 
world in which magic pretends to a written character, I find 
that its hieroglyphics are geometrical figures. Is it not 
laughable that the most positive of all the sciences should 
thus lend its angles and circles to the use of — what shall I 
call it ?— the ignorance? — ay, that is the word — the igno- 
rance of dealers in magic?’’ 

He took up the paper, on which I had hastily described 
the triangles and the circle, and left the room, chanting the 
serpent-charmer’s song. 


CHAPTEE LL 

Whex we separated for the night, which we did at eleven 
o’clock, Margrave said,— 

‘^‘Good-night and good-by. I must leave you to-morrow, 
Strahan, and before your usual hour for rising. I took the 
liberty of requesting one of your men to order me a chaise 

from L . Pardon my seeming abruptness, but I always 

avoid long leave-takings, and I had fixed the date of my de- 
parture almost as soon as I accepted your invitation.” 

“ I have no right to complain. The place must be dull in- 
deed to a gay young fellow like you. It is dull even to me. 
I am meditating flight already. Are you going back to 
L ?” 
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‘'Kot even for sucli things as I left at my lodgings. When 
i settle somewhere and can give an address^ I shall direct 
them to be sent to me. There are, I hear, beautiful patches 
of scenery towards the north, only known to pedestrian tour- 
ists*. I am a good walker j and you know, Fenwick, that I am 
also a child of Nature. Adieu to you both; and many thanks 
to you, Strahan, for your hospitality.’’ 

He left the room. 

am not sorry he is going/’ said Strahan, after a pause, 
and with a quick breath as if of relief. ‘^Do you not feel 
that he exhausts one? An excess of oxygen, as you would 
say in a lecture.” 

I was alone in my own chamber ; I felt indisposed for bed and 
for sleep; the curious conversation I had held with Margrave 
weighed on me. In that conversation, we had indirectly 
touched upon the prodigies which I had not brought myself 
to speak of with frank courage, and certainly nothing in Mar- 
grave’s manner had betrayed consciousness of my suspicions; 
on the contrary, the open frankness with which he evinced 
his predilection for mystic speculation, or uttered his more 
unamiable sentiments, rather tended to disarm than encour- 
age belief in gloomy secrets or sinister powers. And as he 
was about to quit the neighbourhood, he would not again see 
Lilian, not even enter the town of L- — . Was I to ascribe 
this relief from his presence to the promise of the Shadow; 
or was I not rather right in battling firmly against any gro- 
tesque illusion, and accepting his departure as a simple proof 
that my jealous fears had been amongst my other chimeras, 
and that as he had really only visited Lilian out of friendshi]> 
to me, iu my peril, so he might, with his characteristic acute- 
ness, have guessed my jealousy, and ceased his visits from a 
kindly motive delicately concealed? And might not the 
same motive now have dictated the words which were in- 
tended to assure me that L contained no attractions to 

tempt him to return to it? Thus, gradually soothed and 
cheered by the course to which my reflections led me, I con- 
tinued to muse for hours. At length, looking at my watch, I 
was surprised to And it was the second hour after midnight. 


A: STEAJ^GE STORY. 


m 


I was just about to rise from my cliair to uudress, and secure 
some liours of sleep, when the well-remeDibered cold wind 
passed through the room, stirring the roots of my hair; and 
before me stood, against the wall, the Luminous Shadow, 

‘‘Eise and follow me,’’ said the voice, sounding much 
nearer than it had ever done before. 

And at those words I rose mechanically, and like a sleep- 
walker. 

“Take up the light.” 

I took it. The Scin-L^ca glided along the wall towards 
the threshold, and motioned me to open the door. I did so. 
The Shadow flitted on through the corridor. I followed, 
with hushed footsteps, dowm a small stair into "Forman’s 
study. In all my subsequent proceedings, about to be nar- 
rated, the Shadow guided me, sometimes by voice, some- 
times by sign. I obeyed the guidance, not only unresistingly, 
but without a desire to resist. I was unconscious either of 
curiosity or of awe, — only of a calm and passive indifference, 
neither pleasurable nor painful. In this obedience, from 
which all will seemed extracted, I took into my hands the 
staff which I had examined the day before, and which lay on 
the table, Just where Margrave had cast it on re-entering the 
house. I unclosed the shutter to the casement, lifted the 
sash, and, wdth the light in my left hand, the staff in my 
right, stepped forth into the garden. The night wms still; 
the flame of the candle scarcely trembled in the air; the 
Shadow moved on before me towards the old pavilion de- 
scribed in an earlier part of this narrative, and of which the 
mouldering doors stood wide open. I followed the Shadow 
into the pavilion, up the crazy stair to the room above, with 
its four great blank unglazed windows, or rather arcades, 
north, south, east, and west. I halted on the middle of the 
floor: right before my eyes, through the vista made by breath- 
less houghs, stood out from the moonlit air the dreary mauso- 
leum. Then, at the command conveyed to me, I placed the 
candle on a wooden settle, touched a spring in the handle of 
the staff; a lid flew back, and I drew from the hollow, first 
a lump of some dark bituminous substance, next -a smaller 
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slender wand of polished steel, of which the point was tipped 
with a translucent material, which appeared to me like crys- 
tal. Bending down, still obedient to the direction conveyed 
to me, I described on the floor with the lump of bitumen (if I 
may so call it) the figure of the pentacle with the interlaced 
triangles, in a circle nine feet in diameter, just as I had drawn 
it for Margrave the evening before. The material used made 
the figure perceptible, in a dark colour of mingled black and 
red. I applied the flame of the candle to the circle, and im- 
mediately it became lambent with a low steady Splendour that 
rose about an inch from the floor; and gradually from this 
light there emanated a soft, gray, transparent mist and a faint 
but exquisite odour. I stood in the midst of the circle, and 
within the circle also, close by my side, stood the Scin-Laeca, 
— no longer reflected on the wall, but apart from it, erect, 
rounded into more integral and distinct form, yet impalpa- 
ble, and from it there breathed an icy air. Then lifting the 
wand, the broader end of which rested in the palm of my 
hand, the two forefingers closing lightly over it in a line 
parallel with the point, I directed it towards the wide aper- 
ture before me, fronting the mausoleum. I repeated aloud 
some words whispered to me in a language I knew not: those 
words I would not trace on this paper, could I remember 
them. As they came to a close, I heard a howl from the 
watch-dog in the yard, — a dismal, lugubrious howl. Other 
dogs in the distant village caught up the sound, and bayed in 
a dirge-like chorus; and the howling went on louder and 
louder. Again strange words were whispered to me, and I 
repeated them in mechanical submission ; and when they, too, 
were ended, I felt the ground tremble beneath me, and as my 
eyes looked straight forward down the vista, that, stretching 
from the casement, was bounded by the solitary mausoleum, 
vague formless shadows seemed to pass across the moonlight, 
— below, along the sward, above, in the air; and then sud- 
denly a terror, not before conceived, came upon me. 

And a third time words were whispered ; but though I knew 
no more of their meaning than I did of those that bad pre- 
ceded them, I felt a repugnance to utter them aloud. ‘Mutely 
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I turned towards tlie Scm-LaBca, and the expression of its 
face was menacing and terrible; my will became yet more 
compelled to the control imposed upon it, and my lips com- 
menced the formula again whispered into my ear, when .1 
heard distinctly a voice of warning and of anguish, that mur- 
mured Hold 1 ” I knew the voice ; it was Lilian’s. I paused ; 
I turned towards the quarter from which the voice had come, 
and ill the space afar I saw the features, the form of Lilian. 
Her arms were stretched towards me in supplication, her 
countenance was deadly pale, and anxious with unutterable 
distress. The whole image seemed in unison with the voice, 
~~ the look, the attitude, the gesture of one who sees another 
in deadly peril, and cries, ‘^Beware!” 

This apparition vanished in a moment; but that moment 
sufficed to free my mind from the constraint which had before 
enslaved it. I dashed the wand to the ground, sprang from 
the circle, rushed from the place. How I got • into my own 
room I can remember not, — I know not; I have a vague 
reminiscence of some intervening wandering, of giant trees, 
of shroud-like moonlight, of the Shining Shadow and its 
angry aspect, of the blind walls and the iron door of the 
House of the Dead, of spectral images,— a confused and 
dreary phantasmagoria. But all I can recall with distinct- 
ness is the sight of my own hueless face in the mirror in my 
own still room, by the light of the white moon through the 
window; and, sinking down, I said to myself, ^‘This, at least, 
is an hallucination or a dream! ” 


CHAPTEE LIL 

A HEAVY sleep came over me at daybreak, but I did not 
undress nor go to bed. The sun was high in the heavens 
when, on waking, I saw the servant who had attended me 
bustling about the room. 
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“I beg your pardon, sir, I am afraid I disturbed you; but 
I have been three times to see if you were not coming down, 
and I found you so soundly asleep I did not like to wake you. 
Mr. Strahan has hnished breakfast, and gone out riding; Mr. 
Margrave has left, — left before six o^clock.” 

Ah, he said he was going early.” 

Yes, sir; and he seemed so cross when he went. I could 
never have supposed so pleasant a gentleman could put him- 
self into such a passion 1 ” 

*^What was the matter? ” 

^‘Why, his walking-stick could not be found; it was not in 
the hail. He said he had left it in the study; we could not 
find it there. At last he found it himself in the bid summer- 
house, and said — I beg pardon — he said he was sure you had 
taken it there : that some one, at all events, had been med- 
dling with it. However, I am very glad it was found, since 
he seems to set such store on it.” 

‘^Did Mr. Margrave go himself into the summer-house to 
look for it?” 

“Yes, sir; no one else would have thought of such a place; 
no one likes to go there, even in the daytime.” 

^‘Why?” 

Why, sir, they say it is haunted since poor Sir Philipps 
death; and, indeed, there are strange noises in every part of 
the house. I am afraid you had a bad night, sir,” continued 
the servant, with evident curiosity, glancing towards the 
bed, which I had not pressed, and towards the evening-dress 
which, while he spoke, I was rapidly changing for that 
which I liabitiially wore in the morning. “ I hope you did 
not feel yourself ill?” 

“No! but it seems I fell asleep in my chair.” 

“Did you hear, sir, how the dogs howled about two o^clock 
in the morning? They woke me. Very frightful! ” 

“The moon was at her full. Dogs will bay at the moon.” 

I felt relieved to think that I should not find Strahan in 
the breakfast-room; and hastening through the ceremony of a 
meal wliieh 1 scarcely touched, I went out into the park un- 
observed, and creeping round the copses and into the neglected 
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gardens, made my way to the pavilion. I mounted the stairs j 
I looked on the floor of the upper room 5 yes, there still was 
the black ligure of the pentacle, the circle. So, then, it was 
not a dream! Till then I had doubted. Or might it not still 
be so far a dream that I had walked in my sleep, and with an 
imagination preoccupied by my conversations with Margrave, 
— by the hieroglyphics on the staff I had handled, by the 
very figure associated with superstitious practices which I 
had copied from some weird book at his request, by all the 
strange impressions previously stamped on my miud,— might 
I not, in truth, have carried thither in sleep the staff, de- 
scribed the circle, and all the rest been but visionary delusion? 
Surely, surely, so common-sense, and so Julius Taber would 
interpret the riddles that perplexed me ! Be that as it may, 
my first thought was to efface the marks on the floor. I 
found this easier than I had ventured to hope. I rubbed the 
circle and the pentacle away from the boards with the sole of 
my foot, leaving but an undistinguishable smudge behind. I 
know not why, but I felt the more nervously anxious to re- 
move all such evidences of my nocturnal visit to that room, 
because Margrave had so openly gone thither to seek for the 
staff, and had so rudely named me to the servant as having 
meddled with it. Might he not awake some suspicion against 
me? Suspicion, what of? I knew not, but I feared! 

The healthful air of day gradually nerved my spirits and 
relieved my thoughts. But the place had become hateful to 
me. I resolved not to wait for Strahan’s return, but to walk 
back to L , and leave a message for my host. It was suffi- 

cient excnse that I could not longer absent myself from my 
patients 5 accordingly I gave directions to have the few things 
which I had brought with me sent to my house by any servant 
who might be going to L — , and^was soon pleased to find 
myself outside the park-gates and on the high-road. 

I had not gone a mile before T met Strahan on horseback. 
He received my apologies for not waiting his return to bid 
him farewell without observation, and, dismounting, led his 
horse and walked beside me on my road. I saw that there 
was something on his mindj at last he said, looking down, — 
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you hear the dogs howl last uight? ’^ 

^‘Yes! the full moon ! ” 

^^You were awake, then, at the time. Did you hear any 
other sound? Did you see anything?^' 

What should I hear or see? 

Strahan was silent for some moments; then he said, with 
great seriousness, — 

could not sleep when I went to bed last night; I felt 
feverish and restless. Somehow or other, Margrave got into 
my head, mixed up in some strange way with Sir Philip 
Derval. I heard the dogs howl, and at the same time, or 
rather a few minutes later, I felt the whole house tremble, as 
a frail corner-house in London seems to tremble at night when 
a carriage is driven past it. The howling had then ceased, 
and ceased as suddenly as it had begun. I felt a vague, su- 
perstitious alarm; I got up, and went to my window, which 
was unclosed (it is my habit to sleep with my windows open); 
the moon was very bright, and I saw, I declare I saw along 
the green alley that leads from the old part of the house to the 
mausoleum — ISFo, I will not say what I saw or believed 
I saw, — you would ridicxile me, and justly. But, whatever 
it might be, on the earth without or in the fancy within iny 
brain, I was so terrified, that I rushed back to my bed, and 
buried my face in my pillow. I would have come to you; 
but 1 did not dare to stir. I have been riding hard all the 
morning in order to recover my nerves. But I dread sleeping 
again under that roof, and now that you and Margrave leave 
me, I shall go this very day to London. I hope all that I 
have told you is no bad sign of any coming disease ; blood to 
the head, eh? ” 

“No; but imagination overstrained can produce wondrous 
effects. You do right to change the scene. Go to London at 
once, amuse yourself, and — ” 

“Not return, till the old house is razed to the ground. 
That is my resolve. You approve? That well. All suc- 
cess to you, Fenwick. I will canter back and get my port- 
manteau ready and the carriage out, in time for the five 
o^cloek train. ” 
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So tlien he, too, had seen — what? I did aot dare and I 
did not desire to ask him. But he, at least, was not walking 
in his sleep! Did we both dream, or neither? 


CHAPTER LIIL 

There is an instance of the absorbing tyranny of every-day 
life which must have struck all such of my readers as have 
ever experienced one of those portents which are so at variance 
with every-day life, that the ordinary epithet bestowed on 
them is ^^supernatural.” 

And be my readers few or many, there will be no small 
proportion of them to whom once, at least, in the course of 
their existence, a something strange and eerie has occurred, — 
a something which perplexed and baffled rational conjecture, 
and struck on those chords which vibrate to superstition. It 
may have been only a dream unaccountably verified, — an un- 
definable presentiment or forewarning; but up from such 
slighter and vaguer tokens of the realm of marvel, up to the 
portents of ghostly apparitions or haunted chambers, I be- 
lieve that the greater number of persons arrived at middle 
age, however instructed the class, however civilized the land, 
however sceptical the period, to which they belong, have 
either in themselves experienced, or heard recorded by inti- 
mate associates whose veracity they accept as indisputable in 
all ordinary transactions of life, phenomena which are not to 
be solved by the wit that mocks them, nor, perhaps, always 
and entirely, to the contentment of the reason or the philoso- 
phy that explains them away. Such phenomena, I say, are 
infinitely more numerous than would appear from the in- 
stances currently quoted and dismissed with a jest; for few 
of those who have witnessed them are disposed to own it, and 
they who only hear of them through others, however trust- 
worthy, would not impugn their character for common-sense 
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by professing a belief to wMcb common-sense is a merciless 
persecutor. But be wbo reads my assertion in tbe quiet of 
bis own room, will perhaps pause, ransack bis memory, and 
find there, in some dark corner which he excludes from “the 
babbling and remorseless day,’- a pale recollection that proves 
the assertion not untrue. 

And it is, I say, an instance of the absorbing tyranny of 
every-day life, that whenever some such startling incident 
disturbs its regular tenor of thought and occupation, that 
same every-day life hastens to bury in its sands the object 
which has troubled its surface; the more unaccountable, the 
more prodigious, has been the phenomenon which has scared 
and astounded us, the more, with involuntary effort, the mind 
seeks to rid itself of an enigma which might disease the rea- 
son that tries to solve it. We go about our mundane business 
with renewed avidity ; we feel the necessity of proving to our- 
selves that we are still sober, practical men, and refuse to be 
unfitted for the world which we know, hj unsolicited visita- 
tions from worlds into which every glimpse is soon lost amid 
shadows. And it amazes us to think how soon such inci- 
dents, though not actually forgotten, though they can be 
recalled — and recalled too vividly for health — at our will, 
are nevertheless thrust, as it were, out of the mind’s sight as 
we cast into lumber-rooms the crutches and splints that re- 
mind us of a broken limb which has recovered its strength 
and tone. It is a felicitous peculiarity in our organization, 
which all members of my profession will have noticed, how 
soon, when a bodily pain is once passed, it becomes erased 
from the recollection, — how soon and how invariably the 
mind refuses to linger over and recall it. IsTo man freed an 
hour before from a raging toothache, the rack of a neuralgia, 
seats himself in his armchair to recollect and ponder upon 
the anguish he has undergone. It is the same with certain 
afflictions of the mind, — not with those that strike on our 
affections, or blast our fortunes, overshadowing our whole 
future with a sense of loss; but where a trouble or calamity 
has been an accident, an episode in ohr wonted life, where it 
affects ourselves alone, where it is attended with a sense of 
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shame and humiliation, where the pain of recalling it seems 
idle, and if indulged would almost madden us, — ^ agonies of 
that kind we do not brood operas we do over the death or 
falsehood of beloved friends, or the train of events b}" which 
we are reduced from wealth to penury. iNo one, for instance, 
who has escaped from a shipwreck, from the brink of a preci- 
pice, from the jaws of a tiger, spends his days and nights 
in reviving his terrors past, re-imagining dangers not to oc- 
cur again, or, if they do occur, from which the experience 
undergone can suggest no additional safeguards. The current 
of our life, indeed, like that of the rivers, is most rapid in 
the midmost channel, where all streams are alike compara- 
tively slow in the depth and along the shores in which each 
life, as each river,, has a character peculiar to itself. And 
hence, those who would sail with the tide of the world, as 
those who sail with the tide of a river, hasten to take the 
middle of the stream, as those who sail against the tide are 
found clinging to the shore. I returned to my habitual duties 
and avocations with renewed energy; I did not suffer my 
thoughts to dwell on the dreary wonders that had haunted 
me, from the evening I first met Sir Philip Derval to the 
morning on which I had qnitted the house of his heir; whether 
realities or hallucinations, no guess of mine could unravel 
such marvels, and no prudence of mine guard me against their 
repetition. But I had no fear that they would be repeated, 
any more than the man who had gone through shipwreck, or 
the hairbreadth escape from a fall down a glacier, fears again 
to be found in a similar peril. Margrave had departed, 
whither I knew not, and, with his departure, ceased ail sense 
of his influence. A certain calm within me, a tranquillizing 
feeling of relief, seemed to me like a pledge of permanent 
delivery. 

But that which did accompany and haunt me, through all 
my occupations and pursuits, was the melancholy remem- 
brance of the love I had lost in Lilian. I heard from Mrs. 
Ashleigh, who still frequently visited me, that her daughter 
seemed much in the same quiet state of mind, — perfectly rec- 
onciled to our separation, seldom mentioning my name; if 
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mentioning it, with indifference; the only thing remarkable 
in her state was her aversion to all society, and a kind of 
lethargy that would come over her, often in the daytime* 
She would suddenly fall into sleep and so remain for hours, 
but a sleep that seemed very serene and tranquil, and from 
which she woke of herself* She kept much within her 
own room, and always retired to it when visitors were 
announced, 

Mrs. Ashleigh began reluctantly to relinquish the persua- 
sion she had so long and so obstinately maintained, that this 
state of feeling towards myself — and, indeed, this general 
change in Lilian — was but temporary and abnormal; she be- 
gan to allow that it was best to drop all thoughts of a renewed 
engagement, — a future union. I proposed to see Lilian in 
her presence and in my professional capacity ; perhaps some 
physical cause, especially for this lethargy, might be detected 
and removed. Mrs. Ashleigh owned to me that the idea had 
occurred to herself : she had sounded Lilian upon it: but her 
daughter had so resolutely opposed it,— had said with so 
quiet a firmness ^^that all being over between us, a visit from 
me would be unwelcome and painful,” — that Mrs. Ashleigh 
felt that an interview thus deprecated would only confirm es- 
trangement. One day, in calling, she asked my advice 
whether it would not be better to try the effect of change 
of air and scene, and, in some other place, some other medi- 
cal opinion might be taken? I approved of this suggestion 
with unspeakable sadness, 

“And,” said Mrs. Ashleigh, shedding tears, “if that ex- 
periment prove unsuccessful, I will write and let you know; 
and we must then consider what to say to the world as a 
reason why the marriage is broken off. I can render this 

more easy by staying away, I wull not return to L till 

the matter has ceased to be the topic of talk, and at a dis- 
tance any excuse will be less questioned and seem more natu- 
ral. But still — still — let us hope still.” 

“Have you one ground for hope? ” 

“Perhaps so; but you will think it very frail and 
fallacious.” 
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it^ and let me judge. 

“'One night — -in whicli you were on a visit to Derval 
Court — 

Ay, that night.’'’* 

Lilian woke me by a loud ery (she sleeps in the next 
room to me, and the door was left open); I hastened to her 
bedside in alarm; she was asleep, but appeared extremely 
agitated and convulsed. She kept calling on your name in 
a tone of passionate fondness, but as if in great terror. She 
cried, ^Do not go, Allen! - — do not go! — you know not w^hat 
you brave! — what you do! ’ Then she rose in her bed, clasp- 
ing her hands. Her face was set and rigid; I tried to awake 
her, but could not. After a little time, she breathed a deep 
sigh, and murmured, A lien, Allen! dear love! did you not 
hear, did you not see me? What could thus baffle matter and 
traverse space but love and soul? Gan you still doubt me, 
Allen? — doubt that I love you now, shall love you evermore? 
—yonder, yonder, as here below? ’ She then sank back on 
her pillow, weeping, and then I woke her.” 

And what did she say on waking? ” 

“ She did not remember what she had dreamed, except that 
she had passed through some great terror; but added, with a 
vague smile, ^ It is over, and I feel happy now. ^ Then she 
turned round and fell asleep again, but quietly as a child, 
the tears dried, the smile resting.” 

‘^Go, my dear friend, go; take Lilian away from this place 
as soon as you can; divert her mind with fresh scenes. I 
hope ! — I do hope ! Lot me know where you fix yourself. I 
will seize a holiday, — I need one; I will arrange as to my 
patients ; I will come to the same place ; she need not know 
of it, but I must be by to watch, to hear your news of her. 
Heaven bless you for what you have said! I hope! — I do 
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Some days after, I received a few lines from Mrs. Ash- 
leigli. Her arrangements for departure were made. They 
were to start the next morning. She had fixed on going into 
the north of Devonshire, and staying some weeks either at 
Ilfracombe or Lynton, whichever place Lilian preferred. 
She would write as soon as they were settled. 

I was up at lay usual early hour the next morning. I re- 
solved to go out towards Mrs. Ashleigh^s house, and watch, 
unnoticed, where I might, perhaps, catch a glimpse of Lilian 
as the carriage that would convey her to the railway passed 
my hiding-place. 

I was looking impatiently at the clock; it was yet two 
hours before the train by which Mrs. Ashleigh proposed to 
leave. A loud ring at my bell! I opened the door. Mrs. 
Ashleigh rushed in, falling on my breast. 

“Lilian! Lilian! 

“Heavens! What has happened? 

“She has left! she is gone, — gone away! Oh, Allen, how? 
— whither? Advise me. What is to be done? ” 

“ Come in — compose yourself — tell me all, — clearly, 
quickly. Lilian gone, — gone away? Impossible! She 
must be hid somewhere in the house,— the garden; she, 
perhaps, did not like the journey. She may have crept 
away to some young friend’s house. But I talk when you 
should talk: tell me all.” 

Little enough to tell! Lilian had seemed unusually cheer- 
ful the night before, and pleased at the thought of the ex- 
cursion. Mother and daughter retired to rest early: Mrs. 
Ashleigh saw Lilian sleeping quietly before she herself went 
to bed. She woke betimes in the morning, dressed herself, 
went into the next room to call Lilian — Lilian was not 
there. ISTo suspicion of flight occurred to her. Perhaps her 
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daughter might he up already, and gone downstairs, remem- 
bering something she might wish to pack and take with her 
on the journey. Mrs. Ashleigh was confirmed in this idea 
when she noticed that her own room door was left open. She 
went downstairs, met a maidservant in the hall, who told her, 
with alarm and surprise, that both the street and garden 
doors were found unclosed, hTo one had seen Lilian. Mrs. 
Ashleigh now became seriously uneasy. On remounting to 
her daughter’s room, she missed Lilian’s bonnet and mantle. 
The house and garden were both searched in vain. There 
could be no doubt that Lilian had gone, — must have stolen 
noiselessly at night through her mother’s room, and let her- 
self out of the house and through the garden. 

“Do you think she could have received any letter, any mes- 
sage, any visitor unknown to you? ” 

“I cannot think it. Why do you ask? Oh, Allen, you do 
not believe there is any accomplice in this disappearance ! No, 
you do not believe it. But my child’s honour! What will 
the world think?” 

Not for the world cared I at that moment. I could think 
only of Lilian, and without one suspicion that imputed blame 
to her. 

^^Be quiet, be silent; perhaps she has gone on some visit 
and will return. Meanwhile, leave inquiry to me.” 


CHAPTEE LV. 

It seemed incredible that Lilian could wander far without 
being observed. I soon ascertained that she had not gone 
away by the railway — by any public conveyance — had hired 
no carriage; she must therefore be still in the town, or have 
left it on foot. The greater part of the day was consumed in 
unsuccessful inquiries, and faint hopes that she would re- 
turn; meanwhile the news of her disappearance had spread: 
how could such news fail to do so? 
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An acquaintance of mine met me under feHe archway of 
Monks’ Gate. He wrung my hand and looked at me with 
great compassion. 

fear/’ said he, “that we were all deceived in that young 
Margrave. He seemed so well conducted, in spite of his 
lively manners. But — ” 

“But what? ” 

“ Mrs. Ashleigh was, perhaps, imprudent to admit him into 
her house so familiarly. He was certainly very handsome. 
Young ladies will be romantic.” 

“How dare you, sir!” I cried, choked with rage. “And 
without any colouring to so calumnious a suggestion! Mar- 
grave has not been in the town for many days. No one 
knows even where he is.” 

“ Oh, yes, it is known where he is. He wrote to order the 
effects which he had left here to be sent to Penrith.” 

“When?” 

“The letter arrived the day before yesterday. I happened 
to be calling at the house where he last lodged, when at 

L f the house opposite Mrs. Ashleigh’s garden. No doubt 

the servants in both houses gossip with each other. Miss 
Ashleigh could scarcely fail to hear of Mr. Margrave’s ad- 
dress from her maid; and since servants will exchange gossip, 
they may also convey letters. Pardon me, you know I am 
your friend.” 

“Not from the moment you breathe a word against my be- 
trothed wife,” said I, fiercely. 

I wrenched myself from the clasp of the man’s hand, but 
his words still rang inmiy ears. I mounted my horse; I rode 
into the adjoining suburbs, the neighbouring villages; there, 
however, I learned nothing, till, just at nightfall, in a hamlet 

about ten miles from L , a labourer declared he had seen 

a young lady dressed as I described, who passed by him in a 
path through the fields a little before noon ; that he was sur- 
prised to see one so young, so well dressed, and a stranger to 
the neighbourhood (for he knew by sight the ladies of the 
few families scattered around) walking alone; that as he 
stepped out of the path to make way for her, he looked hard 
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Into Rer face/ and sRe did not heed Mm, — seemed to gaze 
right before her, into space. If her expression had been less 
<|met aiid gentle, he should have thought, he could scarcely 
say why, that she was not quite right in her mind; there was 
a strange unconscious stare in her eyes, as if she were walk- 
ing in her sleep. Her pace was very steady, — neither quick 
nor slow. He had watched her till she passed out of sight, 
amidst a wood through which the path wound its way to a 
village at some distance. 

I followed up this clew. I arrived at the village to which 
my informant directed me, but night had set in. Most of the 
houses were closed, so I could glean no further information 
from the cottages or at the inn. But the police superintend- 
ent of the district lived in the village, and to him I gave in- 
structions which I had not given, and, indeed, would have 
been disinclined to give, to the police at L . He was in- 

telligent and kindly; he promised to communicate at once 
with the different police-stations for miles round, and with all 
delicacy and privacy. It was not probable that Lilian could 
have wandered in one day much farther than the place at 
which I then was; it was scarcely to be conceived that she 
could baffle my pursuit and the practised skill of the police. 
I rested but a few hours, at a small public-house, and was on 
horseback again at dawn. A little after sunrise I again heard 
of the wanderer. At a lonely cottage, by a brick-kiln, in the 
midst of a wide common, she had stopped the previous even- 
ing, and asked for a draught of milk. The woman who gave 
it to her inquired if she had lost her way. She said ” 
and, only tarrying a few minutes, had gone across the com- 
mon; and the woman supposed she was a visitor at a gentle- 
man’s house which was at the farther end of the waste, for 
the path she took led to no town, no village. It occurred to 
me then that Lilian avoided all high-roads, all places, even 
the humblest, where men congregated together. But where 
could she have passed the night? Not to fatigue the reader 
with the fruitless result of frequent inquiries, I will but say 
that at the end of the second day I had succeeded in ascer- 
taining that I was still on her track ; and thoqgh I had ridden 
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to and fro nearly double the distance — ■ coming back again to 
places I had left behind — it was at the distance of forty- 
miles from L— — that I last heard of her that second day. 
She had been sitting alone by a little brook only an hour be- 
fore. I was led to the very spot by a woodman— -it was at 
the hour of twilight when he beheld her; she was leaning her 
face on her handj and seemed weary. He spoke to her; she 
did not answer, but rose and resumed her way along the banks 
of the streamlet. That night I put up at no inn; I followed 
the course of the brook for miles, then struck into every path 
that I could conceive her to have taken, — in vain. Thus I 
consumed the night on foot, tying my horse to a tree, for he 
was tired out, and returning to him at sunrise. At noon, the 
third day, I again heard of her, and in a remote, savage part 
of the country. The features of the landscape were changed; 
there was little foliage and little culture, but the ground was 
broken into moulds and hollows, and covered with patches of 
heath and stunted brushwood. She had been seen by a shep- 
herd, and he made the same observation as the first who had 
guided me on her track, — she looked to him ^Hike some one 
walking in her sleep. An hour or two later, in a dell, 
amongst the furze-bushes, I chanced on a knot of ribbon. I 
recognized the colour Lilian habitually wore; I felt certain 
that the ribbon was hers. Calculating the utmost speed I 
could ascribe to her, she could not be far ofi!, yet still I failed 
to discover her. The scene now was as solitary as a desert. 
I met no one on my way. At length, a little after sunset, I 
found myself in view of the sea. A small town nestled below 
the cliffs, on which I was guiding my weary horse. I entered 
the town, and while my horse was baiting went in search of the 
resident policeman. The information I had directed to be 
sent round the country had reached him; he had acted on 
it, hut without result. I was surprised to hear him address 
me by name, and looking at him more narrowly, I recognized 
him for the policeman Waby. This young man had always 
expressed so grateful a sense of my attendance on his sister, 
and had, indeed, so notably evinced his gratitude in prosecu- 
ting with Margrave the inquiries which terminated in the 
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discovery of Sir Philip DervaPs murderer, that I confided to 
him the name of the vranderer, of which he had not been pre- 
vionsly informed; but which it would be, indeed, impossible 
to conceal from him should the search in which his aid was 
asked prove successful,— as he knew Miss Ashleigh by sight. 
His face immediately became thoughtful. He paused a min- 
ute or two, and then said, — 

think I have it, but I do not like to say; I may pain 
you, sir.^^ 

^'^N'ot by confidence; you pain me by concealment.” 

The man hesitated still: I encouraged him, and then he 
spoke out frankly. 

^^Sir, did you never think it strange that Mr. Margrave 
should move from his handsome rooms in the hotel to a some- 
what uncomfortable lodging, from the window of which he 
could look down on Mrs. Ashleigh’s garden? I have seen 
him at night in the balcony of that window, and when I no- 
ticed him going so frequently into Mrs. Ashleigh^ s house 
during your unjust detention, I own, sir, I felt for you — ” 

‘^Nonsense! Mr. Margrave went to Mrs. Ashleigh^s house 

as my friend. He has left L weeks ago. What has all 

this to do with — ” 

Patience, sir; hear me out. I was sent from L to 

this station (on promotion, sir) a fortnight since last Friday, 
for there has been a good deal of crime hereabouts; it is a 
bad neighbourhood, and full of smugglers. Some days ago, in 
watching quietly near a lonely house, of which the owner is 
a suspicious character down in my books, I saw, to my amaze- 
ment, Mr. Margrave come out of that house, — come out of a 
private door in it, which belongs to a part of the building not 
inhabited by the owner, but which used formerly, when the 
house was a sort of inn, to be let to night lodgers of the hum- 
blest description. I followed him; he went down to the sea- 
shore, walked about, singing to himself; then returned to the 
house, and re-entered by the same door. I soon learned that 
he lodged in the house, — had lodged there for several days. 
The next morning, a fine yacht arrived at a tolerably conven- 
ient creek about a mile from the house, and there anchored. 
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Bailors came ashore, rambling down to this town. The yacht 
belonged to Mr. Margrave; he had purchased it by commis- 
sion in London. It is stored for a long voyage. He had 
directed it to come to him in this out-of-the-way place, where 
no gentleman’s yacht ever put in before, though the creek or 
bay is handy enough for such craft. Well, sir, is it not 
strange that a rich young gentleman should come to this un- 
frequented seashore, put up with accommodation that must be 
of the rudest kind, in the house of a man known as a desper- 
ate smuggler, suspected to be worse; order a yacht to meet 
him here; is not all this strange? But would it be strange if 
he were waiting for a young lady? And if a young lady has 
fled at night from her home, and has come secretly along by- 
paths, which must have been very fully explained to her be- 
forehand, and is now near that young gentleman’s lodging, if 
not actually in it — if this be so, why, the affair is not so 
very strange after all. And now do you forgive me, sir? ” 
Where is this house? Lead me to it.” 

You can hardly get to it except on foot; rough walking, 
sir, and about seven miles off by the shortest cut.” 

“ Come, and at once ; come quickly. We must be there be- 
fore — before — ” 

“Before the young lady can get to the place. Well, from 
what you say of the spot in which she was last seen, I think, 
on reflection, we may easily do that. I am at your service, 
sir. But I should warn you that the owners of the house, 
man and wife, are both of villanous character, — would do 
anything for money. Mr. Margrave, no doubt, has money 
enough; and if the young lady chooses to go away with Mr. 
Margrave, you know I have no power to help it.” 

“ Leave all that to me ; all I ask of you is to show me the 
house.” 

We were soon out of the town; the night had closed in; it 
was very dark, in spite of a few stars ; the path was rugged 
and precipitous, sometimes skirting the very brink of peril- 
ous cliff's, sometimes delving down to the seashore — there 
stopped by rock or wave — and painfully rewinding up the 
ascent. 
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is an ugly path, sir, but it saves four miles 5 and any- 
how the road is a bad one.” 

We came, at last, to a few wretched fishermen’s huts. The 
moon had now risen, and revealed the squalor of poverty- 
stricken ruinous hovels; a couple of boats moored to the 
shore, a moaning, fretful sea; and at a distance a vessel, 
with lights on board, lying perfectly still at anchor in a shel- 
tered curve of the bold rude shore. The policeman pointed 
to the vessel. 

'^‘'The yacht, sir; the wind will be in her favour if she sails 
to-night.” 

We quickened our pace as well as the nature of the path 
would permit, left the huts behind us, and about a mile farther 
on came to a solitary house, larger than, from the policeman’s 
description of Margrave’s lodgement, I should have presup- 
posed: a house that in the wilder parts of Scotland might be 
almost a laird’s; but even in the moonlight it looked very 
dilapidated and desolate. Most of the windows were closed, 
some with panes broken, stuffed with wisps of straw; there 
were the remains of a wall round the house ; it was broken in 
some parts (only its foundation left). On approaching the 
house I observed two doors, — one on the side fronting the sea, 
one on the other side, facing a patch of broken ground that 
might once have been a garden, and lay waste within the in- 
ciosure of the ruined wall, encumbered with various litter; 
heaps of rubbish, a ruined shed, the carcass of a worn-out 
boat. This latter door stood wide open, — the other was 
closed. The house was still and dark, as if either deserted, 
or all within it retired to rest. 

“I think that open door leads at once to the rooms Mx, 
Margrave hires; he can go in and out without disturbing the 
other inmates. They used to keep, on the side which they 
inhabit, a beer-house, but the magistrates shut it up ; still, 
it is a resort for bad characters. hTow, sir, what shall we 
do? ” 

Watch separately. You wait within the inclosure of the 
wall, hid by those heaps of rubbish, near the door; none can 
enter but what you will observe them. If you see her, yon 
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will accost and stop her, and call aloud for me ; I shall he in 
hearing. I will go back to the high part of the ground yon- 
der — it seems to me that she must pass that way ; and I 
would desire, if possible, to save her from the humiliation, 
the — the shame of coming within the precincts of that man^s 
abode. I feel I may trust you now and hereafter. It is a 
great thing for the happiness and honour of this poor young 
lady and her mother, that I may be able to declare that I did 
not take her from that man, from any man — from that house, 
from any house. You comprehend me, and will obey? I 
speak to you as a confidant, — a friend. 

‘^1 thank you with my whole heart, sir, for so doing. You 
saved my sister’s life, and the least I can do is to keep secret 
all that would pain your life if blabbed abroad. I know what 
mischief folks’ tongues can make. I will wait by the door, 
never fear, and will rather lose my place than not strain all 
the legal power I possess to keep the young lady back from 
sorrow.” 

This dialogue was interchanged in close hurried whisper be- 
hind the broken wall, and out of all hearing. Waby now crept 
through a wide gap into the inclosure, and nestled himself 
silently amidst the wrecks of the broken boat, not six feet 
from the open door, and close to the wall of the house itself. 
I went back some thirty yards up the road, to the rising ground 
which I had pointed out to him. According to the best cal- 
culation I could make — considering the pace at which I had 
cleared the precipitous pathway, and reckoning from the 
place and time at which Lilian had been last seen — she could 
not possibly have yet entered that house. I might presume 
it would be more than half an hour before she could arrive; I 
was in hopes that, during the interval, Margrave might show 
himself, perhaps at the door, or from the windows, or I might 
even by some light from the latter be guided to the room in 
which to find him. If, after waiting a reasonable time, Lilian 
should fail to appear, I had formed my plan of action; but it 
was important for the success of that plan that I should not 
lose myself in the strange house, nor bring its owners to Mar- 
grave’s aid, — that I should surprise him alone and unawares. 
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Half an hour, tEfee quarters; a whole honr thus passed. No 
sign of my poor wanderer; but signs there were of the enemy 
from whom I resolved, at whatever risk, to free and to save 
her. A. window on the ground-floor, to the left of the door, 
which had long fixed my attention because I had seen light 
through the chinks of the shutters, slowly unclosed, the shut- 
ters fell back, the casement opened, and I beheld Margrave 
distinctly; he held something in his hand that gleamed in 
the moonlight, directed not towards the mound on which I 
stood, nor towards the path I had taken, but towards an open 
space beyond the ruined wall to the right. Hid by a cluster 
of stunted shrubs I watched him with a heart that beat with 
rage, not with terror. He seemed so intent in his own gaze 
as to be unheeding or unconscious of all else. I stole from 
my post, and, still under cover, sometimes of the broken wall, 
sometimes of the shaggy ridges that skirted the path, crept 
on, on till I reached the side of the house itself; then, there 
secure from his eyes, should he turn them, I stepped over the 
ruined wall, scarcely two feet high in that place, on — on 
towards the door. I passed the spot on which the policeman 
had shrouded himself; he was seated, his back against the 
ribs of the broken boat. I put my hand to his mouth that he 
might not cry out in surprise, and whispered in his ear; he 
stirred not. I shook him by the arm: still he stirred not. A 
ray of the moon fell on his face. I saw that he was in a pro- 
found slumber. Persuaded that it was no natural slee^^, and 
that he had become useless to me, T passed him by. I was at 
the threshold of the open door, the light from the window 
close by falling on the ground; I was in the passage; a glim- 
mer came through the chinks of a door to the left; I turned 
the handle noiselessly, and, the next moment, Margrave was 
locked in my grasp. 

'^Call out,’* I hissed in his ear, ^^and I strangle you before 
any one can come to your hel|).’^ 

He did not call out; his eye, fixed on mine as he writhed 
round, saw, i^erhaps, his peril if he did. His countenance 
betrayed fear, but as I tightened my grasp that expression 
gave way to one of wrath and fierceness; and as, in turn, I 
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felt the grip of his hand, I knew that the straggle between ns 
•would be that of two strong men, each equally bent on the 
mastery of the other, 

I was, as I have said before, endowed with an unusual de- 
gree of physical power, disciplined in early youth by athletic 
exercise and contest. In height and in muscle I had greatly 
the advantage over my antagonist; but such was the nervous 
vigour, the elastic energy of his incomparable frame, in which 
sinews seemed springs of steel, that had our encounter been 
one in which my strength was less heightened by rage, I be- 
lieve that I could no more have coped with him than the bison 
can cope with the boa; but I was animated by that passion 
which trebles for a time all our forces,— which makes even 
the weak man a match for the strong. I felt that if I were 
worsted, disabled, stricken down, Lilian might be lost in los- 
ing her sole protector ; and on the other hand, Margrave had 
been taken at the disadvantage of that surprise which will 
half unnerve the fiercest of the wild beasts; while as we 
grappled, reeling and rocking to and fro in our struggle, I 
soon observed that his attention was distracted, — that his 
eye was turned towards an object which he had dropped in- 
voluntarily when I first seized him. He sought to drag me 
towards that object, and when near it stooped to seize. It 
was a bright, slender, short wand of steel. I remembered 
when and where I had seen it, whether in my waking state 
or in vision; and as his hand stole down to take it from the 
floor, I set on the wand my strong foot. I cannot tell by 
what rapid process of thought and association I came to the 
belief that the possession of a little piece of blunted steel 
would decide the conflict in favor of the possessor; but the 
struggle now was concentred on the attainment of that seem- 
ingly idle weapon. I was becoming breathless and exhausted, 
while Margrave seemed every moment to gather up new force, 
when collecting all my strength for one final effort, I lifted 
him suddenly high in the air, and hurled him to the farthest 
end of the cramped arena to Which our contest was confined. 
He fell, and with a force by which most men would have been 
stunned; but he recovered himself with a quick rebound, and, 
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as lie stood facing me, there was something grand as well as 
terrible in his aspect. His eyes literally flamed, as those of 
a tiger; his rich hair, flung bach from his knitted forehead, 
seemed to erect itself as an angry mane; his lips, slightly 
parted, showed the glitter of his set teeth; his whole frame 
seemed larger in the tension of the muscles, and as, gradually 
relaxing his first defying and haughty attitude, he crouched 
as the panther crouches for its deadly spring, I felt as if it 
were a wild beast, whose rush was coming upon me, — wild 
beast, but still Man, the king of the animals, fashioned forth 
from no mixture of humbler races by the slow revolutions of 
time, but his royalty stamped on his form when the earth be- 
came fit for his coming.^ 

At that moment I snatched up the wand, directed it towards 
him, and adyaneing with a fearless stride, cried, — 

“Down to my feet, miserable sorcerer!” 

To my own amaze, the effect was instantaneous. My terri- 
ble antagonist dropped to the floor as a dog drops at the word 
of his master. The muscles of his frowning countenance re- 
laxed, the glare of his wrathful eyes grew dull and rayless; 
his limbs lay prostrate and unnerved, his head rested against 
the wall, his arms limp and drooping by his side. I ap- 
proached him slowly and cautiously; he seemed cast into a 
profound slumber. 

“ You are at my mercy now ! ” said I. 

He moTed his head as in sign of deprecating submission. 

“You hear and understand me? Speak! ” 

His lips faintly muttered, “Yes.” 

“I command you to answer truly the questions I shall ad- 
dress to you.” 

“I must, while yet sensible of the power that has passed to 
your hand.” 

“Is it by some occult magnetic property in this wand that 

^ And yet, even if we entirely omit tbe consideration of the soul, that im- 
material and immortal principle which is for a time united to his body, and 
view him only in his merely animal character, man is still the most excellent 
of animals. — Dr. Kii>d, On the Adaptation of External Nature to the Physi- 
cal Condition of Man (Sect. hi. p. 18). 
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you have exercised so demoniac an influence over a creature so 
pure as Lilian Ashleigh? ” 

''By that wand and by other arts which you could not 
comprehend.” 

"And for what infamous object,— -her seduction, her 
dishonour?” 

"No! I sought in her the aid of a gift which would cease 
did she cease to be pure. At first I but cast my influence 
upon her that through her I might influence yourself. I 
needed your help to discover a secret. Circumstances steeled 
your mind against me. I could no longer hope that you 
would voluntarily lend yourself to my will. Meanwhile, I 
had found in her the light of a loftier knowledge than that of 
your science; through that knowledge, duly heeded and cul- 
tivated, I hoped to divine what I cannot of myself discover. 
Therefore I deepened over her mind the spells I command; 
therefore I have drawn her hither as the loadstone draws the 
steel, and therefore I would have borne her with me to the 
shores to which I was about this night to sail. I had cast 
the inmates of the house and all around it into slumber, in 
order that none might witness her departure; had I not done 
so, I should have summoned others to my aid, in spite of 
your threat.” 

"And would Lilian Ashleigh have passively accompanied 
you, to her own irretrievable disgrace? ” 

"She could not have helped it; she would have been un- 
conscious of her acts; she was, and is, in a trance; nor, had 
she gone with me, would she have waked from that state 
while she lived; that would not have been long.” 

"Wretch! and for what object of unhallowed curiosity do 
you exert an influence which withers away the life of its 
victim? ” 

"Not curiosity, but the instinct of self-preservation. I 
count on no life beyond the grave. I would defy the grave, 
and live on.” 

"And was it to learn, through some ghastly agencies, the 
secret of renewing existence, that you lured me by the shadow 
of your own image on the night when we met last? ” 
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The voice of Margrave here became very faint as he an- 
swered me, and his countenance began to exhibit the signs of 
an exhaustion almost mortal. 

Be quick, '■’V he murmured, ^^or I die. The fluid which 
emanates from that wand, in the hand of one who envenoms 
that fluid with his own hatred and rage, will prove fatal to 
my life. Lower the wand from my forehead! low — low,— 
lower still!” 

What was the nature of that rite in which you constrained 
me to share? ” 

cannot say. You are killing me. Enough that you 
were saved from a great danger by the apparition of the pro- 
tecting image vouchsafed to your eye; otherwise you would 
— you would — Oh, release me! Away! away!” 

The foam gathered to his lips; his limbs became fearfully 
convulsed, 

‘‘One question more: where is Lilian at this moment? 
Answer that question, and I depart.” 

He raised his head, made a visible effort to rally his 
strength, and gasped out, — 

“Yonder. Pass through the open space up the cliff, be- 
side a thorn-tree; you will find her there, where she halted 
when the wand dropped from my hand. But — but — beware 1 
Ha! you will serve me yet, and through her! They said so 
that night, though you heard them not. They said it! ” 
Here his face became death-like; he pressed his hand on 
his heart, and shrieked out, “Away! away! or you are my 
murderer ! ” 

I retreated to the other end of the room, turning the wand 
from him, and when T gained the door, looked back; his con- 
vulsions had ceased, but he seemed locked in a profound 
swoon. 

I left the room,— the house, — paused by Waby; he was 
still sleeping. “Awake! ” I said, and touched him with the 
wand. He started up at once, imbbed his eyes, began stam- 
mering out excuses. I checked them, and bade him follow 
me. I took the way up the open ground towards which Mar- 
grave had pointed the wand, and there, motionless, beside a 
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gaarled fantastic tliorn-tree, stood Lilian. Her arms were 
folded across her breast; ber face, seen by the moonlight, 
looked so innocent and so infantine, that I needed no other 
evidence to tell me how unconscious she was of the peril to 
which her steps had been drawn. I took her gently by the 
hand. “Come with me,” I said in a whisper, and she obeyed 
me silently, and with a placid smile. 

Rough though the way, she seemed unconscious of fatigue. 
I placed her arm in mine, but she did not lean on it. We got 
back to the town. I obtained there an old chaise and a pair of 
horses. At morning Lilian was under her mother’s roof. 
About the noon of that day fever seized her; she became 
rapidly worse, and, to all appearance, in imminent danger. 
Delirium set in; I watched beside her night and day, sup- 
ported by an inward conviction of her recovery, but tortured 
by the sight of her sufferings. On the third day a change 
for the better became visible; her sleep was calm, her breath- 
ing regular. 

Shortly afterwards she woke out of danger. Her eyes fell 
at once on me, with all their old ineffable tender sweetness. 

“Oh, Allen, beloved, have I not been very ill? But I am 
almost well now. Do not weep; I shall live for you,-— for 
your sake.” And she bent forward, drawing my hand from 
my streaming eyes, and kissed me with a child’s guileless 
kiss on my burning forehead. 


CHAPTER LVL 

LiLiAif recovered, but the strange thing was this: all mem- 
ory of the weeks that had elapsed since her return from visit- 
ing her aunt was completely obliterated; she seemed in 
profound ignorance of the charge on which I had been con- 
fined,— perfectly ignorant even of the existence of Margrave. 
She had, indeed, a very vague reminiscence of her conversa- 
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tioii with, me in tlie garden;, — the first conyersation wHch 
had erer been embittered by a disagreement,-— but that dis- 
agreement itself she did not recollect. Her belief was that 
she had been ill and light-headed since that evening. From 
that evening to the hour of her waking, conscious and re- 
Tived, all was a blank. Her love for me was restored, as if 
‘ts thread had never been broken. Some such instances of 
oblivion after bodily illness or mental shock are familiar 
enough to the practice of all medical men ; ^ and I was there- 
fore enabled to appease the anxiety and wonder of Mrs. Ash- 
leigh, by quoting various examples of loss, or suspension, of 
memory. We agreed that it would be necessary to break to 
Lilian, though very cautiously, the story of Sir Philip Der- 
val’s murder, and the charge to w^hich I had been subjected. 
She could not fail to hear of those events from others. How 
shall I express her womanly terror, her loving, sympathizing 
pity, on hearing the tale, which I softened as well as I 
could? 

“And to think that I knew nothing of thisT^ she cried, 
clasping my hand; “to think that you were in peril, and that 
I was not by your side ! ” 

Her mother spoke of Margrave, as a visitor, — an agreeable, 
lively stranger; Lilian could not even recollect his name, but 
she seemed shocked to think that any visitor had been ad- 

1 Suet instances of suspense of memory are recorded in most physiological 
and in some metaphysical works. Dr, Abercrombie notices some, more or 
less similar to that related in the text : A young lady who was present at 
a catastrophe in Scotland, in which many people lost their lives by the fall of 
the gallery of a church, escaped without any injury, but with the complete 
loss of the recollection of any of the circumstances; and this extended not 
only to the accident, but to everything that had occurred to her for a certain 
time before going to church. A lady whom I attended some years ago in a 
protracted illness, in which her memory became much impaired, lost the re- 
collection of a period of about ten or twelve years, but spoke with perfect con- 
sistency of things as they stood before that time.*^ Dr. Abercrombie adds: 
“ As far as I have been able to trace it, the principle in such cases seems to 
be, that when the memory is impaired to a certain degree, the loss of it ex- 
tends backward to some event or some period by which a particularly deep 
impression had been made upon the mind.'* — Abeeceombie : Onthelntei^ 
ketud Powers, pp. llS, 119 {15th edition). 
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mitted while I was in circumstances so awful ! Need I say 
that our engagement was renewed? Renewed! To Iiqt know!" 
edge and to her heart it had never been interrupted for a mo- 
ment. But oh! the malignity of the wrong world! Oh^ that 
strange lust of mangling reputations, which seizes on hearts 
the least wantonly cruel! Let two idle tongues utter a tale 
against some third person, who never offended the babblers, 
and how the tale spreads, like fire, lighted none know how, 
in the herbage of an American prairie! Who shall put it 
out? 

What right have we to pry into the secrets of other menu's 
hearths? True or false, the tale that is gabbled to us, what 
concern of ours can it be? I speak not of cases to which the 
law has been summoned, which law has sifted, on which law 
has pronounced. But how, when the law is silent, can we 
assume its verdicts? How be all judges where there has been 
no witness-box, no cross-examination, no jury? Yet, every 
day we put on our ermine, and make ourselves judges,— 
judges sure to condemn, and on what evidence? That which 
no court of law will receive. Somebody has said something 
to somebody, which somebody repeats to everybody! 

The gossip of L- had set in full current against Lilian’s 

fair name. No ladies had called or sent to congratulate Mrs. 
Ashleigh on her return, or to inquire after Lilian herself dur- 
ing her struggle between life and death. 

How I missed the Queen of the Hill at this critical mO' 
ment! How I longed for aid to crush the slander, with 
^ which I knew not how to grapple,— aid in her knowledge of 
the world and her ascendancy over its judgments! I had 
heard from her once since her absence, briefly but kindly 
expressing her amazement at the ineffable stupidity which 
could for a moment have subjected me to a suspicion of 
Sir Philip DervaPs strange murder, and congratulating me 
heartily on my complete vindication from so monstrous a 
charge. To this letter no address was given. I supposed 
the omission to be accidental, but on calling at her house to 
inquire her direction, I found that the servants did not 
know it. 
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What^ then, was my joy when just at this Juncture I re- 
ceived a note from Mrs, Poyntz, stating that she had returned 
the night before, and would be glad to see me. 

I hastened to her house. ‘^Ah,” thought I, as I sprang 
lightly up the ascent to the Hill, how the tattlers will be 
silenced by a word from her imperial lips!^^ And only just 
as I approached her door did it strike me how difficult — 
nay, how impossible — to explain to her — the hard positive 
woman, her who had, less ostensibly but more ruthlessly than 
myself, destroyed Dr. Lloyd for his belief in the compara- 
tively rational pretensions of clairvoyance — all the mystical 
excuses for Lilian’s flight from her home? How speak to her 
— or, indeed, to any one — about an occult fascination and a 
magic wand? Ho matter: surely it would be enough to say 
that at the time Lilian had been light-headed, under the in- 
fluence of the fever which had afterwards nearly proved fatal. 
The early friend of Anne Ashleigh would not be a severe 
critic on any tale that might right the good name of Anne 
Ashleigh’s daughter. So assured, with a light heart and a 
cheerful face, I followed the servant into the great lady^s 
pleasant but decorous presence-chamber. 


CHAPTEB LVIL 

Mrs. Poyotz was on her favourite seat by the window, and 
for a wonder, not knitting that classic task seemed done; 
hut she was smoothing and folding the completed work with 
her white comely hand, and smiling over it, as if in compla- 
cent approval, when I entered the room. At the fire-side sat 
the he-colonel inspecting a newly-invented barometer; at an- 
other window, in the farthest recess of the room, stood Miss 
Jane Poyntz, with a young gentleman whom I had never before 
seen, but wbo turned his eyes full upon me with a haughty 
look as the servant announced my name. He was tall, well 
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proportioned, decidedly handsome, but with that expression 
of cold and concentred self-esteem in his very attitude, as 
well as his countenance, which makes a man of merit un- 
popular, a man without merit ridiculous. 

The he-colonel, always punctiliously civil, rose from his 
seat, shook hands with me cordially, and said, Coldish 
weather to-day; but we shall have rain to-morrow. Rainy 
seasons come in cycles. We are about to commence a cycle 
of them with heavy showers. He sighed, and returned to 
his barometer. 

Miss Jane bowed to me graciously enough, but was evi- 
dently a little confused,— a circumstance which might well 
attract my notice, for I had never before seen that high-bred 
young lady deviate a hairsbreadth from the even tenor of a 
manner admirable for a cheerful and courteous ease, which, 
one felt convinced, would be unaltered to those around her if 
an earthquake swallowed one up an inch before her feet. 

The young gentleman continued to eye me loftily, as the 
heir-apparent to some celestial planet might eye an inferior 
creature from a half -formed nebula suddenly dropped upon 
his sublime and perfected star. 

Mrs. Poyntz extended to me two fingers, and said frigidly, 
“Delighted to see you again! How kind to attend so soon to 
my note! 

Motioning me to a seat beside her, she here turned to her 
husband, and said, “ Poyntz, since a cycle of rain begins to- 
morrow, better secure your ride to-day. Take these young 
people with you. I want to talk with Dr. Penwick.” 

The colonel carefully put away his barometer, and saying 
to his daughter, “Come!” went forth. Jane followed her 
father; the young gentleman followed Jane. 

The reception I had met chilled and disappointed me. I 
felt that Mrs. Poyntz was changed, and in her change the 
whole house seemed changed. The very chairs looked civilly 
unfriendly, as if preparing to turn their backs on me. How- 
ever, I was not in the false position of an intruder; I had 
been summoned; it was for Mrs. Poyntz to speak first, and I 
waited quietly for her to do so. 


She finished the careful folding of her work, and then laid 
it at rest in the drawer of the table at which she sat. Hav- 
ing so done, she turned to me, and said, — 

“By the way, I ought to have introduced to you my young 
guest, Mr. Ashleigh Sumner. You would like him. He 
has talents, — not showy, but solid. He will succeed in public 
life.^^ 

“So that young man is Mr. Ashleigh Sumner? I do not 
wonder that Miss Ashleigh rejected him.^^ 

I said this, for I was nettled, as well as surprised, at the 
coolness with which a lady who had professed a friendship 
for me mentioned that fortunate young gentleman, with so 
complete an oblivion of all the antecedents that had once 
made his name painful to my ear. ij 

In turn, my answer seemed to nettle Mrs. Poyntz. 

“I am not so sure that she did reject; perhaps she rather 
misunderstood him; gallant compliments are not always pro- 
posals of marriage.' However that be, his spirits were not 
much damped by Miss Ashleigh’s disdain, nor his heart 
deeply smitten by her charms; for he is now very happy, 
very much attached to another young lady, to whom he pro- 
posed three days ago, at Lady Delafield’s, and not to make a 
mystery of what all our little world will know before to- 
morrow, that young lady is my daughter Jane.” 

“Were I acquainted with Mr. Sumner, I should offer to him 
my sincere congratulations.” 

Mrs. Poyntz resumed, without heeding a reply more com- 
plimentary to Miss Jane than to the object of her choice, — 

“ I told you that I meant Jane to marry a rich country gen- 
tleman, and Ashleigh Sumner is the very country gentleman 
I had then in my thoughts. He is cleverer and more ambi- 
tious than I could have hoped; he will be a minister some 
day, in right of his talents, and a peer, if he wishes it, in 
right of his lands. So that matter is settled.” 

There was a pause, during which my mind passed rapidly 
through links of reminiscence and reasoning, which led me 
to a mingled sentiment of admiration for Mrs. Poyntz as a 
diplomatist and of distrust for Mrs. Poyntz as a Mend. It 


328 


A STRANGE. STOEY, 


was now clear why Mrs. Poyntz, before so little disposed to 
approve my love, had urged me at once to offer my hand to 
Lilian, in order that she might depart affianced and engaged 
to the house in which she would meet Mr. Ashleigh Sumner. 
Hence Mrs. Toyntz^s anxiety to obtain all the information I 
could afford her of the sayings and doings at Lady Haughton^Sf 
liencej the publicity she had so suddenly given to my engage- 
ment; lienee, when Mr. Sumner had gone away a rejected 

suitor, her own departure from L ; she had seized the 

very moment when a vain and man, piqued by the 

mortiffcation received from one lady, falls the easier prey to 
the arts which allure his suit to another. All was so far 
clear to me. And 1 — was my self-conceit less egregious and 
less readily duped than that of yon glided jiopinjay^s ! How 
skilfully this woman had knitted me into her work with the 
noiseless turn of her white hands I and yet, forsooth, I mnst 
vaunt the superior scope of my intellect, and plumb all the 
fountains of Nature, — I, who could not fathom the little pool 
of this female schemer^s mind! 

But that was no time for resentment to her or rebuke to 
myself. She was now the woman who could best protect and 
save from slander my innocent, beloved Lilian. But how 
approach that perplexing subject? 

Mrs. Poyntz approached it, and with her usual decision of pur- 
pose, which bore so deceitful a likeness to candour of mind. 

^^But it was not to talk of my affairs that I asked you to 
call, Allen Fenwick.’^ As she uttered my name, her voice 
softened, and her manner took that maternal, caressing ten- 
derness which had sometimes amused and sometimes misled 
me. ^‘No, I do not forget that you asked me to be your 
friend, and T take without scruple the license of friendship. 
What are these stories that I have heard already about Lilian 
Ashleigh, to whom you were once engaged?” 

“To whom I am still engaged.” 

“Is it possible? Oh, then, of course the stories I have 
heard are all false. Very likely ; no fiction in scandal ever 
surprises me. Poor dear Lilian, then, never ran away from 
her mother^s house?” 
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I smothered the angry pain which this mode of questioning 
caused me; I knew how important it was to Lilian to secure 
to her the countenance and support of this absolute autocrat; 
I spoke of Lilianas long previous distenq^er of mind; I ac“ 
counted for it as any intelligent physician, unacquainted 
with all that I could not reveal, would account. Heaven for- 
give me for the venial falsehood, but I spoke of the terrible 
charge against myself as enough to unhinge for a time the in- 
tellect of a girl so acutely sensitive as Lilian; I sought to 
create that impression as to the origin of all that might 
otherwise seem strange ; and in this state of cerebral excite- 
ment she had wandered from home — but alone. I had 
tracked every step of her way ; I had found and restored her 
to her home. A critical delirium had followed, from which 
she now rose, cured in health, unsuspicious that there could 
be a whisper against her name. And then, with all the elo- 
quence I could command, and in words as adapted as I could 
frame them to soften the heart of a woman, herself a mother, 
I implored Mrs. Poyntz’s aid to silence all the cruelties of 
calumny, and extend her shield over the child of her own 
early friend. 

When I came to an end, I had taken, with caressing force, 
Mrs. Poyntz^s reluctant hands in mine. There were tears in 
my voice, tears in my eyes. And the sound of her voice in 
reply gave me hope, for it was unusually gentle. She was 
evidently moved. The hope was soon quelled. 

''Allen Pen wick/' she said, "you have a noble heart; I 
grieve to see how it abuses your reason. I cannot aid Lilian 
Ashleigh in the way you ask. Do not start back so indig- 
nantly. Listen to me as patiently as I have listened to you. 
That when you brought back the unfortunate young woman 
to her poor mother, her mind was disordered, and became yet 
more dangerously so, I can well believe; that she is now re- 
covered, and thinks with shame, or refuses to think at all, of 
her imprudent flight, I can believe also; but I do not believe, 
the World cannot believe, that she did not, knowingly and 
purposely, quit her mother's roof, and in quest of that 
young stranger so incautiously, so unfeelingly admitted to 
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her mother^s liouse during the very time you were detained 
on the most awful of human accusations. Every one in the 
town knows that Mr. Margrave visited daily at Mrs. Ash- 
leigh's during that painful period; every one in the town 
knows in what strange out-of-the-way place this young man 
had niched himself; and that a yacht was bought; and lying 
in wait there. What for? It is said that the chaise in 
which you brought Miss Ashleigh back to her home was 
jiired in a village within an easy reach of Mr. Margrave^s 
lodging, — of Mr. Margrave^s yacht. I rejoice that you saved 
the poor girl from ruin; but her good name is tarnished; and 
if Anne Ashleigh, whom I sincerely pity, asks me my advice, 

I can but give her this : ‘Leave L ^ take your daughter 

abroad; and if she is not to marry Mr. Margrave, marry her 
as quietly and as quickly as possible to some foreigner.’ ” 
“Madam! madam! this, then, is your friendship to her — 
to me! Oh, shame on you to insult thus an affianced hus- 
band! Shame on me ever to have thought you had a heart! ” 
“A heart, man!” she exclaimed, almost fiercely, springing 
up, and startling me with the change in her countenance and 
voice. “ And little you would have valued, and pitilessly 
have crushed this heart, if I had suffered myself to show it 
to you ! What right have you to reproach me ? I felt a warm 
interest in your career, an unusual attraction in your conver- 
sation and society. Do you blame me for that, or should I 
blame myself? Condemned to live amongst brainless pup- 
pets, my dull occupation to pull the strings that moved them, 
it w-as a new charm to my life to establish friendship and in- 
tercourse with intellect and spirit and courage, Ab ! I un- 
derstand tliat look, half incredulous, half inquisitive,” 

“ Inquisitive, no ; incredulous, yes ! You desired my friend- 
ship, and how dees your harsh judgment of my betrothed 
wife prove either to me or to her mother, whom you have 
known from your girlhood, the first duty of a friend, -—which 
is surely not that of leaving a friend’s side the moment that 
he needs countenance in calumny, succour in trouble! ” 

“ It is a better duty to prevent the calumny and avert the 
trouble. Leave aside Anne Ashleigh, a cipher that I can add 
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or abstract from my sum of life as I please, Wbat is my 
duty to yourself? It is plain. It is to tell you that your 
honour commands you to abandon all thoughts of Lilian Ash- 
leigh as your wife. Ungrateful that you are! Do you sup- 
pose it was no mortification to my pride of woman and friend, 
that you never approached me in confidence except to ask my 
good offices in promoting your courtship to another; no shock 
to the quiet plans I had formed as to our familiar though 
harmless intimacy, to hear that you were bent on a marriage 
in which my friend would be lost to me? 

“Kot lost! not lost! On the contrary, the regard I must 
suppose you had for Lilian would have been a new link be- 
tween our homes.” 

^‘^Pooh! Between me and that dreamy girl there could 
have been no sympathy, there could have grown up no regard. 
You would have been chained to your fireside, and — and — 
but no matter. I stifled my disappointment as soon as I felt 
it, — stifled it, as all my life I have stifled that which either 
destiny or duty — duty to myself as to others — forbids me to 
indulge. Ah, do not fancy me one of the weak criminals 
who can suffer a worthy liking to grow into a debasing love! 
I was not in love with you, Allen Fenwick.” 

‘^Do you think I was ever so presumptuous a coxcomb as 
to fancy it?” 

she said, more softly; was not so false to my 
household ties and to my own nature. But there are some 
friendships which are as jealous as love. I could have cheer- 
fully aided you in any choice which my sense could have ap- 
proved for you as wise; I should have been pleased to have 
found in such a wife my most intimate companion. But that 
silly child! — absurd! Nevertheless, the freshness and en- 
thusiasm of your love touched me; you asked my aid, and I 
gave it. Perhaps I did believe that when you saw more of 
Lilian Ashleigh you would be cured of a fancy conceived by 
the eye I should have known better what dupes the wisest 
men can be to the witcheries of a fair face and eighteen ! 
When I found your illusion obstinate, I wrenched myself 
away from a vain regret, turned to my own schemes and my 
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own ambition, and smiled bitterly to tliink that, in pressing 
you to propose so hastily to Lilian, I made your blind passion 
an agent in my own plans. Enough of this. I speak thus 
openly and boldly to you now, because now I have not a senti- 
ment that can interfere with the dispassionate soundness of 
my counsels. I repeat, you cannot now marry Lilian Ashleigh ; 
I cannot take my daughter to visit her: I cannot destroy the 
social laws that I myself have set in my petty kingdom.” 

“ Be it as you will, I have pleaded for her while she is 
still Lilian Ashleigh. I plead for no one to whom I have 
once given my name. Before the woman whom I have taken 
from the altar, I can place, as a shield sufficient, my strong 
breast of man. Who has so deep an interest in Lilianas 
purity as I have? Who is so fitted to know the exact truth 
of every whisper against her? Yet when I, whom you admit 
to have some reputation for shrewd intelligence, — I, who 
tracked her way, — I, who restored her to her home, — when 
I, Allen Fenwick, am so assured of her inviolable innocence 
in thought as in deed, that I trust my honour to her keeping, 
— surely, surely, I confute the scandal which you yourself do 
not believe, though you refuse to reject and to annul it? ” 

“Do not deceive yourself, Allen Fenwick,” said she, still 
standing beside me, her countenance now hard and stern. 
“Look where I stand, I am the World! The World, not as 
satirists depreciate, or as optimists extol its immutable prop- 
erties, its all-persuasive authority. I am the World! And 
my voice is the World^s voice when it thus warns you. 
Should you make this marriage, your dignity of character 
and position would be gone ! If you look only to lucre and 
professional success, possibly may not ultimately suffer. 
Yoa have skill, which men need; their need may still draw 
patients to your door and pour guineas into your purse. But 
you have the pride, as well as the birth of a gentleman, and 
the wounds to that pride will be hourly chafed and never 
healed. Your strong breast of man has no shelter to the 
frail name of woman. The World, in its health, will look 
down on your wife, though its sick may look up to you. This 
is not all. The World, in its gentlest mood of indulgence, 
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•will say eompassionatelyy ^Poor man I how weak, and how 
deceived! What an unfortunate marriage! ’ But the World 
is not often indulgent,— it looks most to the motives most 
seen on the surface. And the World will more frequently 
say, ''No; much too clever a man to be duped! Miss Ashleigh 
had money. A good match to the man who liked gold better 
than honour. ^ ” 

I sprang to my feet, with difficulty suppressing my rage ; 
and, remembering it was a woman who spoke to me, Fare- 
well, madam/’ said I, through my grinded teeth. Were you, 
indeed, the Personation of The World, whose mean notions 
you mouth so* calmly, I could not disdain you more.” I 
turned to the door, and left her still standing erect and mena- 
cing, the hard sneer on her resolute lip, the red glitter in her 
remorseless eye. 


CHAPTEB LVIII. 

Ip ever my heart vowed itself to Lilian, the vow was now 
the most trustful and the most sacred. I had relinquished 
our engagement before; but then her affection seemed, no 
matter from what cause, so estranged from me, that though 
I might be miserable to lose her, I deemed that she would be 
unhappy in our union. Then, too, she was the gem and dar- 
ling of the little world in which she lived; no whisper as- 
sailed her : now I knew that she loved me ; I knew that her 
estrangement had been involuntary ; I knew that appearances 
wronged her, and that they never could be explained. I was 
in the true position of man to woman: I was the shield, the 
bulwark, the fearless confiding protector! Eesign her now 
because the world babbled, because my career might be im- 
peded, because my good name might be impeached,— resign 
her, and, in that resignation, confirm all that was said against 
her! Could I do so, I should be the most craven of gentle- 
men, the meanest of men! 
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I went to Mrs. AsMeigh, and entreated laer to 
union with. b.er daughter, and fix the marriage-day. 

I found the poor lady dejected and distressed. She was 
now sufficiently relieved from the absorbing anxiety for Lilian 
to be aware of the change on the face of that World which 
the woman I had just quitted personified and concentred; 
she had learned the cause from the bloodless lips of Miss 
Brabazon. 

“ My child ! my poor child ! ” murmured the mother. “ And 
she so guileless, — so sensitive! Could she know what is 
said, it would kill her. She would never marry you, Allen^ 
— she would never bring shame to you ! ” 

“ She never need learn the barbarous calumny. Give her 
to me, and at once; patients, fortune, fame, are not found 

only at L . Give her to me at once. But let me name a 

condition : I have a patrimonial independence, I have amassed 
large savings, I have my profession and my repute. I cannot 
touch her fortune — I cannot, — never can! Take it while 
you live ; when you die, leave it to accumulate for her chil- 
dren, if children she have; not to me; not to her-— unless I 
am dead or ruined! 

^^Oh, Allen, what a heart! what a heart! No, not heart, 
Allen, — that bird in its cage has a heart: soul — what a 
soul! ” 


CHAPTER LIX. 

How innocent was Lilian’s virgin blush when I knelt to 
her, and prayed that she would forestall the date that had 
been fixed for our union, and be my bride before the breath 
of the autumn had withered the pomp of the woodland and 
silenced the song of the birds! Meanwhile, I was so fear- 
fully anxious that she should risk no danger of hearing, even 
of surmising, the cruel slander against her — should meet no 
cold contemptuous looks, above all, should be safe from the 
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barbed talk of Mrs. Poyntz that I insisted on tbe necessity 
of immediate change of air and scene. I proposed that we 
should all three depart, the next day, for the banks of my 
own beloved and native Windermere. By that pure mountain 
air, Lilian’s health would be soon re-established 5 in the 
church hallowed to me by the graves of my fathers our vows 
should be plighted. No calumny had ever cast a shadow over 
those graves. I felt as if my bride would be safer in the 
neiglibourliood of my mother’s tomb. 

I carried my point: it was so arranged. Mrs. Ashleigh, 
however, was reluctant to leave before she had seen her dear 
friend, Margaret Poyntz. I had not the conrage to tell her what 
she might expect to hear from that dear friend, but, as deli- 
cately as I could, I informed her that I had already seen the 
Queen of the Hill, and contradicted the gossip that had 
reached her; but that as yet, like other absolute sovereigns, 
the Queen of the Hill thought it politic to go with the popu- 
lar stream, reserving all check on its direction till the rush 
of its torrent might slacken; and that it would be infinitely 
wiser in Mrs. Ashleigh to postpone conversation with Mrs. 

Poyntz nntil Lilian’s return to L as my wife. Slander 

by that time would have wearied itself out, and Mrs. Poyntz 
(assuming her friendship to Mrs. Ashleigh to be sincere) 
would then be enabled to say with authority to her subjects, 
^‘Br. Penwick alone knows the facts of the story, and his 
marriage with Miss Ashleigh refutes all the gossip to her 
prejudice.” 

I made that evening arrangements with a young and rising 
practitioner to secure attendance on my patients during my 
absence. I passed the greater part of the night in drawing 
up memoranda to guide my proxy in each case, however hum- 
ble the suiferer. This task finished, I chanced, in searching 
for a small microscope, the wonders of which I thought might 
interest and amuse Lilian, to open a drawer in which I kept 
the manuscript of my cherished Physiological Work, and, in 
so doing, my eye fell upon the wand which I had taken from 
Margrave. I had thrown it into that drawer on my return 
home, after restoring Lilian to her mother’s house, and, in 
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the anxiety which had subsequently preyed npon my 
had almost forgotten the strange possession I had as strangely 
acquired. There it now lay, the instrument of agencies over 
the mechanism of nature which no doctrine admitted by my 
philosophy could accept, side by side with the presumptuous 
work which had analyzed the springs by which N ature is moved, 
and decided the principles by which reason metes out, from 
the inch of its knowledge, the plan of the Infinite Unknown. 

I took up the wand and examined it curiously. It was evi- 
dently the work of an age far remote from our own, scored 
over with half -obliterated characters in some Eastern tongue, 
perhaps no longer extant. I found that it was hollow within. 
A more accurate observation showed, in the centre of this 
hollow, an exceedingly fine thread-like wire, the unattached 
end of which would slightly touch the palm when the wand 
was taken into the hand. Was it possible that there’ might 
be a natural and even a simple cause for the efi’eets which 
this instrument produced? Could it serve to collect, from 
that great focus of animal heat and nervous energy which is 
placed in the palm of the human hand, some such latent fiuid 
as that which Reiohenbach calls the “odic,’’ and which, ac- 
cording to him, “rushes through and pervades universal 
Nature ^^? After all, why not? For how many centuries lay 
unknown all the virtues of the loadstone and the amber? It 
is but as yesterday that the forces of vapour have become to 
men genii more powerful than those conjured up by Aladdin; 
that light, at a touch, springs forth from invisible air; that 
thought finds a messenger swifter than the wings of the 
fabled Afrite. As, thus musing, my hand closed over the 
wand, I felt a wild thrill through my frame. I recoiled; I 
was alarmed lest (according to the plain common-sense theory 
of Julius Faber) I might be preparing my imagination to 
form and to credit its own illusions. Hastily I laid down the 
wand. But then it occurred to me that whatever its proper- 
ties, it had so served the purposes of the dread Fascinator 
from whom it had been taken, that he might probably seek to 
repossess himself of it; he might contrive to enter my house 
in my absence; more prudent to guard in my own watchful 
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keeping the incomxireliensible instrament of incomprehensible 
arts, I resolved, therefore, to take the wand with me, and 
placed it in my travelling-trunk, with such effects as I se- 
lected for use in the excursion that was to commence with 
the morrow. I now lay down to rest, but I could not sleep. 
The recollections of the painful interview with Mrs. Poyntz 
became vivid and haunting. It was clear that the sentiment 
she had conceived for me was that of no simple friendship, — 
something more or something less, but certainly something 
else; and this conviction brought before me that proud hard 
face, disturbed by a pang wrestled against but not subdued, 
tod that clear metallic voice, troubled by the (juiver of an 
emotion which, perhaps, she had never analyzed to herself. 
I did not need her own assurance to know that this sentiment 
was not to be confounded with a love which she would have 
despised as a weakness and repelled as a crime; it was an in- 
clination of the intellect, not a passion of the heart. But still 
it admitted a jealousy little less keen than that which has 
love for its cause, — so true it is that jealousy is never absent 
where self-love is always present. Certainly, it was no sus^ 
ceptibility of sober friendship which had made the stern ar- 
bitress of a coterie ascribe to her interest in me her pitiless 
judgment of Lilian. Strangely enough, with the image of 
this archetype of conventional usages and the trite social life, 
came that of the mysterious Margrave, surrounded by all the 
attributes with which superstition clothes the being of the 
shadowy border-land that lies beyond the chart of our visual 
world itself. By what link were creatures so dissimilar 
riveted together in the metaphysical chain of association? 
Both had entered into the record of my life when my life ad- 
mitted its own first romance of love. Through the aid of this 
cynical schemer I had been made known to Lilian. At her 
house I had heard the dark story of that Louis Grrayle, with 
whom, in mocking spite of my reason, conjectures, which that 
very reason must depose itself before it could resolve into 
distempered fancies, identified the enigmatical Margrave, 
And now both she, the representative of the formal world 
most opposed to visionary creeds, and he, who gathered roitod 
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Mm all tlie terrors which haunt the realm of fahle^ stood 
united against me,— foes with whom the intellect I had so 
haughtily cultured knew not how to cope. Whatever assault 
I might expect from either, I was unable to assail again. 
Alike, then, in this, are the Slander and the Phantom, — that 
which appalls us most in their power over us is our impotence 



against them. 

But up rose the sun, chasing the shadows from the earth, 
and brightening insensibly the thoughts of man. After all, 
Margrave had been baffled and defeated, whatever the arts he 
had practised and the secrets he possessed. It was, at least, 
doubtful whether his evil machinations would be renewed. 
He had seemed so incapable of long-sustained fixity of pur- 
pose, that it was probable he was already in pursuit of some 
new agent or victim; and as to this commonplace and conven- 
tional spectre, the so-called World, if it is everywhere to him 
whom it awes, it is nowhere to him who despises it. What 
was the good or bad word of a Mrs. Poyntz to me? Ay, but 
to Lilian? There, indeed, I trembled ; but still, even in 
trembling, it was sweet to think that my home would be her 
shelter, — my choice her vindication. Ah! how unutterably 
tender and reverential Love becomes when it assumes the 
duties of the guardian, and hallows its own heart into a 
sanctuary of refuge for the beloved! 



CHAPTEE LX. 

The beautiful lake! We two are on its grassy margin, — 
twilight melting intonight; the stars stealing forth, one after 
one. What a wonderful change is made within us when 
we come from our callings amongst men, chafed, wearied, 
wounded; gnawed by our cares, perplexed by the doubts of 
9ur very wisdom, stung by the adder that dwells in cities, — 
Slander; nay, even if renowned, fatigued with the burden of 
the very names that we have won! What a change is made 
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within us wiien suddenly we find ourselves transported into 
the calm solitudes of NatuiCj — into scenes familiar to our 
happy dreaming cliildhood; back, back from the dusty thor- 
oughfares of our toil-worn manhood to the golden fountain of 
our youth! Blessed is the change, even when we have no 
companion beside us to whom the heart can whisper its sense 
of relief and Joy. But if the one in whom all our future is 
garnered up be with us there, instead of that weary World 
which has so magically vanished away from the eye and the 
thought, then does the change make one of those rare epochs 
of life in which the charm is the stillness. In the pause 
from ail by which our own turbulent struggles for happiness 
trouble existence, we feed with a rapt amazement how calm a 
thing it is to be happy. And so as the night, in deepening, 
brightened, Lilian and 1 wandered by the starry lake. Con- 
scious of no evil in ourselves, how secure we felt from evil ! 
A few days more — a few days more, and we two should be as 
one 1 And that thought we uttered in many forms of words, 
brooding over it in the long intervals of enamoured silence. 

And when we turned back to the quiet inn at which we had 
taken up our abode, and her mother, with her soft face, ad- 
vanced to meet us, I said to Lilian, — 

“Would that in these scenes we could fix our home for life, 
away and afar from the dull town we have left behind us, 
with the fret of its wearying cares and the iar of its idle 
babble! 

“And why not, Allen? Why not? But no, you would not 
be happy.” 

“Not be happy, and with you? Sceptic, by what reasoning 
do you arrive at that ungracious conclusion? ” 

“The heart loves repose and the soul contemplation, but 
the mind needs action. Is it not so?” 

“Where learned you that aphorism, out of place on such 
losy lips?” 

“I learned it in studying you,” murmured Lilian, tenderly. 

Here Mrs. Ashleigh joined us. For the first time I slept 
binder the same roof as Lilian. And I forgot that the uni- 
verse contained an enigma to solve or an enemy to fear. 
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CHAPTER LXI. 

Twenty days — the happiest my life had ever known-— 
thus glided on. Apart from the charm which love bestows 
on the beloved, there was that in Lilian’s conversation which 
made her a delightful companion. Whether it was that, in this 
pause from the toils of my career, my mind could more pliantly 
supple itself to her graceful imagination, or that her imagina- 
tion was less vague and dreamy amidst those rural scenes, which 
realized in their loveliness and grandeur its long-conceived 
ideals, than it had been in the petty garden-ground neigh- 
boured by the stir and hubbub of the busy town, — in much 
that I had once slighted or contemned as the vagaries of un- 
disciplined fancy, I now recognized the sparkle and play of 
an intuitive genius, lighting up many a depth obscure to in- 
structed thought. It IS with some characters as with the 
subtler and more ethereal order of poets,— to appreciate them 
we must suspend the course of artificial life; in the city 
we call them dreamers, on the mountain-top we find them 
interpreters. 

In Lilian, the sympathy with Nature was not, as in Mar- 
grave, from the joyous sense of Nature’s lavish vitality; it 
was refined into exquisite perception of the diviner spirit hy 
which that vitality is informed. Thus, like the artist, from 
outward forms of beauty she drew forth the covert types, 
lending to things the most familiar exquisite meanings un- 
conceived before. Por it is truly said by a wise critic of old, 
that ^‘fehe attribute of Art is to suggest infinitely more than 
it expresses; ” and such suggestions, passing from the artist’s 
innermost thought into the mind that receives them, open on 
and on into the Infinite of Ideas, as a moonlit wave struck by 
a passing oar impels wave upon wave along one track of 
light. 
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So the (lays glided by, and brought the eve of our bridal 
njorn. It had been settled that, after the ceremony (which 
was to be performed by license in the village church, at no 
great distance, which adjoined my |)aternal home, now passed 
away to strangers), we should make a short excursion into 
Scotland, leaving Mrs. Ashleigh to await our return at the 
little inn. 

I had retired to my own room to answer some letters from 
anxious patients, and having finished tliesc I looked into my 
trunk for a Guide-Book to the North, which I had brought 
with me. My hand came upon Margrave^s wand, and re- 
membering that strange thrill which had passed through me 
when I last handled it, I drew it forth, resolved to examine 
calmly if 1 could detect the cause of the sensation. It was 
not now the time of night in which the imagination is most 
liable to credulous impressions, nor was I now in the anxious 
and jaded state of mind in which such impressions may be 
the more readily conceived. The sun was slowly setting over 
the delicious landscape; the air cool and serene; my thoughts 
collected, — heart and conscience alike at peace. I took, then, 
the wand, and adjusted it to the x^alm of the hand as I had 
done before. I felt the slight touch of the delicate wire 
within, and again the thrill! T did not this time recoil; I 
continued to grasp the wand, and sought deliberately to ana- 
lyze my own sensations in the contact. There came over me 
an increased consciousness of vital power; a certain exhilara- 
tion, elasticity, vigour, such as a strong cordial may produce on 
a fainting man. All the forces of my frame seemed refreshed, 
redoubled ; and as such effects on the physical system are or- 
dinarily accompanied by correspondent effects on the mind, 
so I was sensible of a proud elation of spirits, — a kind of 
defying, superb self -glorying. All fear seemed blotted out 
from my thought, as a weakness impossible to the grandeur 
and might which belong to Intellectual Man; I felt as if it 
were a royal delight to scorn Earth and its opinions, brave 
Hades and its spectres. Rapidly this new-born arrogance 
enlarged itself into desires vague but daring. My mind re- 
verted to the wild phenomena associated with its memories 


342 


A -STEANGE :STGEY. 


of Margrave* I said lialf-alotid, a creature so beneatli 
myself in constancy of will and completion of thought can 
wrest from Nature favours so marvellous, what could not be 
won from her by me, her patient persevering seeker? What 
if there be spirits around and about, invisible to the common 
eye, but whom we can submit to our control; and what if this 
rod be charged with some occult fluid, that runs through all 
creation, and can be so disciplined as to establish communi- 
cation wherever life and thought can reach to beings that live 
and think? So would the mystics of old explain what per- 
plexes me* Am I sure that the mystics of old duped them- 
selves or their pupils? This, then, this slight wand, light as 
a reed in my grasp, this, then, was the instrument by which 
Margrave sent his irresistible will through air and space, and 
by which I smote himself, in the midst of his tiger-like 
wrath, into the helplessness of a sick man’s swoon! Can the 
instrument at this distance still control him; if now medita- 
ting evil, disarm and disable his purpose?” Involuntarily, 
as I revolved these ideas, I stretched forth the wand, with a 
concentred energy of desire that its influence should reach 
Margrave and command him. And since I knew not his 
whereabout, yet was vaguely aware that, according to any 
conceivable theory by which the wand could be supposed to 
carry its imagined virtues to definite goals in distant space, 
it should be pointed in the direction of the object it was in- 
tended to aflect, so I slowly moved the wand as if describing 
a circle, and thus, in some point of the circle — east, west, 
north, or south — the direction could not fail to be true. Be- 
fore I had performed half the circle, the wand of itself 
stopped, resisting palpably the movement of my hand to im- 
pel it onward. Had it, then, found the point to which my 
will was guiding it, obeying my will by some magnetic sym- 
pathy never yet comprehended by any recognized science? I 
know not; but I had not held it thus fixed for many seconds, 
before a cold air, well remembered, passed by me, stirring 
the roots of my hair; and, reflected against the opposite wall, 
stood the hateful Scin-Bseca. The Shadow was dimmer in 
its light than when before beheld, and the outline of the feat- 
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ures was less distinct; still it was the unmistakable lemur ^ or 
image, of Margrave, 

And a voice was conveyed to my senses, saying, as from a 
great distance, and in weary yet angry accents,*— 

Yon have suniinoned me? Wherefore? ” 

I overcame tlie startled shudder with, which, at first, I be- 
held the Sliadow and heard the Voice. 

snnimoned yon iiot,^’ said I; “I sought but to impose 
upon yon rny will, that yon should persecute, with your 
ghastly iuiiiicnces, me and mine no more. And now, by 
whatever authority this wand bestows on me, I so abjure and 
command you! 

I thought there was a sneer of disdain on the lip through 
which the answer seemed to come, — 

Vain and ignorant, it is but a shadow you command. My 
body you have cast into a sleep, and it knows not that the 
shadow is here; nor, when it wakes, will the brain be aware 
of one reminiscence of the words that you utter or the words 
that you hear. 

^‘What, then, is this shadow that simulates the body? Is 
it that which in popular language is called the soul? ” 

“It is not: soul is no shadow.” 

“What then? ” 

“Ask not me. Use the wand to invoke Intelligences higher 
than mine.” 

“And how?” 

“ I will tell you not. Of yourself you may learn, if you guide 
the wand by your own pride of will and desire; but in the 
hands of him who has learned not the art, the wand has its dan- 
gers. .Again I say you have summoned me! Wherefore? 

“Lying shade, I summoned thee not.” 

“So woiildst thou say to the demons, did they come in their 
terrible wrath, when the bungler, who knows not the springs 
that he moves, calls them up unawares, and can neither con- 
trol nor dispel. Less revengeful than they, I leave thee un- 
harmed, and depart.” 

“Stay. If, as thou sayest, no command I address to thee 
— to thee, who art only the image or shadow — can have 
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effect on tlie body and mind of the being whose likeness thon 
art, still thou canst tell me what passes now in his brain. 
Does it now harbour schemes against me through the woman 
I love? Answer truly.” 

reply for the sleeper, of whom I am more than a like- 
ness, though only the shadow. His thought speaks thus: 'I 
know, Allen Eenwick, that in thee is the agent I need for 
achieving the end that I seek. Through the woman thou 
lovest, I hope to subject thee. A grief that will harrow thy 
heart is at hand j when that grief shall befall, thou wilt welcome 
my coming. In me alone thy hope will be placed; through 
me alone wilt thou seek a path out of thy sorrow. I shall ask 
my conditions; they will make thee my tool and my slave! ’ ” 
The shadow waned, — it was gone. I did not seek to de^ 
tain it, nor, had I sought, could I have known by what pro- 
cess. But a new .idea now possessed me. This shadow, 
then, that had once so appalled and controlled me, was, by 
its own confession, nothing more than a shadow! It had 
spoken of higher Intelligences; from them I might learn, 
what the Shadow could not reveal. As I still held the wand 
firmer and firmer in my grasp, my thoughts grew haughtier 
and bolder. Conld the wand, then, bring those loftier beings 
thus darkly referred to before me? With that thought, in- 
tense and engrossing, I guided the wand towards the space, 
opening boundless and blue from the casement that let in the 
skies. The wand no longer resisted my hand. 

In a few moments I felt the floors of the room vibrate; the 
air was darkened; a vaporous, hazy cloud seemed to rise from 
the ground without the casement; an awe, infinitely more 
deep and solemn than that which the Scin-Lseea had caused in 
its earliest apparition, curdled through my veins, and stilled 
the very beat of my heart. 

At that moment I heard, without, the voice of Lilian, sing- 
ing a simple, sacred song which I had learned at my mother 
knees, and taught to her the day before : singing low, and as 
with a warning angePs voice. By an irresistible impulse I 
dashed the wand to the ground, and bowed my head as I had 
bowed it when my infant mind comprehended, without an 
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effort, mysteries more solemn tiian those which perplexed me 
now. Slowly I raised my eyes, and looked round j the vapor- 
ous, hazy cloud had passed away, or melted into the ambient 
rose-tints amidst which the sun had sunk. 

Then, by one of those common reactions from a period of 
overstrained excitement, there succeeded to that sentiment of 
arrogance and daring wdth wdiich these wild, half-conscious 
invocations had been fostered and sustained, a profound hu- 
mility, a warning fear. 

What!” said I, inly, “have all those sound resolutions, 
which my reason founded on the wise talk of Julius Faber, 
melted aw^ay in the wrack of haggard, dissolving fancies! Is 
this my ]x)asted intellect, my vaunted science ! I — I, Allen 
Fenwick, not only the credulous believer, but the blundering 
practitioner, of an evil magic I Grant what may be possible, 
however uncomprehended, — grant that in this accursed in- 
strument of antique superstition there be some real powers — 
chemical, magnetic, no matter what — by which the imagina- 
tion can be aroused, inflamed, deluded, so that it shapes the 
things I have seen, speaks in the tones I have heard,—* grant 
this, shall I keep ever ready, at the caprice of will, a con- 
stant tempter to steal awmy my reason and fool my senses? 
Or if, on the other hand, I force my sense to admit what all 
sober men must reject; if I unschool myself to believe tliat 
in what I have Just experieneed there is no mental illusion ; 
that sorcery is a fact, and a demon world has gates w^hich 
open to a key that a mortal can forge, — who but a saint 
would not shrink from the practice of powers by which each 
passing thought of ill might find in a fiend its abettor? In 
either ease — in any (iase — while I keep this direful relic of 
obsolete arts, I am haunted, — cheated out of my senses, un- 
fitted for the uses of life. If, as my ear or my fancy informs 
me, grief — human grief — is about to befall me, shall I, in 
the sting of impatient sorrow, have recourse to an aid which, 
the same voice declares, will reduce me to a tool and a slave, 
— tool and slave to a being I dread as a foe? Out on these 
nightmares! and away with the thing that bewitches the brain 
to conceive them I '' 
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I rose; 1 took up tire TOud> kolding it so that its hollow 
should not rest on the palm of the hand. I stole from the 
house by the back way, in order to avoid Lilian^ whose voice 
I still heard, singing low, on the lawn in front. I came to a 
creek, to the bank of which a boat was moored, undid its 
chain, rowed on to a deep part of the lake, and dropped the 
wand into its waves. It sank at once ; scarcely a ripple fur- 
rowed the surface, not a bubble arose from the deep. And, 
as the boat glided on, the star mirrored itself on the spot 
where the placid waters had closed over the tempter to evil. 

Light at heart, I sprang again on the shore, and hastening 
to Lilian, where she stood on the silvered, shining sward, 
clasped her to my breast. 

“Spirit of my life !” I murmured, “ no enchantments for 
me but thine ! Thine are the spells by which creation is 
beautified, and, in that beauty, hallowed. What though we 
can see not into the measureless future from the verge of the 
moment; what though sorrow may smite us while we are 
dreaming of bliss, let the future not rob me of thee, and a 
balm will be found for each wound! Love me ever as now, 
oh, my Lilian; troth to troth, side by side, till the gravel 

“And beyond the grave,” answered Lilian, softly. 


CHAPTER LXIL 

Oun vows are exchanged at the altar, the rite which made 
Lilian my wife is performed; we are returned from the 
church amongst the hills, in which my fathers had wor- 
shipped; the joy -bells that had pealed for my birth had rung 
for my marriage. Lilian has gone to her room to prepare for 
our bridal excursion; while the carriage we have hired is 
waiting at the door. I am detaining her mother on the lawn, 
seeking to cheer and compose her spirits, painfully affected 
by that sense of change in the relations of child and parent 
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which makes itself suddenly felt by the parent’s heart on 
the day that secures to the child another heart on which to 
lean. 

But Mrs. Ashleigh’s was one of those ■ gentle womanly na- 
tures whichj if easily afflicted, are easily consoled. And, 
already smiling through her tears, she was about to quit me 
and join her daiigliter, when one of the inn-servants came to 
me with some letters, which had just been delivered by the 
postman. As I took them from the servant, Mrs. Ashleigh 
asked if there were any for her. She expected one from her 

housekeeper at L , who had been taken ill in her absence, 

and about wliom the kind mistress felt anxious. The servant 
replied that there was no letter for her, but one directed to 
Miss Ashleigh, whicli he had just sent up to the young lady. 

Mrs. Ashleigh. <lid not d(3ubt that her housekeeper had 
written to Lilian, whom she had known from the cradle and 
to whom she was tenderly attached, instead of to her mis- 
tress; and, saying something to me to that effect, quickened 
her steps towards the house < 

I was glancing over my own letters, chiefly from patients, 
with a rapid eye, when a cry of agony, a cry as if of one sud- 
denly stricken to the lieart, pierced my ear, — a cry from 
within the house. ‘^Heavens! was that Lilian’s voice?” 
The same doubt struck IMrs. Ashleigh, who had already 
gained the door. She rushed on, disappearing within the 
threshold and calling to me to follow. I bounded forward, 
passed her on the stairs, was in Lilian’s room before her. 

My bride w^as on the floor prostrate, insensible : so still, so 
colourless, that my first dreadful thought was that life had 
gone. In her hand was a letter, crushed as with a convulsive 
sudden grasp. 

It was long before the colour came back to her cheek, be- 
fore the breath was perceptible on her lip. She woke, but 
not to health, not to .sense. Hotirs were passed in violent 
convulsions, in which I momentarily feared her death. To 
these succeeded stupor, lethargy, not benignant sleep. That 
night, my bridal night, I passed as in some chamber to which 
I had been summoned to save youth from the grave. At 
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length— at length — life was rescued, was assured ! Life 
came back, but the mind was gone. She knew me not, nor 
her mother. She spoke little and faintly; in the words she 

uttered there was no reason. 

I pass hurriedly on; my experience here was in fault, my 
skill ineffectual. Day followed day, and no ray came back 
to the darkened brain. We bore her, by gentle stages, to 
London. I was sanguine of good result from skill more con- 
summate than mine, and more especially devoted to diseases 
of the mind. I summoned the first advisers. In vain! in 
vain! 


CHAPTEE LXIII. 

And the cause of this direful shock? Hot this time could 
it be traced to some evil spell, some phantasmal influence. 
The cause was clear, and might have produced effects as sin- 
ister on nerves of stronger fibre if accompanied by a heart as 
delicately sensitive, an honour as exquisitely pure. 

The letter found in her hand was without name; it was 
dated from L- — —, and bore the postmark of that town. It 
conveyed to Lilian, in the biting words ~ which female malice 
can make so sharp, the tale we had sought sedulously to guard 
from her ear,— her flight, the construction that scandal put 
upon it. It affected for my blind infatuation a contemptuous 
pity ; it asked her to pause before she brought on the name I 
offered to her an indelible disgrace. If she so decided, she 
was warned not to return to L— or to prepare there for 
the sentence that would exclude her from the society of her 
own sex. I cannot repeat more, I cannot minute down all 
that the letter expressed or implied, to wither the orange 
blossoms in a bidders wreath. The heart that took in the 
venom cast its poison on the brain, and the mind fled before 
the presence of a thought so deadly to all the ideas which its 
innocence had heretofore Conceived. 
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I knew not wlioni to suspect of tke malignity of this mean 
and miserable outrage, nor did I much care to know. The 
handwriting, tliougli evidently disguised, was that of a 
woman, and, thertifore, luid I discovered the author, my man- 
hood would hav(^, furbiddeji me the idle solace of revenge. 
Mrs. Poyntz, however resolute and pitiless her hostility 
when once aroused, wcis not without a certain largeness of 
nature irreconcilable with the most dastardly of all the 
weapons that envy or hatred can supply to the vile. She 
had too lofty a self-esteem and too decorous a regard for 
the moral sentiment of the world that she typified, to do, or 
connive at, an act wdiich degrades the gentlewoman. Putting 
her aside, what other female enemy had Lilian provoked? 
No matter! What otlier woman at L- — — was worth the con- 
descension of a conjecture? 

After listen' ug to all that the ablest of my professional 
brethren in the metropolis could suggest to guide me, and 
trying in vain their remedies, I brought back my charge to 
jj . Eetaining my former residence for the visits of pa- 

tients, I engaged, for the privacy of my home, a house two 
miles from the town, secluded in its own grounds, and guarded 
by high walls. 

Lilianas mother removed to my mournful dwelling-place. 
Abbot^s House, in the centre of that tattling coterie, had be- 
come distasteful to her, and to me it was associated with 
thoughts of anguish and of terror. I could not, without a 
shudder, have entered its grounds, — could not, without a 
stab at the lieart, Iiave seen again the old fairy-land round 
the Monks^ Well, nor the dark cedar-tree under which Lilianas 
hand had been plac,ed in ininej and a superstitious remem- 
brance, banished wdiile Liliards angel face had brightened 
the fatal precincts, now revived in full force. The dying 
man’s curse — had it not been fulfilled? 

A new occupant for the old house was found within a week 
after Mrs. Ashleigh had written from London to a house- 

agent at L intimating lier desire to dispose of the lease. 

Shortly before we had gone to Windermere, Miss Brabazon 
had become enriched by a liberal life-annuity bequeathed to 
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her by her uncle, Sir Phelim. Her means thus enabled her 
to move from the comparatively humble lodging she had 
hitherto occupied to Abbot’s House; but just as she had 
there commenced a series of ostentatious entertainments, im- 
plying an ambitious desire to dispute with Mrs. Poyntz the 
sovereignty of the Hill, she was attacked by some severe 
malady which appeared complicated with spinal disease, and 
after my return to L T sometimes met her, on the spa- 

cious platform of the Hill, drawn along slowly in a Bath 
chair, her livid face peering forth from piles of Indian shawls 
and Siberian furs, and the gaunt figure of Dr. Jones stalking 
by her side, taciturn and gloomy as some sincere mourner 
who conducts to the grave the patron on whose life he him- 
self had conveniently lived. It was in the dismal month of 

February that I returned to L and I took possession of 

my plighted nuptial home on the anniversary of the very day 
in which I had passed through the dead dumb world from 
the naturalist’s gloomy death-room. 


CHAPTBE LXIV. 

Lilian’s wondrous gentleness of nature did not desert her 
in the suspension of her reason. She was habitually calm,— • 
very silent; when she spoke it was rarely on earthly things, 
on things familiar to her past, things one could comprehend. 
Her thought seemed to have quitted the earth, seeking refuge 
in some imaginary heaven. She spoke of wanderings with 
her father as if he were living still; she did not seem to un- 
derstand the meaning we attach to the word “Death.” She 
would sit for hours murmuring to herself : when one sought 
to catch the words, they seemed in converse with invisible 
spirits. We found it cruel to disturb her at such times, for 
if left unmolested, her face was serene, — more serenely beau- 
tiful than I had seen it even in our happiest hours; but when 
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we called her back to the wrecks of her real life, her eje be- 
came troubled, restless, anxious, and she would sigh — oh, so 
heavily! At times, if we did not seem to observe her, she 
would quietly resume her once favourite accomplishments,— 
drawing, music. And in these her young excellence was still 
apparent, only the drawings were strange and fantastic : they 
had a resemblance to those with which the painter Blake, 
himself a visionary, illustrated the Poems of the Night 
Thoughts” and ‘^‘“'The Grave,” — faces of exquisite loveliness, 
forms of aerial grace, coming forth from the bells of flowers, 
or floating upwards amidst the spray of fountains, their out- 
lines melting away in fountain or in flower. So with her 
music: her mother could not recognize the airs she played, 
for a while so sweetly and with so ineffable a pathos, that 
one could scarcely hear her without weeping j and then would 
come, as if involuntarily, an abrupt discord, and, starting, 
she would cease and look around, disquieted, aghast. 

And still she did not recognize Mrs. Ashleigh nor myself 
as her mother, her husband; but she had by degrees learned 
to distinguish us both from others. To her mother she gave 
no name, seemed pleased to see her, but not sensibly to miss 
her when away ; me she called her brother : if longer absent 
than usual, me she missed. When, after the toils of the day, 
I came to join her, even if she spoke not, her sweet face 
brightened. When she sang, she beckoned me to come near 
to her, and looked at me fixedly, with eyes ever tender, often 
tearful ; when she drew she would pause and glance over her 
shoulder to see that I was watching her, and point to the 
drawings with a smile of strange significance, as if they con- 
veyed m some covert allegory messages meant for me; so, at 
least, I interpreted her smile, and taught myself to say, 
“Yes, Lilian, I understand!” 

And more than once, when I had so answered, she rose, and 
kissed my forehead. I thought my heart would have broken 
when I felt that spirit-like melancholy kiss. 

And yet how marvellously the human mind teaches itself to 
extract consolations from its sorrows. The least wretched of 
my hours were those that I had passed in that saddened rooro^ 


352 


A BTEANGE STOEY. V 

seeking kow to establish fragments of interconrse, inyent 
signs, by which each might interpret each, between the intel- 
lect I had so laboriously cultured, so arrogantly yaunted, and 
the fancies wandering through the dark, deprived of their 
guide in reason. It was something even of joy to feel myself 
needed for her guardianship, endeared and yearned for still 
by some unshattered instinct of her heart; and when, parting 
from her for the night, I stole the moment in which on her 
soft face seemed resting least of shadow, to ask, in a trem- 
bling whisper, Lilian, are the angels watching over you? ” 
and she would answer *^Yes,” sometimes in words, sometimes 
with a mysterious happy smile then — then I went to my 
lonely room, comforted and thankful. 


CHAPTEE LXV. 

The blow that had fallen on my hearth effectually, inevi- 
tably killed all the slander that might have troubled me in 
joy. Before the awe of a great calamity the small passions 
of a mean malignity slink abashed. I had requested Mrs. 
Ashleigh not to mention the vile letter which Lilian had re- 
ceived. I would not give a triumph to the unknown calum- 
niator, nor wring forth her vain remorse, by the pain of 
acknowledging an indignity to my darling’s honour; yet, 
somehow or other, the true cause of Lilian’s affliction had 
crept out, — perhaps through the talk of servants, — and the 
public shock was universal. By one of those instincts of 
justice that lie deep in human hearts, though in ordinary 
moments overlaid hy many a worldly layer, all felt (all 
mothers felt especially) that innocence alone could have 
been so unprepared for reproach. The explanation I had 
previously given, discredited then, was now accepted without 
a question. Lilian’s present state accounted for all that ill- 
nature had before misconstrued. Her good name was restored 
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to its maiden whiter by tbe fate that bad severed tbe ties 
of tbe bride. Tbe formal dwellers on tbe Hill vied with tbe 
franker, warmer-bearted bousebolds of Low Town in tbe 
nameless attentions by wbicb sympathy and respect are rather 
delicately indicated than noisily proclaimed. Could Lilian 
have then recovered and been sensible of its repentant hom- 
age, bow reverently that petty world would have thronged 
around her! And, ah! could fortune and man^s esteem have 
atoned for tbe blight of hopes that bad been planted and 
cherished on ground beyond their reach, ambition and pride 
might have been well contented with the largeness of the ex- 
change that courted their acceptance. Patients on patients 
crowded on me. Sympathy with my sorrow seemed to create 
and endear a more trustful belief in my skill. But the pro- 
fession I had once so enthusiastically loved became to me 
wearisome, insipid, distasteful; the kindness heaped on me 
gave no comfort, — it but brought before me more vividly the 
conviction that it came too late to avail me: it could not re- 
store to me the mind, the love, the life of my life, which lay 
dark and shattered in the brain of my guileless Lilian. Se- 
cretly I felt a sullen resentment. I knew that to the crowd 
the resentment was unjust. The world itself is but an ap- 
pearance; who can blame it if appearances guide its laws? 
But to those who had been detached from the crowd by the 
professions of friendship, — those who, when the slander was 
yet new, and might have been awed into silence had they 
stood by my side, — to the pressure of their hands, now^ I had 
no response. 

Against Mrs. Poyntz, above all others, I bore a remem- 
brance of unrelaxed, uiimitigable indignation. Her schemes 
for her daughter’s marriage had triumphed: Jane was Mrs. 
Ashleigh Sumner. Her mind was, perhaps, softened now 
that the object which had sharpened its worldly faculties was 
accomplished: but in vain, on first hearing of my affliction, 
had this she-Machiavel owned a humane remorse, and, with 
all her keen comprehension of each facility that circumstances 
gave to her will, availed herself of the general compassion to 
strengthen the popular reaction in favour of Lilian’s assaulted 
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honour; in Yain had she written to me with a gentleness of 
sympathy foreign to her habitual characteristics; in Tain be- 
sought me to call on her ; in Tain waylaid and accosted me 
with a humility that almost implored forgiTeiiess. I Touch- 
safed no reproach, but I could imply no pardon. I put be- 
tween her and my great sorrow the impenetrable wall of my 
freezing silence. 

One word of hers at the time that I had so pathetically 
besought her aid, and the parrot-fiock that repeated her Tery 
whisper in noisy shrillness would haTe been as loud to de- 
fend as it had been to defame; that Tile letter might never 
haTe been written. WhoeTer its writer, it surely was one of 
the babblers who took their malice itself from the jest or the 
nod of their female despot; and the writer might haTe justi- 
fied herself in saying she did but coarsely proclaim what the 
oracle of worldly opinion, and the early friend of Lilianas 
own mother, had authorized her to belicTe. 

By degrees, the bitterness at my heart diffused itself to the 
circumference of the circle in which my life went its cheer- 
less mechanical round. That cordial brotherhood with his 
patients, which is the true physician’s happiest gift and 
humanest duty, forsook my breast. The warning words of 
Mrs. Poyntz had come true. A patient that monopolized my 
thought awaited me at my own hearth! My conscience be- 
came troubled; I felt that my skill was lessened. T said to 
myself, ^^The physician who, on entering the sick-room, 
feels, while there, something that distracts the finest powers 
of his intellect from the sufferer’s case is unfit for his call- 
ing.” A year had scarcely passed since my fatal wedding- 

day, before I had formed a resolution to quit L and 

abandon my profession; and my resolution was confirmed, 
and my goal determined, by a letter I receiTed from Julius 
Faber. 

I had written at length to him, not many days after the 
blow that had fallen on me, stating all circumstances as 
calmly and clearly as my grief would allow; for I held his 
skill at a higher estimate than that of any liTing brother of 
my art, and I was not without hope in the efficacy of his 
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ad-^ice. Tiie letter I now received from him had been begun, 
and continued at some length, before my communication 
reached him; and this earlier portion contained animated 
and cheerful descriptions of his Australian life and home, 
which contrasted with the sorrowful tone of the supplement 
written in reply to the tidings with which I had wrung his 
friendly and tender heart. In this, the latter part of his let- 
ter, he suggested that if time had wrought no material change 
for the better, it might be advisable to try the effect of for- 
eign travel. Scenes entirely new might stimulate observa- 
tion, and the observation of things external withdraw the 
sense from that brooding over images delusively formed 
within, which characterized the kind of mental alienation I 
had described. ^‘Let any intellect create for itself a vision- 
ary world, and all reasonings built on it are fallacious : the 
visionary world vanishes in proportion as we can arouse a 
predominant interest in the actual.” 

This grand authority, who owed half his consummate skill 
as a practitioner to the scope of his knowledge as a philoso- 
pher, then proceeded to give me a hope which I had not dared 
of myself to form. He said : — 

I distinguish the case you so minutely detail from that insanity 
which is reason lost; here it seems rather to be reason held in suspense. 
Where there is hereditary predisposition, where there is organic change 
of structure in the brain, — nay, where there is that kind of insanity 
which takes the epithet of moral, whereby the whole character becomes 
so transformed that the prime element of sound understanding, con- 
science itself, is either erased or warped into the sanction of what in a 
healthful .state it would most disapprove, — it is only charlatans who 
promise effectual cure. But here I assume that there is no hereditary 
taint ; here I am convinced, from my own observation, that the nobility 
of the organs, all fresh as yet in the vigonr of youth, would rather sub- 
mit to death than to the permanent overthrow of their equilibrium in 
reason; here, where you tell me the character preserves all its moral 
attributes of gentleness and purity, and but over-indulges its own early 
habit of estranged contemplation ; here, without deceiving you in false 
kindness, I give you the guarantee of my experience when I bid you 
^hope!* I am persuaded that, sooner or later, tbe mind, thus fora 
time affected, will right itself; because here, in the cause of the malady, 


356 


A STRANGE STORY. 


we do but deal with the nervous system. And thatj once righted, and 
the mind once diseipliiied in those practical duties which conjugal life 
necessitates, the malady itself will never return 5 never be transmitted 
to the children on Whom yourwife^s restoration to health may permit 
you to count hereafter. If the course of travel I recommend and the 
prescriptions I conjoin with that course fail you, let me know ; and 
though I would fain close my days in this land, I will come to you. I 
love you as my son. I will tend your wife as my daughter.’^ 

Eoreign tmvel! The idea smiled on me. Julius Eaber^s 
compauionship, sympathy, matchless skill! The very thought 
seemed as a raft to a drowning mariner. I now read more at- 
tentively the earlier portions of his letter. , They described, 
in glowing colours, the wondrous country in which he had 
fixed his home j the joyous elasticity of its atmosphere; the 
freshness of its primitive, pastoral life; the strangeness of 
its scenery, with a Elora and a Eauna which have no simili- 
tudes in the ransacked quarters of the Old World. And the 
strong impulse seized me to transfer to the solitudes of that 
blithesome and hardy Nature a spirit no longer at home in 
the civilized haunts of men, and household gods that shrank 
from all social eyes, and would fain have found a wilderness 
for the desolate hearth, on which they had ceased to be 
sacred if unveiled. As if to give practical excuse and reason 
for the idea that seized me, Julius Eaber mentioned, inciden- 
tally, that the house and property of a wealthy speculator in 
his immediate neighbourhood were on sale at a price which 
seemed to me alluringly trivial, and, according to his judg- 
ment, far below the value they would soon reach in the hands 
of a more patient capitalist. He wrote at the period of the 
agricultural panic in the colony which preceded the discovery 
of its earliest gold-fields. But his geological science had 
convinced him that strata within and around the property 
now for sale were auriferons, and his intelligence enabled 
him to predict how inevitably man would he attracted towards 
the gold, and how surely the gold would fertilize the soil and 
enrich its owners. He described the house thus to be sold — 
in case I might know of a purchaser. It had been built at a 
cost unusual in those early times, and by one who clung to 
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Englisli tastes amidst AHStralian wilds, so that in this purchase 
a settler would escape the hardships he had then ordinarily 
to encounter; it was, in short, a home to which a man more 
luxurious than I might bear a bride with wants less simple 
than those which now sufficed for my darling Lilian* 

This communication dwelt on my mind through the avoca- 
tions of the day on which I received it, and in the evening I 
read all, except the supplement, aloud to Mrs. Ashleigh in 
her daughter’s presence. I desired to see if Taber’s descrip- 
tions of the country and its life, which in themselves were 
extremely spirited and striking, woiUd arouse Lilian’s inter- 
est. At first she did not seem to heed me while I read; but 
when I came to Taber’s loving account of little Amy, Lilian 
turned her eyes towards me, and evidently listened with at- 
tention. He wrote how the child had already become the 
most useful person in the simple household. How watchful 
the quickness of the heart had made the service of the eye; 
all their associations of comfort had grown round her active, 
noiseless movements; it was she who had contrived to mo- 
nopolize the management, or supervision, of all that added 
to Home the nameless, interior charm. Under her eyes the 
rude furniture of the log-house grew inviting with English 
neatness; she took charge of the dairy; she had made the 
garden gay with flowers selected from the wild, and sug- 
gested the trellised walk, already covered with hardy vine. 
She was their confidant in every plan of improvement, their 
comforter in every anxious doubt, their nurse in every pass- 
ing ailment, her very smile a refreshment in the weariness of 
daily toil. ^^How all that is best in womanhood,” wrote the 
old man, with the enthusiasm which no time had reft from 
his hearty, healthful genius, — ^^how all that is best in woman- 
hood is here opening fast into flower from the bud of the 
infant’s soul! The atmosphere seems to suit it, — the child- 
woman in the child-world!” 

I heard Lilian sigh; I looked towards her furtively: tears 
stood in her softened eyes; her lip was quivering. Presently, 
she began to mb her right hand over the left — over the wed- 
ding-ring — at first slowly ; then with quicker movement. 
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is not she said impatiently; “it is here! 

“What is not here?” asked Mrs. Ashleigh, hanging over 
her. 

Lilian leaned back her head on her mother’s bosom, and 
answered faintly, — 

“ The stain! Some one said there was a stain on this hand. 
I do not see it, do you? ” 

“There is no stain, never was,” said I; “the hand is white 
as your own innocence, or the lily from which you take your 
name.” 

“Hush I you do not know my name. I will whisper it. 
Soft! — my name is j^ightshade! Do you want to know 
where the lily is now, brother? I will tell you. There, in 
that letter. You call her Amy, — she is the lily; take her to 
your breast, hide her. Hist! what are those bells? Mar- 
riage-bells. Do not let her hear them; for there is a cruel 
wind that whispers the bells, and the bells ring out what it 
whispers, louder and louder, — 

** * Stain on lily 
Shame on lily, 

Wither lily.^ 

If she hears what the wind whispers to the bells, she will 
creep away into the dark, and then she, too, will turn to 
Nightshade.” 

“Lilian, look up, awake! You have been in a long, long 
dream: it is passing away. Lilian, my beloved, my blessed 
Lilian!” 

Never till then had I heard from her even so vague an allu- 
sion to the fatal calumny and its dreadful efect, and while 
her words now pierced my heart, it beat, amongst its pangs, 
with a thrilling hope. 

But, alas! the idea that had gleamed upon her had van- 
ished already. She murmured something about Circles of 
Fire, and a Veiled Woman in black garments; became rest- 
less, agitated, and unconscious of our presence, and finally 
sank into a heavy sleep. 

That night (my room was next to hers with the intervening 
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door open) I heard lier cry out. I hastened to her side. She 
was still asleep, but there was an anxious labouring expres- 
sion on her young face, and yet not an expression wholly of 
pain — for her lips were parted with a smile, ^ ^ that glad yet 
troubled smile with which one who has been revolving some 
subject of perplexity or fear greets a sudden thought that 
seems to solve the riddle, or prompt the escape from danger; 
and as I softly took her hand she returned my gentle pres- 
sure, and inclining towards me, said, still in sleep,— 

“Let us go.” 

“Whither?” I answered, under my breath, so as not to 
awake her; “is it to see the child of whom I read, and the 
land that is blooming out of the earth’s childhood? ” 

“Out of the dark into the light; where the leaves do not 
change; where the night is our day, and the winter our sum- 
mer. Let us go ! let us go I ” 

“ We will go. Dream on undisturbed, my bride. Oh, that 
the dream could tell you that my love has not changed in our 
sorrow, holier and deeper than on the day in which our vows 
were exchanged! In you still all my hopes fold their wings; 
where you are, there still I myself have my dreamland I ” 

The sweet face grew bright as I spoke; all trouble left the 
smile; softly she drew her hand from my clasp, and rested it 
for a moment on my bended head, as if in blessing. 

I rose; stole back to my own room, closing the door, lest 
the sob I could not stifle should mar her sleep. 



CHAPTER LXYL 

I UKFOLBED my new prospects to Mrs. Ashleigh. She was 
more easily reconciled to them than I could have supposed, 
judging by her habits, which were naturally indolent, and 
averse to all that disturbed their even tenor. But the great 
grief which had befallen her bad roused up that strength of 
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devotion which lies dormant in all hearts that are capable oi 
loving another more than self. With her full consent I wrote 
to Faber, communicating my intentions, instructing him to 
purchase the property he had so commended, and inclosing 
my banker ^s order for the amount;, on an Australian firm, I 
now announced my intention to retire from my profession; 
made prompt arrangements with a successor to my practice; 
disposed of my two houses at L~ — ; fixed the day of my de- 
parture. Vanity was dead within me, or I might have been 
gratified by the sensation which the news of my design 
created. My faults became at once forgotten ; such good quali- 
ties as I might possess were exaggerated. The public regret 
vented and consoled itself in a costly testimonial, to which 
even the poorest of my patients insisted on the privilege to 
contribute, graced with an inscription flattering enough to 
have served for the epitaph on some great man^s tomb. IsFo 
one who has served an art and striven for a name is a stoic to 
the esteem of others; and sweet indeed would such honours 
have been to me had not publicity itself seemed a wrong to 
the sanctity of that affliction which set Lilian apart from the 
movement and the glories of the world. 

The two persons most active in “ getting up ’’ this testi- 
monial were, nominally, Colonel Poyntz — in truth, his wife 

— and my old disparager, Mr. Vigors! It is long since my 
narrative has referred to Mr. Vigors. It is due to him now 
to state that, in his capacity of magistrate, and in his own 
way, he had been both active and delicate in the inquiries set 
on foot for Lilian during the unhappy time in which she had 
wandered, spellbound, from her home. He, alone, of all the 
more influential magnates of the town, had upheld her inno- 
cence against the gossips that aspersed it; and during the last 

trying year of my residence at L , he had sought me, with 

frank and manly confessions of his regret for his former 
prejudice against me, and assurances of the respect in which 
he had held me ever since my marriage — marriage but in rite 

— with Lilian. He had then, strong in his ruling passion, 
besought me to consult his clairvoyants as to her case. I de- 
clined this invitation so as not to affront him, — declined it, 
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aot as I should OEce Bave done, but with no word nor look of 
iBcredulons disdain. The fact was, that I had conceived a 
solemn terror of all practices and theories out of the beaten 
track of sense and science. Perhaps in my refusal I did 
wrong. I know not. I was afraid of my own imagination. 
He continued not less friendly in spite of my refusal. And, 
such are the vicissitudes in human feeling, I parted from him 
whom I had regarded as my most bigoted foe with a warmer 
sentiment of kindness than for any of those on whom I had 
counted on friendship. He had not deserted Lilian. It was 
not so with Mrs. Poyntz. I would have paid tenfold the 
value of the testimonial to have erased, from the list of those 
who subscribed to it, her husband’s name. 

The day before I quitted L and some weeks after I had, 

in fact, renounced my practice, I received an urgent entreaty 
from Miss Brabazon to call on her. She wrote in lines so 
blurred that I could with difficulty decipher them, that she 
was very ill, given over by Dr. Jones, who had been attend- 
ing her. She implored my opinion. 


CHAPTEB LXVIL 

On reaching the house, a formal man-servant, with indif- 
ferent face, transferred me to the guidance of a hired nurse, 
who led me up the stairs, and, before I was well aware of it, 
into the room in which Br. Lloyd had died. Widely differ- 
ent, indeed, the aspect of the walls, the character of the fur- 
niture! The dingy pajjer-hangings were replaced by airy 
muslins, showing a rose-coloured ground through their fan- 
ciful openwork j luxurious fauteuils, gilded wardrobes, full- 
length mirrors, a toilet-table tricked out with lace and 
ribbons, and glittering with an array of silver gewgaws and 
jewelled trinkets, — all transformed the sick chamber of th^ 
simple man of science to a boudoir of cieath for the vain 


362 


A STEAFGE '.BTOBY. 


coquette. But tlie room itself, iu its higli lattice and lieaTy 
ceiling, was tlie same - — as the coffin itself has the same con- 
fines, whether it he rich in velvets and bright with blazoning, 
or rude as a pauper’s shell. 

And the bed, with its silken coverlet, and its pillows edged 
with the thread-work of Louvain, stood in the same sharp 
angle as that over which had flickered the frowning smoke- 
reek above the dying, resentful foe. As I approached, a man, 
who was seated beside the sufferer, turned round his face, 
and gave me a silent kindly nod of recognition. He was Mr. 

0 y one of the clergy of the town, the one with whom I 

had the most frequently come into contact wherever the phy- 
sician resigns to the priest the language that bids man hope. 
Mr. C-— — , as a preacher, was renowned for his touching elo- 
quence; as a pastor, revered for his benignant piety; as 
friend and neighbour, beloved for a sweetness of nature 
which seemed to regulate all the movements of a mind emi- 
nently masculine by the beat of a heart tender as the gentlest 
woman’s. 

This good man, then whispering something to the sufferer 
which I did not overhear, stole towards me, took me by the 
hand, and said, also in a whisper, Be merciful as Chris- 
tians are.” He led me to the bedside, there left me, went 
out, and closed the door. 

you think I am really dying, Dr. Fenwick?” said a 
feeble voice. “I fear Dr. Jones has misunderstood my case. 

1 wish I had called you in at the first, hut — but I could not 
— I could not! Will you feel my pulse? Don’t you think 
you could do me good? ” 

I had no need to feel the pulse in that skeleton wrist; the 
aspect of the face sufficed to tell me that death was drawing 
near. 

Mechanically, however, I went through the hackneyed for- 
mulsB of professional questions. This vain ceremony done, 
as gently and delicately as I could, I implied the expediency 
of concluding, if not yet settled, those affairs which relate to 
this world. 

^^This duty,” I said, ^4n relieving the mind from care for 
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otliers to whom we owe the forethought of affectiouj often 
relieves the body also of many a gnawing pain, and some- 
times, to the surprise of the most experienced physician, pro- 
longs life itself.’’ 

^^Ah,” said the old maid, peevishly, “1 understand! But 
it is not my will that troubles me. I should not be left to a 
nurse from a hospital if my relations did not know that my 
annuity dies with me; and I forestalled it in furnishing this 
house, Dr. "Fenwick, and all these pretty things will be sold 
to pay those horrid tradesmen! — very hard! — so hard! — 
just as I got things about me in the way I always said I 
would have them if I could ever afford it! I always said I 
would have my bedroom hung with muslin, like dear Lady 

L ’s ; and the drawing-room in geranium-coloured silk: 

so pretty. You have not seen it: you would not know the 
house, Dr. Fenwick, And just when all is finished, to be 
taken away and thrust into the grave. It is so cruel! ” And 
she began to weep. Her emotion brought on a violent parox- 
ysm, which, when she recovered from it, had produced one of 
those startling changes of mind that are sometimes witnessed 
before death, — changes whereby the whole character of a life 
seems to undergo solemn transformation. The hard will be- 
comes gentle, the proud meek, the frivolous earnest. That 
awful moment when the things of earth pass away like dis- 
solving scenes, leaving death visible on the background by the 
glare that shoots up in the last flicker of life’s lamp. 

And when she lifted her haggard face from my shoulder, 
and heard my pitying, soothing voice, it was not the grief of 
a trifler at the loss of fondled toys that spoke in the fallen 
lines of her lip, in the woe of her pleading eyes. 

this is death,” she said. “I feel it hurrying on. I 

must speak. I promised Mr. C that I would. Forgive 

me, can you — can you? That letter — that letter to Lilian 
Ashleigh, I -wrote it! Oh, do not look at me so terribly; I 
never thought it could do such evil! And am I not punished 
enough? I truly believed when I wrote that Miss Ashleigh 
was deceiving you, and once I was silly enough to fancy that 
you might have liked me. But I had another motive; I had. 
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been so poor all mj life — • I bad become rich aECxpectedly*, I 
set my heart on this bouse — I bad always fancied it — and 
I thought if I could prevent Miss Asbleigb marrying you^ 
and scare her and her mother from coming back to L— I 
could get the bouse. And I did get it. What for? — to die, 
I had not been here a week before I got the hurt that is kill- 
ing me— a fall down the stairs, — coming out of this very 
room; the stairs bad been polished. If I bad stayed in my 
old lodging, it would not have happened. Oh, say you for- 
give me! Say, say it, even if you do not feel you can! Say 
it!” And the miserable woman grasped me by the arm as 
Dr. Lloyd had grasped me. 

I shaded my averted face with my hands ; my heart heaved 
with the agony of my suppressed passion. A wrong, however 
deep, only to myself, I could have pardoned without effort; 
such a wrong to Lilian, — no! I could not say '*^1 forgive.” 

The dying wretch was perhaps more appalled by my silence 
than she would have been by my reproach. Her voice grew 
shrill in her despair. 

“You will not pardon me! I shall die with your curse on 
my head! Mercy! mercy! That good man, Mr. 0 as- 

sured me you would be merciful. Have you never wronged 
another? Has the Evil One never tempted ? ” 

Then I spoke in broken accents: “Me! Oh, had it been I 
whom you defamed — but a young creature so harmless, so 
unoffending, and for so miserable a motive!” 

“But I tell you, I swear to you, I never dreamed I could 
cause such sorrow; and that young man, that Margrave, put 
it into my head! ” 

“Margrave! He had left L — — long before that letter was 
written! ” 

“But he came hack for a day just before I wrote: it was 
the very day, I met him in the lane yonder. He asked after 
you, — after Miss Ashleigh; and when he spoke he laughed, 
and I said, ^Miss Ashleigh had been ill, and was gone away; ^ 
and he laughed again. And I thought he knew more than he 
would tell me, so I asked him if he supposed Mrs. Ashleigh 
would come back, and said how much I should like to take 
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this house if she did not 5 and again he laughed, and said, 
^Birds never stay in the nest after the young ones are hurt,’ 
and went away singing. When I got home, his laugh and 
his song haunted me. I thought I saw him still in my room, 
prompting me to write, and I sat down and wrote. Oh, par- 
don, pardon me! I have been a foolish poor creature, but 
never meant to do such harm. The Evil One tempted me! 
There he is, near me now! I see him yonder! there, at the 
doorway. He comes to claim me! As you hope for mercy 
yourself, free me from him! Forgive me! 

I made an effort over myself. In naming Margrave as her 
tempter, the woman had suggested an excuse, echoed from 
that innermost cell of my mind, which I recoiled from gazing 
into, for there I should behold his image. Inexpiable though 
the injury she had wrought against me and mine, still the 
woman was human fellow-creature — like myself; but 

HE ? 

I took the pale hand that still pressed my arm, and said, 
with firm voice, — 

comforted. In the name of Lilian, my wife, I forgive 
you for her and for me as freely and as fully as we are en- 
joined by Him, against whose precepts the best of us daily sin, 
to forgive — we children of wrath -—to forgive one another! ” 

“ Heaven bless you ! — oh, bless you! ” she murmured, sink- 
ing back upon her pillow. 

‘^Ah! thought I, what if the pardon I grant for a wrong 
far deeper than I indicted on him whose imprecation smote 
me in this chamber, should indeed be received as atonement, 
and this blessing on the lips of the dying annul the dark curse 
that the dead has left on my path through the Valley of the 
Shadow!’^ 

I left my patient sleeping quietly, — the sleejjthat precedes 
the last. As I went down the stairs into the hall, I saw Mrs. 
Poyntz standing at the threshold, speaking to the man-servant 
and the nurse. 

I would have passed her with a formal bow, but she stopped 
me. 

came to inquire after poor Miss Brabazon,” said she. 
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*^You can tell me more than the servants can : is there no 
hope?^’ 

Let the nurse go up and watch beside her. She may pass 
away in the sleep into which she has fallen.’^ 

Alien Fenwick, I must speak with you — nay, but for a 

few ininutes. I hear that you leave L to-morrow. It is 

scarcely among the chances of life that we should meet 
again.’’ While thus saying, she drew me along the lawn 
down the path that led towards her own home. “I wish,” 
said she, earnestly, ^Hhat you could part with a kindlier 
feeling towards me; but I can scarcely expect it. Gould I 
put myself in your place, and be moved by your feelings, I 
know that I should be implacable ; but I — ” 

“But you, madam, are The World! and the World governs 
itself, and dictates to others, by laws which seem harsh to 
those who ask from its favour the services which the W^orld 
cannot tender, for the World admits favourites, but ignores 
friends. You did but act to me as the World ever acts to 
those who mistake its favour for its friendship.” 

“It is true,” said Mrs, Poyntz, with blunt candour; and 
we continued to walk on silently. At length she said 
abruptly, “But do you not rashly deprive yourself of your 
only consolation in sorrow? When the heart suffers, does 
your skill admit any remedy like occupation to the mind? 
Yet you abandon that occupation to which yonr mind is most 
accustomed; you desert your career; you turn aside, in the 
midst of the race, from the fame which awaits at the goal; 
you go back from civilization itself, and dream that all your 
intellectual cravings can find content in the life of a herds- 
man, amidst the monotony of a wild! No, you will repent, 
for you are untrue to your mind ! ” 

“I am sick of the word 'mind ’ ! ” said I, bitterly. And 
therewith I relapsed into musing. 

The enigmas which had foiled my intelligence in the un- 
ravelled Sibyl Book of Nature were mysteries strange to every 
man’s normal practice of thought, even if reducible to the 
fraudulent impressions of outward sense; for illusions in a 
brain otherwise healthy suggest problems in our human or 
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gankatioii wliicli the colleges that record them rather guess 
at thaa solve. But the blow which had shattered my life had 
been dealt by tlie hand of a fooL Here, there were no mystic 
enchantments. Motives the most commonplace and paltry, 
suggested to a brain as trivial and shallow as ever made the 
frivolity of woman a theme for the satire of poets, had suf- 
ficed, in devastating the field of my affections, to blast the 
uses for which I had cultured my mind; and had my intel- 
lect been as great as heaven ever gave to man, it would have 
been as vain a shield as mine against the shaft that had 
lodged in my heart. While I had, indeed, been preparing 
my reason and my fortitude to meet such perils, weird and 
marvellous, as those by which tales round the winter fireside 
scare the credulous child, a contrivance — so vulgar and hack- 
neyed that not a day passes but what some hearth is vexed 
by an anonymous libel — had wrought a calamity more dread 
than aught which my dark guess into the Shadow-Land un- 
pierced by Philosophy could trace to the prompting of malig- 
nant witchcraft. So, ever this truth runs through all legends 
of ghost and demon — through the uniform records of what 
wonder accredits and science rejects as the supernatural — 
lo! the dread machinery whose wheels roll through Hades! 
What need such awful engines for such mean results? The 
first blockhead we meet in our walk to our grocer’s can tell 
us more than the ghost tells us; the poorest envy we ever 
aroused hurts us more than the demon. How true an inter- 
preter is Genius to Hell as to Earth! The Fiend comes to 
Faust, the tired seeker of knowledge; Heaven and Hell stake 
their cause in the Mortal’s temptation. And what does the 
Fiend to astonish the Mortal? Turn wine into fire, turn love 
into crime. We need no Mephistopheles to accomplish these 
marvels every day! 

Thus silently thinking, I walked by the side of the world- 
wise woman ; and when she next spoke, I looked up, and saw 
that we were at the Monks’ Well, where I had first seen 
Lilian gazing into heaven! 

Mrs. Foyntz had, as we walked, placed her hand on my 
arm; and, turning abruptly from the path into the glade, I 
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found myself standing by her side in tbe scene where a new 
sense of being had first disclosed to my sight the hues with 
which Love, the passionate beautifier, turns into purple and 
gold the gray of the common air. Thus, when romance has 
ended in sorrow, and the Beautiful fades from the landscape, 
the trite and positive forms of life, banished for a time, re- 
appear, and deepen our mournful remembrance of the glories 
they replace. And the Woman of the World, finding how 
little I was induced to respond to her when, she had talked of 
myself, began to speak, in her habitual clear, ringing accents, 
of her own social schemes and devices, — 

‘‘I shall miss you when you are gone, Allen Fenwick; for 
though, during the last year or so, all actual intercourse be- 
tween us has ceased, yet my interest in you gave some occu- 
pation to my thoughts when I sat alone, — ^ having lost my 
main object of ambition in settling my daughter, and having 
no longer any one in the house with whom I could talk of the 
future, or for whom I could form a project. It is so weari- 
some to count the changes which pass within us, that we take 
interest in the changes that pass without. Poyntz still has 
his weather-glass ; I have no longer my Jane.” 

“I cannot linger with you on this spot,” said I, impa- 
tiently turning back into the path; she followed, treading 
over fallen leaves. And unheeding my interruption, she thus 
continued her hard talk, — 

“But I am not sick of my mind, as you seem to be of 
yours; I am only somewhat tired of the little cage in which, 
since it has been alone, it ruffles its plumes against the flimsy 
wires that confine it from wider space. I shall take up my 
home for a time with the new-married couple : they want me. 
Ashleigh Sumner has come into parliament. He means to 
attend regularly and work hard, but he does not like Jane to 
go into the world by herself, and he wishes her to go into the 
world, because he wants a wife to display his wealth for the 
improvement of his position. In Ashleigh Sumner’s house I 
shall have ample scope for my energies, such as they are. I 
have a curiosity to see the few that perch on the wheels of 
the State and say, ‘It is we who move the wheels! ’ It will 
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amtise me to learn if I can maintain in a capital the anthoritj 
I have won in a country town; if not, I can but return to mj 
small principality. Wherever I live I must sway, not serve. 
If I succeed— as I ought, for in Janets beauty and Ashleigh^s 
fortune I have materials for the woof of ambition, wanting 
which here, I fall asleep over my knitting — if I succeed, 
there will be enough to occupy the rest of my life. Ashleigh 
Sumner must be a power; the power will be represented and 
enjoyed^ by my child, and created and maintained by me! 
Allen henwick, do as I do. Be world with the world, and it 
will only be in moments of spleen and chagrin that you will 
sigh to think that the heart may be void when the mind is 
full. Confess you envy me while you listen.” 

^^Not so; all that to you seems so great appears to me so 
small! Nature alone is always grand, in her terrors as 
well as her charms. The World for you, Nature for me 
Farewell!” 

^‘Nature!” said Mrs. Poyntz, compassionately. “Poor 
Allen Fenwick! Nature indeed, — intellectual suicide! Nay 
shake hands, then, if for the last time.” 

So we shook hands and parted, where the wicket-gate and 
the stone stairs separated my blighted fairy-land from the 
common thoroughfare. 


CHAPTER LXVin. 

That night as I was employed in collecting the books and 
manuscripts which I proposed to take with me, including my 
long-suspended physiological work, and such standard au- 
thorities as I might want to consult or refer to in the por- 
tions yet incompleted, my servant entered to inform me, in 
answer to the inquiries I had sent him to make, that Miss 
Brabazon had peacefully breathed her last an hour before. 
Well! my pardon had perhaps soothed her last moments; but 
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Row unavailing Rer deatli-bed repentance to undo the wrong 
she had done 1 

I turned from that thought, and, glancing at the work into 
which I had thrown all my learning, methodized into system 
with all my art, I recalled the pity which Mrs. Poyntz had 
expressed for my meditated waste of mind. The tone of su- 
periority which this incarnation of common-sense accompa- 
nied by uncommon will assumed over all that was too deep or 
too high for her comprehension had sometimes amused me; 
thinking over it now, it piqued. I said to myself, “After 
all, I shall bear with me such solace as intellectual occupa- 
tion can afford. I shall have leisure to complete this labour; 
and a record that I have lived and thought may outlast all 
the honours which worldly ambition may bestow upon Ash- 
leigh Sumner ! ’’ And, as I so murmured, my hand, mechani- 
cally selecting the books I needed, fell on the Bible that 
Julius Faber had given to me. 

It opened at the Second Book of Esdras, which our Church 
places amongst the Apocrypha, and is generally considered 
by scholars to have been written in the first or second century 
of the Christian era, ^ — but in which the questions raised by 
man in the remotest ages, to which we can trace back his de- 
sire “to comprehend the ways of the Most High,’^ are in- 
vested with a grandeur of thought and sublimity of word to 
which I know of no parallel in writers we call profane. 

My eye fell on this passage in the lofty argument between 
the Angel whose name was Uriel, and the Prophet, perplexed 
by his own cravings for knowledge : — 

“ He [the Angel] answered me, and said, I went into a forest, into a 
plain, and the trees took counsel, 

“ And said, Come, let us go and make war against the sea, that it 
may depart away before us, and that we may make us more woods. 

“ The floods of the sea also in like manner took counsel, and said. 
Come, let us go up and subdue the woods of the plain, that there also 
we rnay make us another country. 

^ Such is the supposition of Jahn. Dr. Lee, however, is of opinion that 
the author was contemporary, and, indeed, identical, with the author of the 
Book of Enoch. 
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Tlie thought of the wood was in vain, for the fire came and con-- 

smned it- 

The thought of the floods of the sea came likewise to nought, for 
the sand stood up and stopped them. 

thou wert judge now betwixt these two, whom wouldst thou 
begin to justify; or whom wouldst thou condemn? 

I answered and said, Verily it is a foolish thought that they both 
have devised; for the ground is given nnto the wood, and the sea also 
hath his place to bear bis floods. 

‘ fThen answered be me, and said, Thou hast given a right judgment ; 
hut why Judgest thon not thyself also ? 

^IFor like as the ground is given unto the wood, and the sea to his 
floods, even so they that dwell upon the earth may understand nothing 
hut that which is upon the earth ; and He that dwelleth above the 
heavens may only understand the things that are above the height of 
the heavens.” 

I paused at those words, and, closing the Sacred Volume, 
fell into deep, unquiet thought. 


CHAPTEE LXIX. 

I HAD hoped that the voyage would produce some beneficial 
effect upon Lilian; but no effect, good or bad, was percepti- 
ble, except, perhaps, a deeper silence, a gentler calm. She 
loved to sit on the deck when the nights were fair, and the 
stars mirrored on the deep. And once thus, as I stood beside 
her, bending over the rail of the vessel, and gazing on the 
long wake of light which the moon made amidst the darkness 
of an ocean to which no shore could be seen, I said to myself, 
“Where is my track of light through the measureless future? 
Would that I could ]')elieve as I did when a child! Woe is 
me, that all the reasonings I take from my knowledge should 
lead me away from the comfort which the peasant who mourns 
finds in faith! Why should riddles so dark have been thrust 
upon me, — me, no fond child of fancy; me, sober pupil ©I 
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schools the severest? Yet what marvel — the strangest my 
senses have witnessed or feigned in the fraud they have 
palmed on me •— is greater than that hy which a simple affec- 
tion, that all men profess to have known, has changed the 
courses of life pre-arranged by my hopes and confirmed by 
my judgment? How calmly before I knew love I have anato- 
mized its mechanism, as the tyro who dissects the web- work 
of tissues and nerves in the dead! Lo! it lives, lives in me 5 
and, in living, escapes from my scalpel, and mocks all my 
knowledge, Gan love be reduced to the realm of the senses? 
No; what nun is more barred by her grate from the realm of 
the senses than my bride by her solemn affliction? Is love, 
then, the union of kindred, harmonious minds? No, my be- 
loved one sits by my side, and I guess not her thoughts, and 
my mind is to her a sealed fountain. Yet I love her more — 
oh, ineffably more! — for the doom which destroys the two 
causes philosophy assigns to love — in the form, in the mind! 
How can I now, in my vain physiology, say what is love, 
what is not? Is it love which must tell me that man has a 
soul, and that in soul will be found the solution of problems 
never to be solved in body or mind alone? ” 

My self-questionings halted here as Lilian’s hand touched 
my shoulder. She had risen from her seat, and had come 
to me. 

Are not the stars very far from earth? ” she said. 

« Yery far.” 

Are they seen for the first time to-night? ” 

They were seen, I presume, as we see them, by the fathers 
of all human races ! ” 

Yet close below us they shine reflected in the waters; and 
yet, see, wave flows on wave before we can count it 1 ” 

Lilian, by what sympathy do you read and answer my 
thought? ” 

Her reply was incoherent and meaningless. If a gleam of 
intelligence had mysteriously lighted my heart to her view, 
it was gone. But drawing her nearer towards me, my eye 
long followed wistfully the path of light, dividing the dark- 
Jii&ss on either hand, till it closed in the sloping horizon. 
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CHAPTER LXX. 

The voyage is over. At the seaport at which we landed I 
found a letter from Eaber. My instructions had reached him 
in time to effect the purchase on which his descriptions had 
fixed my desire. The stock, the implements of husbandry, 
the furniture of the house, were included in the purchase. 
All was prepared for my arrival, and I hastened from the 
then miserable village, which may some day rise into one 
of the mightiest capitals of the world, to my lodge in the 
wilderness. 

It was the burst of the Australian spring, which commences 
in our autumn month of October. The air was loaded with 
the perfume of the acacias. Amidst the glades of the open 
forest land, or climbing the craggy banks of winding silvery 
creeks,^ creepers and flowers of dazzling hue contrasted the 
olive-green of the surrounding foliage. The exhilarating ef- 
fect of the climate in that season heightens the charm of the 
strange scenery. In the brilliancy of the sky, in the light- 
ness of the atmosphere, the sense of life is wondrously quick- 
ened. With the very breath the Adventurer draws in from 
the racy air, he feels as if inhaling hope. 

We have reached our home, we are settled in it; the early 
unfamiliar impressions are worn away. We have learned to > 
dispense with much that we at first missed, and are reconciled 
to much that at first disappointed or displeased. 

The house is built but of logs; the late proprietor had com- 
menced, upon a rising ground, a mile distant, a more impos- 
ing edifice of stone, but it is not half finished. 

This log-house is commodious, and much has been done, 
within and without, to conceal or adorn its primitive rude- 
ness. It is of irregular, picturesque form, with verandas 

^ Creek is the name given by Australian colonists to precarious water- 
conrses and tributary atreanos. ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ . . 


374 


A STKANGE STOBY. 


rouEd tliree sides of it, to wBicli tite grape-Tine has been 
trained, with glossy leaves that clamber up to the gable roof. 
There is a large garden in front, in which many English 
fruit-trees have been set, and grow fast amongst the plants 
of the tropics and the orange-trees of Southern Europe. Be- 
yond stretch undulous pastures, studded not only with sheep, 
but with herds of cattle, which my speculative predecessor 
had bred from parents of famous stock, and imported from 
England at mighty cost; but as yet the herds had been of 
little profit, and they range their luxuriant expanse of pasture 
with as little heed. To the left soar up, in long range, the 
many-coloured hills; to the right meanders a creek, belted 
by feathery trees; and on its opposite bank a forest opens, 
through frequent breaks, into park-like glades and alleys. 
The territory, of which I so suddenly find myself the lord, 
is vast, even for a colonial capitalist. 

It had been originally purchased as ^^a special survey,^’ 
comprising twenty thousand acres, with the privilege of pas- 
ture over forty thousand more. In very little of this land, 
though it includes some of the most fertile districts in the 
known world, has cultivation been even commenced. At the 
time I entered into possession, even sheep were barely profita- 
ble; labour was scarce and costly. Eegarded as a specula- 
tion, I could not wonder that my predecessor fled in fear from 
his domain. Had I invested the bulk of my capital in this 
lordly purchase, I should have deemed myself a ruined man; 
but a villa near London, with a hundred acres, would have 
cost me as much to buy, and thrice as much to keep up. I 
could afford the investment I had made. I found a Scotch 
bailiff already on the estate, and I was contented to escape 
from rural occupations, to which I brought no experience, by 
making it worth his while to serve me with zeal. Two do- 
mestics of my own, and two who had been for many years 
with Mrs. Ashleigh, had accompanied us: they remained 
faithful and seemed contented. So the clockwork of our 
mere household arrangements went on much the same as in 
our native home. Lilian was not subjected to the ordinary 
laivations and discomforts that await the wife even of the 
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wealthy emigrant. Alas! would she have heeded them if 
she had been? 

The change of scene wrought a decided change for the bet- 
ter in her health and spirits, but not such as implied a dawn 
of reviving reason. But her countenance was now more 
rarely overcast. Its usual aspect was glad with a soft myste- 
rious smile. She would murmur snatches of songs, that were 
partly borrowed from English poets, and partly glided away 
into what seemed spontaneous additions of her own, — want- 
ing intelligible meaning, but never melody nor rhyme. 
Strange, that memory and imitation — the two earliest pa- 
rents of all inventive knowledge — should still be so active, 
and judgment — the after faculty, that combines the rest into 
purpose and method — be annulled! 

Julius Faber I see continually, though his residence is a 
few miles distant. He is sanguine as to Lilian’s ultimate 
recovery; and, to my amazement and to my envy, he has 
contrived, by some art which I cannot attain, to establish 
between her and himself intelligible communion. She com- 
prehends his questions, when mine, though the simplest, 
seem to her in unknown language; and he construes into 
sense her words, that to me are meaningless riddles. 

was right, ” he said to me one day, leaving her seated in 
the garden beside her quiet, patient mother, and joining me 
where 1 lay — listless yet fretful — under the shadeless gum- 
trees, gazing not on the flocks and fields that I could call my 
own, but on the far mountain range, from which the arch of 
the horizon seemed to spring, — ‘M was right,” said the great 
physician; “this is reason suspended, not reason lost. Your 
wife will recover ; but — ” 

“But what? ” 

“Give me your arm as I walk homeward, and I will tell 
you the conclusion to which I have come.” 

I rose, the old man leaned on me, and we went down the 
valley along the craggy ridges of the winding creek. The 
woodland on the opposite bank was vocal with the chirp and 
croak and chatter of Australian birds,— all mirthful, all 
songiess, save that sweetest of warblers, which some early 
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irrcYerent emigrant degraded to the name oi magpie^ but 
whose note is sweeter than the nightingale’s^ and trills 
through the lucent air with a distinct ecstatic melody of joy 
that dominates all the discords, so ravishing the sense, that, 
while it sings, the ear scarcely heeds the scream of the 
parrots. 


GHAPTEB LXXI. 

may remember,” said Julius Faber, ^^Sir Humphry 
Davy’s eloquent description of the eh:ect produced on him by 
the inhalation of nitrous oxide. He states that he began to 
lose the perception of external things ; trains of vivid visible 
images rapidly passed through his mind, and were connected 
with words in such a manner as to produce perceptions per- 
fectly novel. H existed,’ he said, ‘in a world of newly -con« 
nected and newly -modified ideas.’ When he recovered, he 
exclaimed: ‘FTothing exists but thoughts; the universe is 
composed of impressions, ideas, pleasures, and pains! ’ 

‘‘Now observe, that thus a cultivator of positive science, 
endowed with one of the healthiest of human brains, is, by 
the inhalation of a gas, abstracted from all external life, — 
enters into a new world, which consists of images he himself 
creates and animates so vividly that, on waking, he resolves 
the universe itself into thoughts.” 

“Well,” said I, “but what inference do yon draw from that 
voluntary experiment, applicable to the malady of which you 
bid me hope the cure? ” 

“ Simply this ; that the effect produced on a healthful brain 
by the nitrous oxide may be produced also by moral causes 
operating on the blood, or on the nerves. There is a degree 
of mental excitement in which ideas are more vivid than sen- 
sations, and then the world of external things gives way to 
the world within the brain.^ But this, though a suspension 

^ See, on the theory elaborated from this principle, Dr. Hibbert^s interest- 
ing and Yaluable work on the Bhilosbphy of Apparitions?' 
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of that reason which comiwehends accuracy of judgment is 
no more a permanent aberration of reason than were Sir 
Humphry Davy's visionary ecstasies under the influence of 
the gas. The difference between the two states of suspen- 
sion is that of time, and it is but an affair of time with our 
beloved patient. Yet jn'epare yourself. I fear that the 
mind will not recover without some critical malady of the 
bodjl^^ 

“ Critical ! but not dangerous? — say not dangerous ! I can 
endure the pause of her reason; I could not endure the void 
in the universe if her life were to fade from the earth " 

“Poor friend! would not you yourself rather lose life than 

reason?” 

“I -yes! But we men are taught to set cheap value on 
our own lives; we do not estimate at the same rate the lives 

of those we love. Did we do so, Humanity would lose its 

Virtues.” 

“What, then! Love teaches that there is something of 
nobler value than mere mind? Yet surely it cannot be the 
mere body? What is it, if not that continuance of being 
which your philosophy declines to acknowledge,— namely 
SOUL? If you fear so painfully that your Lilian should die! 

IS it not that you fear to lose her forever? ” 

“Oh, cease, cease! ’’ I cried impatiently. «I cannot now 
argue ou metaphysics. What is it that you anticipate of 

, ^ health has been stronger ever since 

er afniction.^ bhe never seems to know ailment now. Do 
you not perceive that her cheek has a more hardy bloom, her 
Sand? eynimetry, than when you saw her in 

“ Unquestionably. Her physical forces have been silently 
recruiting themselves iu the dreams which half lull, half 
amuse her imagination. lM..v.oiiTATiosr! that faculty, the 
most glorious which is bestowed on the human mind, be- 
cause it IS the faculty which enables thought to create, is of 
ail others the most exhausting to life when unduly stimulated 
and consciously reasoning on its own creations. I think it 
probable that had this sorrow not befallen you. you would 
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have known a sorrow yet graver^— you would have long sur- 
vived your Lilian. As it is now, when she recovers, her 
whole organization, physical and mental, will have under-' 
gone a beneficent change. But, I repeat my prediction,— 
some severe malady of the body will precede the restoration 
of the mind; and it is my hope that the present suspense or 
aberration of the more wearing powers of the mind may fit 
the body to endure and surmount the physical crisis. I re- 
member a case, within my own professional experience, in 
many respects similar to this, but in other respects it was 
less hopeful. I was consulted by a young student of a very 
delicate physical frame, of great mental energies, and con- 
sumed by an intense ambition. He was reading for univer- 
sity honours. He would not listen to me when I entreated 
him to rest his mind. I thought that he was certain to 
obtain the distinction for which he toiled, and equally certain 
to die a few months after obtaining it. He falsified both my 
prognostics. He so overworked himself that, on the day of 
examination, his nerves were agitated, his memory failed 
him; he passed, not without a certain credit, but fell far 
short of the rank amongst his fellow competitors to which he 
aspired. Here, then, the irritated mind acted on the disap- 
pointed heart, and raised a new train of emotions. He was 
first visited by spectral illusions ; then he sank into a state 
in which the external world seemed quite blotted out. He 
heeded nothing that was said to him ; seemed to see nothing 
that was placed before his eyes, — in a word, sensations be- 
came dormant, ideas preconceived usurped their place, and 
those ideas gave him pleasure. He believed that his genius 
was recognized, and lived amongst its supposed creations en- 
joying an imaginary fame. So it went on for two years, 
during which suspense of his reason, his frail form became 
robust and vigorous. At the end of that time he was seized 
with a fever, which would have swept him in three days to 
the grave had it occurred when I was first called in to attend 
him. He conquered the fever, and, in recovering, acquired 
the full possession of the intellectual faculties so long sus- 
pended. When I last saw him, many years afterwards, he 
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was in perfect health, and the object of his young ambition 
was realized; the body had supported the mind,— he had 
achieved distinction. Now what had so, for a time, laid this 
strong intellect into visionary sleep? The most agonizing of 
human emotions in a noble spirit, — shame! What has so 
stricken down your Lilian? You have told me the story: 
shame!— the shame of a nature pre-eminently pure. But 
observe that, in his case as in hers, the shock inflicted does 
not produce a succession of painful illusions: on the con- 
trary, in both, the illusions are generally pleasing. Had the 
illusions been painful, the body would have suffered, the 
patient died. Why did a painful shock produce pleasing 
illusions? Because, no matter how a shock on the nerves 
may originate, if it affects the reason, it does but make more 
vivid than impressions from actual external objects the ideas 
previously most cherished. Such ideas in the young student 
were ideas of earthly fame; such ideas in the young mai' den 
are ideas of angel comforters and heavenly Edens. You 
miss her mind on the earth, and, while we speak, it is in 
paradise.” 

“Much that you say, my friend, is authorized by the specu- 
lations of great writers, with whom I am not unfamiliar; but 
in none of those writers, nor in your encouraging words, do I 
find a solution for much that has no precedents in my experi- 
ence,— much, indeed, that has analogies in my reading, but 
analogies which I have hitherto despised as old wives’ fables. 

I have bared to your searching eye the weird mysteries of 
my life. How do you account for facts which you cannot 
resolve into illusions,- for the influence which that strange 
being, Margrave, exercised over Lilian’s mind or fancy, so 
that for a time her love for me was as dormant as is her 
reason now; so that he could draw her- her whose nature 
you admit to be singularly pure and modest — from her 
mother’s home? The magic wand; the trance into which 
that wand threw Margrave himself; the apparition which it 
conjured up in my own c^uiet chamber when my mind was 
without a cai-e and my health without a flaw,— how account 
for all this: as you endeavoured, and perhaps successfully, 
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to account for all my impressions of the Vision in the Mu- 
seum, of the luminous, haunting shadow in its earlier appa- 
ritions, when my fancy was heated, my heart tormented, 
and, it might be, even the physical forces of this strong 
frame disordered?” 

''Allen,” said the old pathologist, "here we approach a 
ground which few physicians have dared to examine. Honour 
to those who, like our bold contemporary, Elliotson, have 
braved scoff and sacrificed dross in seeking to extract what 
is practical in uses, what can be tested by experiment, from 
those exceptional phenomena on which magic sought to found 
a philosophy, and to which philosophy tracks the origin of 
magic.” 

"What! do I understand you? Is it you, Julius Faber, 
who atfcach faith to the wonders attributed to animal mag- 
netism and electro-biology, or subscribe to the doctrines 
which their practitioners teach? ” 

"I have not examined into those doctrines, nor seen with 
my own eyes the wonders recorded, upon evidence too respect- 
able, nevertheless, to permit me peremptorily to deny what 
I have not witnessed.^ But wherever I look through the 

1 What Faber here says is expressed with more authority by one of the 
most accomplished metaphysicians of our time (Sir W. Hamilton) : — 

Somnambulism is a phenomenon still more astonishing [than dreaming]. 
In this singular state a person performs a regular series of rational actions, 
and those frequently of the most difficult and delicate nature ; and what is 
still more marvellous, with a talent to which he could make no pretension 
when awake. (Cr. Ancillony Essais Philos. ii.lQl.) His memory and rem- 
iniscence supply him with recollections of words and things which, perhaps, 
never were at his disposal in the ordinary state, — he speaks more fluently a 
more refined language. And if we are to credit what the evidence on which it 
rests hardly allows us to disbelieve, he has not only perception of things 
through other channels than the common organs of sense, but the sphere of his 
cognition is amplified to an extent far beyond the limits to which sensible per- 
ception is confined. This subject is one of the most perplexing in the whole 
compass of philosophy ; for, on the one hand, the phenomena are so remarkable 
that they cannot be believed, and yet, on the other, they are of so unambig-’ 
nous and palpable a character, and the witnesses to their reality are so numer- 
ous, so intelligent, and so high above every suspicion of deceit, that it m 
equally impossible to deny credit to what is attested by such ample and un- 
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other fluid akin to it of which we know still lesSj thus equally 
pervading all matter, there may be a certain magnetic prop- 
erty more active, more operative upon sympathy in some 
human constitutions than in others, and which can account 
for the mysterious power I have spoken of, is a query I might 
suggest, but not an opinion I would hazard. For an opinion 
I must have that basis of experience or authority which I do 
not need when I submit a query to the experience and author- 
ity of others. Still, the supposition conveyed in the query is 
so far worthy of notice, that the ecstatic temperament (in 
which phrase I comprehend all constitutional mystics) is pe- 
culiarly sensitive to electric atmospheric influences. This is 
a fact which most medical observers will have remarked in 
the range of their practice. Accordingly, I was prepared to 
And Mr. Hare Town shend, in his interesting work,^ state that 
he himself was of ‘the electric temperament,^ sparks flying 
from his hair when combed in the dark, etc. That accom- 
plished writer, whose veracity no one would impugn, affirms 
that ‘between this electrical endowment and whatever mes- 
meric properties he might possess, there is a remarkable rela- 
tionship and parallelism. Whatever state of the atmosphere 
tends to accumulate and insulate electricity in the body, pro- 
motes equally ’ (says Mr. Townshend) ‘the power and facility 
with which I influence others mesmerically. ^ What Mr. 
Townshend thus observes in himself, American physicians 
and professors of chemistry depose to have observed in those 
modern magicians, the mediums of (so-called) ‘spirit mani- 
festation.^ They state that all such mediums are of the 
electric temperament, thus everywhere found allied with the 
ecstatic, and their power varies in proportion as the state of 
the atmosphere serves to depress or augment the electricity 
stored in themselves. Here, then, in the midst of vagrant 
phenomena, either too hastily dismissed as altogether the 
tricks of fraudful imposture, or too credulously accepted as 
supernatural portents — here, at least, in one generalized 
fact, we may, perhaps, find a starting point, from which 
inductive experiment may arrive, soon or late, at a rational 

^ Facts m Mesmeiism. 
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,heorv But however the power of which we are speahmg 
1 power accorded to special physical temperament) may or 
La? not be accounted for by some patient ^ ^ 

T am persuaded that it is in that power we are to seek for 
whatever is not wholly imposture, in the attributes abjig le 
m malic or witchcraft. It is well said, by a writer who has 
<rone into the depth of these subjects with the research 
ihiar and the Lienee of a pathologist, ‘that if magic had 
exls vlv reposed on credulity and falsehood, its reigi 
wo^d new have endured so long; but that its art took its 
ori-nn in singular phenomena, proper to e^rta“ affections o 
Se nerves, or manifested in the conditions of sleep. These 
SieLmenX the principle of which was at first unknown 
sLved to root faith in magic, and often abused 
ened minds. The enchanters and magicians ^ 

divers practices, at the faculty of provoking “ ^ 
a determined order of dreams, of engendering hallucinations 
m an kinds, of inducing fits of hypnotism, trance, mama, 
.I,e P..SOM so .fleotod irngmod tot toy s», 
heard^ touched, supernatural beings, conversed with them, 
proved their influences, assisted at prodigies of 
proclaimed itself to possess the secret. The public, ^e e 
chanters, and the enchanted were equally dupes. 
in<^ this explanation, unintelligible to no physician of a prac 
Se L lengthened as mine has been, I draw from i^t the 
corollary, that as these phenomena are exhAited only by 
certain special affections, to which only certain special con- 
stitutions are susceptible, so not in any superior faculties of 
intellect, or of spiritual endowment, but in peculiar 
temperaments, often strangely disordered, the power of th . 
sorcerer in affecting the imagination of others is to be • 

In the native tribes of Australasia the elders are iiistructed 
in the arts of this so-called sorcery, but only m a ^ery fe 
constitutions does instruction avail to produce 
the savages recognize the powers of a sorcerer . 
the Obi of the negroes. The fascination of Obi is an unques 

I La Magie et I’Astrologie dans I’Antiqnite et au Moyen-Age. Par L. P. 
Alfred Maury, Membre de I’lnstitut. F. 225. 
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tionable fact, but the Obi man cannot be trained by formal 
lessons ; be is born a fascinator, as a poet is born a poet. It 
is so with the Laplanders, of whom Torngens reports that of 
those instructed in the magical art ^only a few are capable of 
it/ ^Some,^ he says, ‘are naturally magicians/ And this 
fact is emphatically insisted upon by the mystics of our own 
middle ages, who state that a man must be born a magician; 
in other words, that the gift is constitutional, though de- 
veloped by practice and art. Now, that this gift and its 
practice should principally obtain in imperfect states of civili- 
zation, and fade into insignificance in the busy social en- 
lightenment of cities, may be accounted for by reference to 
the known influences of imagination. In the cruder states of 
social life not only is imagination more frequently predomi- 
nant over all other faculties, but it has not the healthful 
vents which the intellectual competition of cities and civili- 
zation affords. The man who in a savage tribe, or in the 
dark feudal ages, would be a magician, is in our century a 
poet, an orator, a daring speculator, an inventive philoso- 
pher. In other words, his imagination is drawn to pursuits 
congenial to those amongst whom it works. It is the ten- 
dency of all intellect to follow the directions of the public 
opinion amidst which it ’ is trained. Where a magician 
is held in reverence or awe, there will be more practition- 
ers of magic than where a magician is despised as an im- 
postor or shut up as a lunatic. In Scandinavia, before the 
introduction of Christianity, all tradition records the won- 
derful powers of the Vala, or witch, who was then held 
in reverence and honour. Christianity was introduced, 
and the early Church denounced the Vala as the instru- 
ment of Satan, and from that moment down dropped the 
majestic prophetess into a miserable and execrated old 
hag!" 

“The ideas you broach,” said I, musingly, “have at mo^ 
ments crossed me, tlaough I have shrunk from reducing them 
to a theory which is but one of pure hypothesis. But this 
magic, after all, then, you would place in the imagination of 
the operator, acting on the imagination of those whom it 


A STRANGE STOEY. 


m 


affects? Here, at least, I can follow you, to a certain 
extent, for here we get back into tbe legitimate realm of 
physiology.” 

^^Ancl possibly,” said Faber, ‘‘we may find hints to guide 
ns to useful examination, if not to complete solution of prob- 
lems that, once demonstrated, may lead to discoveries of in- 
finite value,— hints, I say, in two writers of widely opposite 
genius, Van Helmont and Bacon. Van Helmont, of all the 
mediaeval mystics, is, in spite of his many extravagant whims, 
the one whose intellect is the most suggestive to the disci- 
plined reasoners of our day. He supposed that the faculty 
which he calls Fantasy, and which we familiarly call Imagi- 
nation, is invested with the power of creating for itself ideas 
independent of the senses, each idea clothed in a form fabri- 
cated by the imagination, and becoming an operative entity. 
This notion is so far favoured by modern physiologists, that 
Lincke reports a case where the eye itself was extirpated; 
yet the extirpation was followed by the appearance of lumi- 
nous figures before the orbit. And again, a woman, stone- 
blind, complained of ‘luminous images, with pale colours, 
before her eyes.’ Abercrombie mentions the case ‘of a lady 
quite blind, her eyes being also disorganized and sunk, who 
never walked out without seeing a little old woman in a red 
cloak, who seemed to walk before her.’ ^ Your favourite au- 
thority, the illustrious Miiller, who was himself in the habit 
of ‘seeing different images in the field of vision when he lay 
quietly down to sleep, asserts that these images are not 
merely presented to the fancy, but that even the images of 
dreams are really seen^’ and that ‘any one may satisfy him- 
self of this by accustoming liimself regularly to open his eyes 
when waking after a dream, — the images seen in the dream 
are then sometimes visible, and can be observed to disappear 
gradually. ’ He confirms this statement not only by the result 
of his own experience, but by the observations made by 
Spinoza, and the yet higher authority of Aristotle, who ac- 
counts for spectral appearance as the internal action of the 

^ She had no illusions when within doora/^-— Abercrombie, On the In 
tdlectml Powers, p. 277. (1 5th Edition.) 

25 


A STRANGE STORY. 


sense of visioiiJ And this opinion is favoured by Sir David 
Brewster, whose experience leads him to suggest Hhat the 
objects of mental contemplation may be seen as distinctly as 
external objects, and will occupy the same local position in 
the axis of vision as if they had been formed by the agency 
of light.’ Be this as it may, one fact remains, — that images 
can be seen even by the blind as distinctly and vividly as you 
and I now see the stream below our feet and the opossums 
at play upon yonder boughs. Let us come next to some re* 
markable suggestions of Lord Bacon. In his hTatiiral His- 
tory, treating of the force of the imagination, and the help 
it receives ‘by one man working by another,’ he cites an in- 
stance he had witnessed of a kind of juggler, who could tell 
a person what card he thought of. He mentioned this ‘to a 
pretended learned man, curious in such things,’ and this sage 
said to him, ‘It is not the knowledge of the man’s thought, 
for that is proper to God, but the enforcing of a thought upon 
him, and binding his imagination by a stronger, so that he 
could think of no other card.’ You see this sage anticipated 
our modern electro-biologists! And the learned man then 
shrewdly asked Lord Bacon, ‘Did the juggler tell the card to 
the man himself who had thought of it, or bid another tell 
it?’ ‘He bade another tell it,’ answered Lord Bacon. ‘I 
thought so,’ returned his learned acquaintance, ‘for the jug- 
gler himself could not have put on so strong an imagination ; 
but by telling the card to the other, who believed the juggler 
was some strange man who could do strange things, that 
other man caught a strong imagination.’*^ The whole story 

1 Mtiller, Physiology of the Senses, Baley's translation, pp. 1068 — 1395, 
aud elsewhere. Mr. Bain, in his thoughtful and suggestive work on the 
“ Senses and Intellect,” makes very powerful use of these statements in sup- 
port of his proposition, which Faber advances in other words, namely, ** the 
return of the nervous currents exactly on their old track in revived 
sensations.” 

^ Perhaps it is for the reason suggested in the text, namely, that the 
magician requires the interposition of a third imagination between his own 
and that of the consulting believer, that any learned adept in (so-called) 
magic will invariably refuse to exhibit without the presence of a third person. 
Hence the author of “Dogme et Bituel de la Haute Magie,” printed at Paris, 
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is wortE reading^ because Lord Bacon evidently tMnts it 
conveys a guess worth examining. And Lord BacoUj were 
he now living, would be the man to solve the mysteries that 
branch out of mesmerism or (so-called) spiritual manifesta- 
tion, for he would not pretend to despise their phenomena for 
fear of hurting his reputation for good sense. Bacon then 
goes on to state that there are three ways to fortify the im- 
agination. Mfirst, authority derived from belief in an art 
and in the man who exercises it; secondly, means to quicken 
and corroborate the imagination; thirdly, means to repeat 
and refresh it.’ For the second and the third he refers to 
the practices of magic, and proceeds afterwards to state on 
what things imagination has most force, — ^upon things that 
have the lightest and easiest motions, and, therefore, above 
all, upon the spirits of men, and, in them, on such affections 
as move lightest, — in love, in fear, in irresolution. And,’ 
adds Bacon, earnestly, in a very different spirit from that 
which dictates to the sages of our time the philosophy of re- 
jecting without trial that which belongs to the Marvellous, 
— ^ and whatsoever is of this kind, should be thoroughly in- 
quired, into.^ And this great founder or renovator of the 
sober inductive system of investigation even so far leaves it 
a matter of speculative inquiry, whether imagination may 
not be so powerful that it can actually operate upon a plant, 
that he says: ‘This likewise should be made upon plants, 
and that diligently, as if you should tell a man that such a 
tree would die this year, and will him, at these and these 
times* to go unto it and see how it thriveth.’ I presume that 
no philosopher has followed such recommendations: had some 
great philosopher done so, possibly we should by this time 
know all the secrets of what is popularly called witchcraft.” 

And as Faber here paused, there came a strange laugh from 
the fantastic slie-oak-tree overhanging the stream, — a wild, 
impish laugh. 

1852-53 — a book less remarkable for its learning than for the earnest belief 
of a scliolar of our own day in the reality of the art of which he records the 
history — insists much on the necessity of rigidly observing Le Ternaire, iu 
the niamber of persons who assist in an enchanter's experiments. 
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^*Pooli! it is but the great kingfisher, the langhing-^bird ef 
the Australian bush,” said Julius Faber, amused at mj start 
of superstitious alarm. 

We walked on for some minutes in musing silence, and the 
rude log-hut in which my wise companion had his home came 
in view, — the flocks grazing on undulous pastures, the kine 
drinking at a watercourse fringed by the slender gum-trees, 
and a few fields, laboriously won from the luxuriant grass- 
land, rippling with the wave of corn. 

I halted, and said, ‘‘Eest here for a few moments, till I 
gather up the conclusions to which your speculative reasoning 
seems to invite me.” 

We sat down on a rocky crag, half mantled by luxuriant 
creepers with vermilion buds. 

“From the guesses,” said I, “which you have drawn from 
the erudition of others and your own ingenious and reflective 
inductions, I collect this solution of the mysteries, by which 
the experience I gain from my senses confounds all the 
dogmas approved by my judgment. To the rational conject- 
ures by which, when we first conversed on the marvels that 
perplexed me, you ascribe to my imagination, predisposed by ! 

mental excitement, physical fatigue or derangement, and a 
concurrence of singular events tending to strengthen such 
predisposition, the phantasmal impressions produced on my 
senses, — to these conjectures you now add a new one, more 
startling and less admitted by sober physiologists. You con- 
ceive it possible that persons endowed with a rare and pecu- 
liar temperament can so operate on imagination, and, through 
the imagination, on the senses of others, as to exceed even i 

the powers ascribed to the practitioners of mesmerism and j 

electro-biology, and give a certain foundation of truth to the | 

old tales of magic and witchcraft. You imply that Margrave ; 

may be a person thus gifted, and hence the influence he un- j 

questionably exercised over Lilian, and over, perhaps, less | 

innocent agents, charmed or impelled by his will. And not ! 

discarding, as I own I should have been originally induced to j 

do, the queries or suggestions adventured by Bacon in his ! 

discursive speculations on Nature, to wit, ‘that there be many f 
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ttingSj some of them inanimate, that operate npon the spirits 
of men by secret sympathy and antipathy/ and to which 
Bacon gave the quaint name of 4maginants/ so even that 
wand, of which I have described to yon the magic-like eifects, 
may have had properties commnnicated to it by which it per- 
forms the work of the magician, as mesmerists pretend that 
some substance mesmerized by them can act on the patient as 
sensibly as if it were the mesmerizer himself. Do I state 
your suppositions correctly? 

“Yes; always remembering that they are only supposi- 
tions, and volunteered with the utmost diffidence. But since, 
thus seated in the early wilderness, we permit ourselves the 
indulgence of childlike guess, may it not be possible, apart 
from the doubtful question whether a man can communicate 
to an inanimate material substance a power to act upon the 
mind or imagination of another man — may it not, I say, be 
possible that such a substance may contain in itself such a 
virtue or property potent over certain constitutions, though 
not over all. Bor instance, it is in my experience that the 
common hazel-wood will strongly a^ect some nervous tem- 
peraments, though wholly without effect on others. I re- 
member a young girl, who having taken up a hazel-stick 
freshly cut, could not relax her hold of it; and when it was 
wrenched away from her by force, was irresistibly attracted 
towards it, repossessed herself of it, and, after holding it a 
few minutes, was cast into a kind of trance, in which she be- 
held phantasmal visions. Mentioning this curious case, which 
I supposed unique, to a learned brother of our profession, he 
told me that lie had known other instances of the effect of the 
hazel upon nervous temperaments in persons of both sexes. 
Possibly it was some such peculiar propert}^- in the hazel that 
made it the wood selected for the old divining-rod. Again, 
we know that the bay-tree, or laurel, was dedicated to the 
oracular Pythian Apollo. BTow wherever, in the old world, 
we find that the learning of the priests enabled them to ex- 
hibit exceptional phexiGmena, which imposed upon popular 
credulity, there was a something or other which is worth a 
philosopher's while to explore; and, accordingly, I always 
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snspected tliat there was in the laurel some property faYonra- 
ble to ecstatic vision in highly impressionable temperaments. 
My suspicion^ a few years ago, was justified by the experience 
of a German physician, who had under his care a cataleptic 
or ecstatic patient, and who assured me that he found nothing 
in this patient so stimulated the state of ‘sleep- waking,’ or so 
disposed that state to indulge in the hallucinations of pre- 
vision, as the berry of the lanrel.^ Well, we do not know 
what this wand that produced a seemingly magical effect 
upon you was really composed of. You did not notice the 
metal employed in the wire, which you say communicated a 
thrill to the sensitive nerves in the palm of the hand. You 
cannot tell how far it might have been the vehicle of some 
fluid force in nature. Or still more probably, whether the 
pores of your hand insensibly imbibed, and communicated to 
the brain, some of those powerful narcotics from which the 
Buddhists and the Arabs make unguents that induce visionary 
hallucinations, and in which substances undetected in the 
hollow of the wand, or the handle of the wand itself, might 
be steeped.^ One thing we do know, namely, that amongst 
the ancients, and especially in the East, the construction of 
wands for magical purposes was no commonplace mechanical 
craft, but a special and secret art appropriated to men who 
cultivated with assiduity all that was then known of natural 
science in order to extract from it agencies that might appear 
supernatural. Possibly, then, the rods or wands of the East, 
of which Scripture makes mention, were framed upon some 
principles of which we in our day are very naturally igno- 
rant, since we do not ransack science for the same secrets; 
and thus, in the selection or preparation of the material em- 
ployed, mainly consisted whatever may be referrible to natural 
philosophical causes in the antique science of Ehabdomancy, 
or divination and enchantment by wands. The staff, or wand, 

^ I may add that Dr. Kerner mstaoces the effect of laurel-berries on the 
Seeress of Prevorst, corresponding with that asserted by Julius Paber in the 
text 

See for these unguents the work of M. Maury, before quoted, “Da 
Magie et ^Afc5trologie/^etc., p. 417. 
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©f wMcli yon tell me, was, yon say, made of iron or steel and 
tipped Witt cxystaL Possibly iron and crystal do really con- 
tain some properties not hitberto scientifically analyzed, and 
only, indeed, potential over exceptional temperaments, which 
may account for the fact that iron and crystal have been 
favourites with all professed mystics, ancient and modern. 
The Delphic Pythoness had her iron tripod, Mesmer his iron 
bed; and many persons, indisputably honest, cannot gaze 
long upon a ball of crystal but what they begin to see visions. 

I suspect that a philosophical cause for such seemingly pre- 
ternatural effects of crystal and iron will be found in con- 
nection with the extreme impressionability to changes in 
temperatures which is the characteristic both of crystal and 
iron. But if these materials do contain certain powers over 
exceptional constitutions, we do not arrive at a supernatural 
but at a natural phenomenon/^ 

Still,” said I, ^^even granting that your explanatory hy- 
potheses hit or approach the truth,— still what a terrible 
power you would assign to man^s will over men’s reason and 
deeds! 

Man’s will,” answered Faber, “has over men’s deeds and 
reason, habitual and daily, power infinitely greater and, 
when uncounterbalanced, infinitely more dangerous than that 
which superstition exaggerates in magic. Man’s will moves 
a war that decimates a race, and leaves behind it calamities 
little less dire than slaughter. Man’s will frames, but it also 
corrupts laws; exalts, hut also demoralizes opinion; sets the 
world mad with fanaticism, as often as it curbs the heart’s 
fierce instincts by the wisdom of brother-like mercy. Yon 
revolt at the exceptional, limited sway over some two or 
three individuals which the arts of a sorcerer (if sor- 
cerer there he) can effect; and yet, at the very moment in 
which you were perplexed and appalled by such sway, or 
by your reluctant belief in it, your will was devising an 
engine to unsettle the reason and wither the hopes of 
millions! ” 

“My will! ' What engine? ” ' 

“A book conceived by your intellect, adorned by your learn* 
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ing, and directed l)y your will, to steal from the minds of other 
men their persuasion of the sonFs everlasting Hereaftery^ 

I bowed my head, and felt myself grow pale. 

''And if we accept Bacon^s theory of ^secret sympathy/ or 
the plainer physiological maxim that there must be in the 
imagination, morbidly impressed by the will of another, some 
trains of idea in affinity with such influence and preinclined 
to receive it, no magician could warp you to evil, except 
through thoughts that themselves went astray. Grant that 
the Margrave who still haunts your mind did really, by some 
occult, sinister magnetism, guide the madman to murder, did 
influence the servant-woman’s vulgar desire to pry into the 
secrets of her ill-fated master, or the old maid’s covetous 
wish and envious malignity: what could this awful magician 
do more than any commonplace guilty adviser, to a mind pre- 
disposed to accept the advice? ’’ 

^^You forget one example which destroys your argument, — 
the spell which this mysterious fascinator could cast upon a 
creature so pure from all guilt as Lilian! ” 

Will you forgive me if I answer frankly? ” 

Speak.” 

‘‘Your Lilian is spotless and pure as you deem her, and 
the fascination, therefore, attempts no lure through a sinful 
desire; it blends with its attraction no sentiment of affection 
untrue to yourself. Nay, it is justice to your Lilian, and 
may be melancholy comfort to you, to state my conviction, 
based on the answers my questions have drawn from her, that 
you were cever more cherished by her love than when that 
love seemed to forsake you. Her imagination impressed her 
with the illusion that through your love for her you were 
threatened with a great peril. What seemed the levity of 
her desertion was the devotion of self-sacrifice. And, in her 
strange, dream-led wanderings, do not think that she was 
conscious of the fascination you impute to this mysterious 
Margrave : in her belief it was your own guardian angel that 
guided her steps, and her pilgrimage was ordained to disarm 
the foe that menaced you, and dissolve the spell that divided 
her life from yours! But had she not, long before this, will- 


A STRAHGE STOEY. 


39a 


ingly prepared herself to be so deceived? Had not her fan- 
cies been deliberately encouraged to dwell remote from the 
duties we are placed on the earth to perform? The loftiest 
faculties in our nature are those that demand the finest poise, 
not to fall from their height and crush all the walls that they 
crown. With exquisite beauty of illustration, Hume says of 
the dreamers of ^bright fancies,^ ^that they may be compared 
to those angels whom the Scriptures represent as covering 
their eyes with their wings. ’ Had you been, like my nephew, 
a wrestler for bread with the wilderness, what helpmate 
would your Lilian have been to you? How often would you 
have cried out in justifiable anger, % son of Adam, am on 
earth, not in Paradise! Oh, that my Eve were at home on 
my hearth, and not in the skies with the seraphs F Ho Mar- 
grave, I venture to say, could have suspended the healthful 
affections, or charmed into danger the wide-awake soul of my 
Amy. When she rocks in its cradle the babe the young par- 
ents intrust to her heedj when she calls the kine to the milk- 
ing, the chicks to their corn; when she but flits through my 
room to renew the flowers on the stand, or range in neat order 
the books that I read, no spell on her fancy could lead her a 
step from the range of her provident cares! At day she is 
contented to be on the commonplace earth; at evening she 
and I knock together at the one door of heaven, which opes 
to thanksgiving and prayer; and thanksgiving and prayer 
send us back, calm and hopeful, to the task that each morrow 
renews.” 

I looked up as the old man paused, and in the limpid clear- 
ness of the Australian atmosphere, I saw the child he thus 
praised standing by the garden-gate, looking towards us, and 
though still distant she seemed near. I felt wroth with her. 
My heart so cherished my harmless, defenceless Lilian, that 
I was jealous of the praise taken from her to be bestowed on 
another. 

^^Each of us,” said I, coldly, ^^has his or her own nature, 
and the uses harmonious to that nature’s idiosyncrasy. The 
world, I grant, would get on very ill if women were not more 
or less active!}’' useful and quietly good, like your Amy. But 
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tlie world. woTild lose standards that exalt and refine, if no 
woman were permitted to gain, through the indulgence of 
fancy, thoughts 6xcj[uisite as those which my Lilian con- 
ceived, while thought, alas! flowed out of fancy. I do not 
wound you hy citing your Amy as a type of the mediocre ; I 
do not claim for Lilian the rank we accord to the type of 
genius. But both are alike to such types in this: namely, 
that the uses of mediocrity^ are for every-day life, and the 
uses of genius, amidst a thousand mistakes which mediocrity 
never commits, are to suggest and perpetuate ideas which 
raise the standard of the mediocre to a nobler level. There 
would be fewer Amys in life if there were no Lilian ! as there 
would be far fewer good men of sense if there were no erring 
dreamer of genius ! ” 

^‘You say well, Allen Fenwick. And who should be so 
indulgent to the vagaries of the imagination as the philoso- 
phers who taught your youth to doubt everything in the 
Maker^s plan of creation which could not be mathematically 
proved? ‘The human mind,Vsaid Luther, ‘is like a drunkard 
on horseback; prop it on one side, and it falls on the other.’ 
So the man who is much too enlightened to believe in a peas- 
ant’s religion, is always sure to set up some insane supersti- 
tion of his own. Open biographical volumes wherever you 
please, and the man who has no faith in religion is a man 
who has faith in a nightmare. See that type of the elegant 
sceptics, — Lord Herbert of Cherbury. He is writing a book 
against Revelation; he asks a sign from heaven to tell him if 
his book is approved by his Maker, and the man who cannot 
believe in the miracles performed by his Saviour gravely 
tells us of a miracle vouchsafed to himself. Take the hardest 
and strongest intellect which the hardest and strongest race 
of mankind ever schooled and accomplished. See the greatest 
of great men, the great Julius Cmsar! Publicly he asserts in 
the Senate that the immortality of the soul is a vain chimera. 
He professes the creed which Roman voluptuaries deduced 
from Epicurus, and denies all Divine interference in the 
affairs of the earth. A great authority for the Materialists — 
they have none greater! They can show on their side no in- 
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tellect equal to Osesar^s ! And yet this magnij&cent freethinker, 
rejecting a soul and a Deity, habitually entered his chariot 
muttering a charm; crawled on his knees up the steps of a 
temple to propitiate the abstraction called 'Nemesis; ’ and 
did not cross the Rubicon till he had consulted the omens. 
What does all this prove? — a very simple truth. Man has 
some instincts with the brutes; for instance, hunger and 
sexual love. Man has one instinct peculiar to himself, found 
universally (or with alleged exceptions in savage States so 
rare, that they do not affect the general law ^ ), — an instinct 
of an invisible power without this earth, and of a life beyond 
the grave, which that power vouchsafes to his spirit. But 
the best of us cannot violate an instinct with impunity. Re- 
sist hunger as long as you can, and, rather than die of star- 
vation, your instinct will make you a cannibal ; resist love 
when youth and nature impel to it, and what pathologist does 
not track one broad path into madness or crime? So with the 
noblest instinct of all. Reject the internal conviction by 
which the grandest thinkers have sanctioned the hope of the 
humblest Christian, and you are servile at once to some faith 
inconceivably more hard to believe. The imagination will 
not be withheld from its yearnings for vistas beyond the 
walls of the flesh, and the span of the present hour. Phi- 
losophy itself, in rejecting the healthful creeds by which 
man finds his safeguards in sober prayer and his guide 
through the wilderness of visionary doubt, invents systems 
compared to which the mysteries of theology are simple. 

^ It seems extremely doubtful whether the very few instances in which it 
has been asserted that a savage race has been fonnd without recognition of a 
Deity and a future state would bear searching examination. It is set forth, 
for example, in most of the popular works on Australia, that the Australian 
savages have no notion of a Deity or a Hereafter, that they only worship a 
devil, or evil spirit. This assumption, though made more peremptorily, and 
by a greater number of writers than any similar one regarding other savages, 
is altogether erroneous, and has no other foundation than the ignorance of the 
w'riters. The Australian savages recognize a Deity, hut He is too august for 
a name in their own language ; in English they call Him the Great Master, — 
an expression synonymous with “ The Great Lord.'" They believe in a here- 
after of eternal joy, and place it amongst the stars. — See Strzelecki’s Physical 
Descriptionof 'New South Wales. 
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Suppose any man of strong, plain understanding had never 
heard of a Deity like Him whom we Christians adore, then 
ask this man which he can the better comprehend in his 
mind, and accept as a natural faith, — namely, the simple 
Christianity of his shepherd or the Pantheism of Spinoza? 
Place before an accomplished critic (who comes with a per- 
fectly unprejudiced mind to either inquiry), first, the argu- 
ments of David Hume against the gospel miracles, and then 
the metaphysical crotchets of David Hume himself. This 
subtle philosopher, not content, with Berkeley, to get rid of 
matter, — not content, with Condillac, to get rid of spirit or 
mind, — proceeds to a miracle greater than any his Maker has 
yet vouchsafed to reveal. He, being then alive and in the 
act of writing, gets rid of himself altogether. Nay, he con- 
fesses he cannot reason with any one who is stupid enough to 
think he has a self. His words are : ‘ What we call a mind 
is nothing but a heap or collection of different perceptions or 
objects united together by certain relations, and supposed, 
though falsely, to be endowed with perfect simplicity and 
identity. If any one, upon serious and candid reflection, 
thinks he has a different notion of himself, I must confess I 
can reason with him no longer.^ Certainly I would rather 
believe all the ghost stories upon record than believe that I 
am not even a ghost, distinct and apart from the perceptions 
conveyed to me, no matter how, — just as I am distinct and 
apart from the furniture in mj^ room, no matter whether I 
found it there or whether I bought it. If some old cosmogo- 
nist asked you to believe that the primitive cause of the solar 
system was not to be traced to a Divine Intelligence, but to 
a nebulosity, originally so difiused that its existence can 
with difficulty be conceived, and that the origin of the pres- 
ent system of organized beings equally dispensed with the 
agency of a creative mind, and could be referred to molecules 
formed in the water by the power of attraction, till by modi- 
fications of cellular tissue in the gradual lapse of ages, one 
monad became an oyster and another a Man, — would you not 
say this cosmogony could scarce have misled the human un- 
derstanding even in the earliest dawn of speculative inquiry? 
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Yel Mcli ai^e the liypoth^^ the desire to philoso- 

phize away that simple proposition of a Divine First Cause, 
which every child can comprehend, led two of the greatest 
geniuses and profoundest reasoners of modern times,— La 
riace and La March. ^ Certainly, the more you examine 
those arch phantasinagorists, the philosophers who would 
leave nothing in the universe but their own delusions,, the 
more your intellectual pride may be humbled. The wild- 
est phenomena which have startled you are not more extrava- 
gant than the grave explanations which intellectual presump- 
tion adventures on the elements of our own organism and 
the relations between the world of matter and the world of 
ideas.” 

Here our conversation stopped, for Amy had now joined us, 
and, looking up to reply, I saw the child’s innocent face be- 
tween me and the furrowed brow of the old man. 


CHAPTER LXXII. 

I TUBNBB back alone. The sun was reddening the summits 
of the distant mountain-range, but dark clouds, that por- 
tended rain, were gathering behind my way and deepening 
the shadows in many a chasm and hollow which volcanic fires 
had wrought on the surface of uplands undulating like dilu- 
vian billows fixed into stone in the midst of their stormy 
swell. I wandered on and away from the beaten track, ab- 
sorbed in thought. Could I acknowledge in Julius Faber’s 
conjectures any basis for logical ratiocination; or were they 
not the ingenious fancies of that empirical Philosophy of 
Sentiment by which the aged, in the decline of severer facul- 
ties, sometimes assimilate their theories to the hazy romance 
of youth? I can well conceive that the story I tell will be 

1 See the observations on La Place and La March in the Introduction to 
Kirby's Bridgewater Treatise ■ , 
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regarded by most as a wild and fantastic fable; that by some 
it may be considered a vehicle for guesses at various riddles 
of Nature, without or within us, which are free to the license 
of romance, though forbidden to the caution of science. But, 
I — I — know unmistakably my own identity, my own posi- 
tive place in a substantial universe. And beyond that knowl- 
edge, what do I know? Yet had Faber no ground for his 
startling parallels between the chimeras of superstition and 
the alternatives to faith volunteered by the metaphysical 
speculations of knowledge? On the theorems of Condillac, 
I, in common with numberless contemporaneous students 
(for, in my youth, Condillac held sway in the schools, as 
now, driven forth from the schools, his opinions float loose 
through the talk and the scribble of men of the world, who 
perhaps never opened his page), — on the theorems of Con- 
dillac I had built up a system of thought designed to immure 
the swathed form of material philosophy from all rays and 
all sounds of a world not material, as the walls of some blind 
mausoleum shut out, from the mummy within, the whisper 
of winds and the gleaming of stars. 

And did not those very theorems, when carried out to their 
strict and completing results by the close reasonings of 
Hume, resolve my own living identity, the one conscious in- 
divisible ME, into a bundle of memories derived from the 
senses which had bubbled and duped my experience, and re- 
duce into a phantom, as spectral as that of the Luminous 
Shadow, the whole solid frame of creation? 

While pondering these questions, the storm whose fore- 
warnings I had neglected to heed burst forth with all the 
suddenness peculiar to the Australian climes. The rains 
descended like the rushing of floods. In the beds of water- 
courses, which, at noon, seemed dried up and exhausted, the 
torrents began to swell and to rave ; the gray crags around 
them were animated into living waterfalls. I looked round, 
and the landscape was as changed as a scene that replaces a 
scene on the player's stage. I was aware that I had wan- 
dered far from my home, and I knew not what direction I 
should take to regain it. Close at hand, and raised above 
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the torrents that now rushed in many a gully and tributary 
creekj around and before me, the mouth of a deep cave, over* 
grown with bushes and creeping flowers tossed wildly to and 
fro between the rain from above and the spray of cascades 
below, offered a shelter from the storm. I entered, — scaring 
innumerable flocks of bats striking against me, blinded by 
the glare of the lightning that followed me into the cavern, 
and hastening to resettle themselves on the pendants of 
stalactites, or the jagged buttresses of primaeval wall. 

From time to time the lightning darted into the gloom and 
lingered amongst its shadows; and I saw, by the flash, that 
the floors on which I stood were strewed with strange bones, 
some amongst them the fossilized relics of races destroyed by 
the Deluge. The rain continued for more than two hours 
with unabated violence ; then it ceased almost as suddenly as 
it had come on, and the lustrous moon of Australia burst 
from the clouds shining bright as an English dawn, into the 
hollows of the cave. And then simultaneously arose all the 
choral songs of the wilderness, — creatures whose voices are 
heard at night, — the loud whir of the locusts, the musical 
boom of the bullfrog, the cuckoo note of the morepork, and, 
mournful amidst all those merrier sounds, the hoot of the 
owl, through the wizard she-oaks and the pale green of the 
gum-trees. 

I stepped forth into the open air and gazed, first instinc- 
tively on the heavens, next, with more heedful eye, upon the 
earth. The nature of the soil bore the evidence of volcanic 
fires long since extinguished. Just before my feet, the rays 
fell full upon a bright yellow streak in the block of quartz 
half imbedded in the soft moist soil. In the midst of all the 
solemn thoughtvS and the intense sorrows which weighed upon 
heart and mind, that yellow gleam startled the mind into a 
direction remote from philosophy, quickened the heart to a 
beat that chimed with no household affections. Involuntarily 
I stooped; impulsively I struck the block with the hatchet, 
or tomahawk, I carried habitually about me, for the purpose 
of marking the trees that I wished to clear from the waste of 
my broad domain; The q^uartz was shattered by the stroke^ 
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and left disbnried its glittering treasure. Mj first glance 
had not deceived me. I, vain seeker after knowledge, had, 
at least, discovered gold. I took up the bright metal-— gold! 

I paused; I looked round; the land that just before had 
seemed to me so worthless took the value of Ophir. Its feat- 
ures had before been as unknown to me as the Mountains of 
the Moon, and now my memory became wonderfully quick- 
ened. I recalled the rough map of my possessions, the first 
careless ride round their boundaries. Yes, the land on which 
I stood — for miles, to the spur of those farther mountains — 
the land was mine, and, beneath its surface, there was gold! 

I closed my eyes; for some moments visions of boundless 
wealth, and of the royal power which such wealth could com- 
mand, swept athwart my brain. But my heart rapidly settled 
back to its real treasure. “What matters,” I sighed, “all 
this dross? Could Ophir itself buy back to my Lilianas smile 
one ray of the light which gave ^ glory to the grass and splen- 
dour to the flower ” 

So muttering, I flung the gold into the torrent that raged 
below, and went on through the moonlight, sorrowing si- 
lently, — only thankful for the discovery that had quickened 
my reminiscence of the landmarks by which to steer my way 
through the wilderness. 

The night was half gone, for even when I had gained the . 
familiar track through the pastures, the swell of the many 
winding creeks that now intersected the way obliged me often 
to retrace my steps ; to find, sometimes, the bridge of a felled 
tree which had been providently left unremoved over the now 
foaming torrent, and, more than once, to swim across the cur- 
rent, in which swimmers less strong or less practised would 
have been dashed down the falls, where loose logs and torn, 
trees went clattering and whirling: for I was in danger of life. 

A band of the savage natives were stealthily creeping on my 
track, — the natives in those parts were not then so much 
awed by the white man as now. A boomerang ^ had whirred 
by me, burying itself amongst the herbage close before my 
feet. I had turned, sought to find and to face these dastardly 
5 A missile weapon peculiar to the Australian savages. 
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foes; they contrived to elude me. But when I moved on, 
my ear, sharpened by danger, heard them moving, too, in my 
rear. Once only three hideous forms suddenly faced me, 
springing up from a thicket, all tangled with honeysuckles 
and creepers of blue and vermilion. I walked steadily up to 
them. They halted a moment or so in suspense; but perhaps 
they were scared by my stature or awed by my aspect; and 
the Unfamiliar, though Human, had terror for them, as the 
Unfamiliar, although but a Shadow, had had terror for me. 
They vanished, and as quickly as if they had crept into the 
earth. 

At length the air brought me the soft perfume of my well- 
known acacias, and mj house stood before me, amidst English 
flowers and English fruit-trees, under the effulgent Australian 
moon. J ust as I was opening the little gate which gave ac- 
cess from the pasture-land into the garden, a figure in white 
rose up from under light, feathery boughs, and a hand was 
laid on my arm. I started; but my surprise was changed 
into fear when I saw the pale face and sweet eyes of Lilian, 
Heavens! you here! you! at this hour! Lilian, what is 
this? 

‘^Hush!’’ she whispered, clinging to me; ‘^hush! do not 
tell: no one knows. I missed you when the storm came on; 
I have missed you ever since. Others went in search of you 
and came back. 1 could not sleep, but the rest are sleeping, 
so I stole down to watch for you. Brother, brother, if any 
harm chanced to you, even the angels could not comfort me; 
all would be dark, dark! But you are safe, safe, safe! ” 
And she clung to me yet closer. 

“Ah, Lilian, Lilian, your vision in the hour I first beheld 
you was indeed prophetic, — ‘each has need of the other. ^ 
Do you remember? ’’ 

“Softly, softly,” she said, “let me think!” She stood 
quietly by my side, looking up into the sky, with all its 
numberless stars, and its solitary moon now sinking slow 
behind the verge of the forest. “It comes back to me,” she 
murmured softly, — “the Long ago, — the sweet Long ago! ” 

I held my breath to listen. 
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^‘Tlierej tliere!^^ she resumed, pointing to the heavens; 
“do you see? You are there, and my father, and — and — 
Oh! that terrible face, those serpent eyes, the dead man’s 
skull! Save me! save me!” 

She bowed her head upon my bosom, and I led her gently 
back towards the house. As we gained the door which she 
had left open, the starlight shining across the shadowy gloom 
within, she lifted her face from my breast, and cast a hurried 
fearful look round the shining garden, then into the dim re- 
cess beyond the threshold. 

“ It is there — there ! — the Shadow that lured me on, whis- 
pering that if I followed it I should join my beloved. False, 
dreadful Shadow! it will fade soon, — fade into the grinning 
horrible skull. Brother, brother, where is my Allen? Is 
he dead — dead — or is it I who am dead to him?” 

I could but clasp her again to my breast, and seek to mantle 
her shivering form with my dripping garments, all the while 
my eyes — following the direction which hers had taken — 
dwelt on the walls of the nook within the threshold, half lost 
in darkness, half white in starlight. And there I, too, be- 
held the haunting Luminous Shadow, the spectral effigies of 
the mysterious being, whose very existence in the flesh was 
a riddle unsolved by my reason. Distinctly I saw the 
Shadow, but its light was far paler, its outline far more 
vague, than when I had beheld it before. I took courage, as 
I felt Lilian’s heart beating against my own. I advanced, 
I crossed the threshold, — the Shadow was gone. 

“There is no Shadow here, — no phantom to daunt thee, 
my life’s life,” said I, bending over Lilian. 

“It has touched me in passing; I feel it — cold, cold, 
cold!” she answered faintly. 

I bore her to her room, placed her on her bed, struck a 
light, watched over her. At dawn there was a change in her 
face, and from that time health gradually left her; strength 
slowly, slowly, yet to me perceptibly, ebbed from her lif® 
■away. : 


A fcJTKAHaE .BTOMI* 


403 


CHAPTEE LXXIIL 

Months upon months have rolled on since the night in 
which Lilian had watched for my coining amidst the chilling 
airs under the haunting moon. I have said that from the 
date of that night her health began gradually to fail, but in 
her mind there was evidently at work some slow revolution. 
Her visionary abstractions were less frequent; when they 
occurred, less prolonged. There was no longer in her soft 
face that celestial serenity which spoke her content in her 
dreams, but often a look of anxiety and trouble. She was 
even more silent than before; but when she did speak, there 
were now evident some struggling gleams of memory. She 
startled us, at times, by a distinct allusion to the events and 
scenes of her early childhood. . More than once she spoke of 

commonplace incidents and mere acquaintances at L~ . At 

last she seemed to recognize Mrs. Ashleigh as her mother 5 
but me, as Alien Fenwick, her betrothed, her bridegroom, no! 
Once or twice she spoke to me of her beloved as of a stranger 
to myself, and asked me not to deceive her should she ever 
see him again? There was one change in this new phase of 
her state that wounded me to the quick. She had always 
previously seemed to welcome my presence; now there were 
hours, sometimes days together, in which my presence was 
evidently painful to her. She would become agitated when I 
stole into her room, make signs to me to leave her, grow yet 
more disturbed if I did not immediately obey, and become 
calm again when I was gone. 

Faber sought constantly to sustain my courage and admin- 
ister to my hopes by reminding me of the prediction he had 
hazarded, — namely, that through some malady to the frame 
the reason would be ultimately restored. 

He said, “Observe! her mind was first roused from its 
slumber by the atectionate, unconquered impulse of her 
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lieart. Yon were absent; tbe storm alarmed ber^ sbe missed 
yon, — feared for you. Tbe love witbin ber^ not alienated^ 
tbongb latent, drew her thoughts into definite human tracks. 
And thus, tbe words that you tell me she uttered when you 
appeared before her were words of love, stricken, though as 
yet irregularly, as tbe winds strike tbe harp-strings from 
chords of awakened memory. Tbe same unwonted excite- 
ment, together with lengthened exposure to the cold night- 
air, will account for the shock to her physical system, and 
the languor and waste of strength by which it has been 
succeeded.’’ 

Ay, and the Shadow that we both saw within the thresh- 
old. What of that? ” 

Are there no records on evidence, which most physicians 
of very extended practice will perhaps allow that their expe- 
rience more or less tend to confirm — no records of the singu- 
lar coincidences between individual impressions which are 
produced by sympathy? Now, whether you or your Lilian 
were first haunted by this Shadow I know not. Perhaps be- 
fore it appeared to you in the wizard’s chamber it had ap- 
peared to her by the Monks’ Well. Perhaps, as it came to 
you in the prison, so it lured her through the solitudes, asso- 
ciating its illusory guidance with dreams of you. And again, 
when she saw it within your threshold, your fantasy, so ab- 
ruptly invoked, made you see with the eyes of your Lilian! 
Does this doctrine of sympathy, though by that very mystery 
you two loved each other at first,— though, without it, love 
at first sight were in itself an incredible miracle, — does, I 
say, this doctrine of sympathy seem to you inadmissible? 
Then nothing is left for us but to revolve the conjecture I 
before threw out. Have certain organizations like that of 
Margrave the power to impress, through space, the imagina- 
tions of those over whom they have forced a control? I know 
not. But if they have, it is not supernatural; it is but one 
of those operations in Nature so rare and exceptional, and of 
which testimony and evidence are so imperfect and so liable 
to superstitious illusions, that they have not yet been traced 
~as^ if truthful, no doubt they can be, by the patient geniua 
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of science to one of those secondary causes by wliicli the 

Creator ordains that Nature shall act on Man.” 

By degrees I became dissatisfied with my conversations 
with Faber. I yearned for explanations; all guesses but be- 
wildered me more. la his family^ with one exception;, I 
found no congenial association. His nephew seemed to me 
an ordinary specimen of a very trite human nature,- — a young 
man of limited ideas, fair moral tendencies, going mechani- 
cally right where not tempted to wrong. The same desire of 
gain which had urged him to gamble and speculate when 
thrown in societies rife with such example, led him, now 
in the Bush, to healthful, industrious, persevering labour. 
‘^Spes fovet agricolas,” says the poet; the same Hope which 
entices the fish to the hook impels the plough of the husband- 
man. The young farmer^s young wife was somewhat supe- 
rior to him; she had more refinement of taste, more culture 
of mind, but, living in his life, she was inevitably levelled to 
his ends and pursuits ; and, next to the babe in the cradle, no 
object seemed to her so important as that of guarding the 
sheep from the scab and the dingoes. I was amazed to see 
how quietly a man whose mind was so stored by life and by 
books as that of Julius Faber — a man who had loved the 
clash of conflicting intellects, and acquired the rewards of 
fame — could accommodate himself to the cabined range of 
his kinsfolks’ half -civilized existence, take interest in their 
trivial talk, find varying excitement in the monotonous house- 
hold of a peasant-like faxmer. I could not help saying as 
much to him once. ^‘My friend,” replied the old man, 

believe me that the happiest art of intellect, however lofty, 
is that which enables it to be cheerfully at home with the 
Eeal!” 

The only one of the family in which Faber was domesti- 
cated in wiiom I found an interest, to whose talk I could lis- 
ten without fatigue, was the child Amy. Simple though she 
was in language, X->atient of labour as the most laborious, I 
recognized in her a quiet nobleness of sentiment, which ex- » 
alted above the commonplace the acts of her commonplace 
life. She had no precocious intellect, no enthusiastic fan- 
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ciesj but she Rad an exquisite activity of heart. It was her 
heart that animated her sense of duty, , and made duty a 
sweetness and a joy. She felt to the core the kindness of 
those around her; exaggerated, with the warmth of her grati- 
tude, the claims which that kindness imposed. Even for the 
blessing of life, which she shared with all creation, she felt as 
if singled out by the undeserved favour of the Creator, and 
thus was filled with religion, because she was filled with love. 

My interest in this child was increased and deepened by 
my saddened and not wholly unremorseful remembrance of 
the night on which her sobs had pierced my ear,— - the night 
from which I secretly dated the mysterious agencies that had 
wrenched from their proper field and career both my mind 
and my life. But a gentler interest endeared her to my 
jL;;, thoughts in the pleasure that Lilian felt in her visits, in the 

I alfectionate intercourse that sprang up between the afflicted 

" sufierer and the harmless infant. Often when we failed to 

comprehend some meaning which Lilian evidently wished to 
convey to us — wc, her mother and her husband — she was 
understood with as much ease by Amy, the unlettered child, 
as by Faber, the gray-haired thinker. 

« How is it, — how is it?^^ I asked, impatiently and jeal- 
ously, of Faber. Love is said to interpret where wisdom 
fails, and you yourself talk of the marvels which sympathy 
may effect between lover and beloved ; yet when, for days 
together, I cannot succeed in unravelling Lilian’s wish or her 
thought — and her own mother is equally in fault — you or 
Amy, closeted alone with her for five minutes, comprehend 
and are comprehended” 

Allen,” answered Faber, ^^Amy and I believe in spirit; 
and she, in whom mind is dormant but spirit awake, feels iu 
such belief a sympathy which she has not, in that respect, 
with yourself, nor even , with her mother. You seek only 
through your mind to conjecture hers. Her mother has sense 
clear enough where habitual experience can guide it, but that 
sense is confused, and forsakes her when forced from the 
regular pathway in which it has been accustomed to trea^^^^^ 
Amy and I through soul guess at soul, and though mostly 
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contented with, eartli, we can both rise at times into heaven. 
We, pray.”,. 

^^ Alas! ^^ said Ij half mournfully, half angrily, ^‘when 
you thus speak of Mind as distinct from Soul, it was only 
in that Vision which you bid me regard as the illusion of 
a fancy stimulated by chemical vapours, producing on the 
brain an effect similar to that of opium or the inhalation 
of the oxide gas, that I have ever seen the silver spark of 
the Soul distinct from the light of the Mind. And hold- 
ing, as I do, that all intellectual ideas are derived from 
the experiences of the body, whether I accept the theory of 
Locke, or that of Condillac, or that into which their proposi- 
tions reach their final development in the wonderful subtlety 
of Hume, I cannot detect the immaterial spirit in the ma- 
terial substance, — much less follow its escape from the or- 
ganic matter in which the principle of thought ceases with 
the principle of life. When the metaphysician, contending 
for the immortality of the thinking faculty, analyzes Mind, 
his analysis comprehends the mind of the brute, nay, of the 
insect, as well as that of man. Take Keid’s definition of 
Mind, as the most comprehensive which I can at the moment 
remember: ‘By the mind of a man we understand that in him 
which thinks, remembers, reasons, and wills. ^ But this defi- 
nition only distinguishes the mind of man from that of the 
brute by superiority in the same attributes, and not by attri- 
butes denied to the brute. An animal, even an insect, thinks, 
remembers, reasons, and willsA Few naturalists will now 

^ Are intelligence and instinct, thus differing in their relative proportion 
in man as compared with all other animals, yet the same in kind and manner 
of operation in both? To this question we must give at once an affilrmative 
answer. The expression of Cuvier, regarding the faculty of reasoning in 
lower animals, ‘ Leur intelligence execute des operations du meme genre,' is 
true in its full sense. We can in no manner define reason so as to exclude 
acts which are at every moment present to our observation, and which we find 
in many instances to contravene the natural instincts of the species. The 
demeanour and acts of the dog in reference to his master, or the various uses 
to which he is put by man, are as strictly logical as those we witness in the 
ordinary transactions of life.” — Sir Henry Holland, chapters on ‘'Mental 
Physiology,” p. 220. 

The whole of the chapter on Instincts and Habits in this work should be 
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support the doctrine that all the mental operations of brute 
or insect are to be exclusively referred to instincts j and, even 
if they do, the word ‘instinct’ is a very vague word, — loose 
and large enough to cover an abyss which our knowledge has 
not sounded. And, indeed, in proportion as an animal like 
the dog becomes cultivated by intercourse, his instincts grow 
weaker, and his ideas formed by experience (namely, his 
mind), more developed, often to the conquest of the instincts 
themselves. Hence, with his usual candour, Dr. Abercrombie 
— in contending ‘that everything mental ceases to exist after 
death, when we know that everything corporeal continues to 
exist, is a gratuitous assumption contrary to every rule of 
philosophical inquiry’ — feels compelled, by his reasoning, 
to admit the probability of a future life even to the lower 
animals. His words are: ‘To this mode of reasoning it has 
been objected tha,t it would go to establish an immaterial 
principle in the lower animals which in them exhibits many 
of the phenomena of mind. I have only to answer, Be it so. 
There are in the lower animals many of the phenomena of 
mind, and with regard to these, we also contend that they 
are entirely distinct from anything we know of the proper- 
ties of matter, which is all that we mean, or can mean, by 
being immaterial. ’ ^ Am I then driven to admit that if man’s 
mind is immaterial and imperishable, so also is that of the 
ape and the ant? ” 

“I own,” said Faber, with his peculiar smile, arch and 
genial, “that if I were compelled to make that admission, it 
would not shock my pride. I do not presume to set any limit 
to the goodness of the Creator j and should be as humbly 
pleased as the Indian, if in — 

yonder sky, 

My faithful dog should bear me company/ 

You are too familiar with the works of that Titan in wisdom 
and error, Descartes, not to recollect the interesting corre- 

read in connection with the passage just quoted. The work itself, at once 
cautious and suggestive, is not one of the least obligations which philosophy 
and religion alike owe to the lucubrations of English medical men. 

1 Abercrombie's Intellectual Powers, p. 26. (15th Edition.) 
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spondenee between the urbane pbilosopber and onr combative 
countryman, Henry More, ^ on this very subject; in which 
certainly More has the best of it when Descartes insists on 
reducing what he calls the soul {Vdni^ of brutes into the 
same kind of machines as man constructs from inorganized 
matter. The learning, indeed, lavished on the insoluble 
question involved in the psychology of the inferior animals 
is a proof at least of the all-inquisitive, redundant spirit of 
inan.^ We have almost a literature in itself devoted to en- 
deavours to interpret the language of brutes.® Dupont de 
^Nemours has discovered that dogs talk in vowels, using only 
two consonants, o, z, when they are angry. He asserts that 
cats employ the same vowels as dogs; but their language is 
more affluent in consonants, including m, n, b, r, v, p. How 
many laborious efforts have been made to define and to con- 
strue the song of the nightingale! One version of that song, 
by Beckstein, the naturalist, published in 1840, I remember 
to have seen. And I heard a lady, gifted with a singularly 
charming voice, chant the mysterious vowels with so exqui- 
site a pathos, that one could not refuse to believe her when 
she declared that she fully comprehended the bird’s meaning, 
and gave to the nightingale’s warble the tender interpreta- 
tion of her own woman’s heart. 

“But leaving all such discussions to their proper place 
amongst the Curiosities of Literature, I come in earnest to 
the question you have so earnestly raised; and to me the dis- 
tinction between man and the lower animals in reference to a 
spiritual nature designed for a future existence, and the men- 
tal operations whose uses are bounded to an existence on 
earth, seems ineffaceably clear. Whether ideas or even per- 
ceptions be innate or all formed by experience is a specula- 

^ CEuvres de Descartes, vol. x. p. 178, et seq. (Cousin’s Edition.) 

2 M. Tissot tlie distinguished Professor of Philosophy at Dijon, in his 
recent work, La Vie dans THomme,” p. 255, gives a long and illustrious list 
of philosophers who assign a rational soul (dme) to the inferior animals, though 
he truly adds, “that they have not always the courage of their opinion.” 

® Some idea of the extent of research and imagination bestowed on this 
subject may be gleaned from the sprightly work of Pierquin de Geixibloas!|, 
" Idiomologie des Animaux,” published at Paris, 1844. 
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tion for metaphysicianSj wliidi, so far as it affects the question 
of an immaterial principle, I am quite willing to lay aside. 
I can well understand that a materialist may admit innate 
ideas in Man, as he must admit them in the instinct of brutes, 
tracing them to hereditary predispositions. On the other 
hand, we know that the most devout believers in our spiritual 
nature have insisted, with Locke, in denying any idea, even 
of the Deity, to be innate. 

“Ent here comes my argument. I care not how ideas are 
formed, — the material point is, how are ca;paoities to re- 
ceive ideas formed ? The ideas may all come from experience, 
but the capacity to receive the ideas must be inherent. I take 
the word ^ capacity^ as a good plain English word, rather than 
the more technical word ^receptivity,^ employed by Kant. 
And by capacity I mean the passive power ^ to receive ideas, 
whether in man or in any living thing by which ideas are re- 
ceived. A man and an elephant is each formed with capaci- 
ties to receive ideas suited to the several places in the universe 
held by each. 

^^The more I look through Kature the more I find that on 
all varieties of organized life is carefully bestowed the capac- 
ity to receive the impressions, be they called perceptions or 
ideas, which are adapted to the uses each creature is intended 
to derive from them. I find, then, that Man alone is endowed 
with the capacity to receive the ideas of a God, of Soul, of 
Worship, of a Hereafter. I see no trace of such a capacity 
in the inferior races; nor, however their intelligence may 
be refined by culture, is such capacity ever apparent in 
them. 

^^Eut wherever capacities to receive impressions are suffi- 
ciently general in any given species of creature to be called 
universal to that species, and yet not given to another spe- 
cies, then, from all analogy throughout Nature, those capaci- 
ties are surely designed by Providence for the distinct use 
and conservation of the species to which they are given. 

‘Mt is no answer to me to say that the inherent capacities 

1 Faculty is active power: capacity is passive power.^’ — Sir W. Hamil- 
ton : Lectures on Metaphysics and Logic, vol. i. p.*l78. 
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tlins bestowed on Man do not suffice in themselves to make 
him form right notions of a Deity or a Hereafter j because it is 
plainly the design of Providence that Man must learn to cor- 
rect and improve all his notions by his own study and observa- 
tion. He must build a hut before he can build a Parthenon; 
he must believe with the savage or the heathen before he can 
! believe with the philosopher or Christian. In a word, in all 

I his capacities, Man has only given to him, not the immediate 

knowledge of the Perfect, but the means to strive towards the 
Perfect* And thus one of the most accomplished of modern 
reasoners, to whoso lectures you must have listened with de- 
light, in your college days, says well : — 

“ ‘ Accordingly the sciences always studied with keenest interest are 
those in a state of progress and uncertainty ; absolute certainty and ab- 
solute completion would be the paralysis of any study, and the last 
worst calamity that could befall Man, as he is at present constituted, 
would be that full and final possession of speculative truth which 
he now vainly anticipates as the consummation of his intellectual 
happiness.’^ 

^^ Well, then, in all those capacities for the reception of 
impressions from external ITature which are given to Man 
I and not to the brutes, I see the evidence of Man^s Soul. I 

; can understand why the inferior animal has no capacity to 

I receive the idea of a Deity and of Worship — simply because 

the inferior animal, even if graciously admitted to a future 
life, may not therein preserve the sense of its identity. I 
can understand even why that sympathy with each other 
which we men possess and which constitutes the great virtue 
; we emphatically call Humanity, is not possessed by the lesser 

animals (or, at least, in a very rare and exceptional degree) 
even where they live in communities, like beavers, or bees, 
or ants; because men are destined to meet, to know, and to 
love each other in the life to come, and the bond between the 
brute ceases here. 

^^Kow the more, then, we examine the inherent capacities 
bestowed distinctly and solely on Man, the more they seem 

^ Sir W. Hamilton’s ‘‘Lectures/’ vol. i. p. 10. 
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to distingnisli him from tlie other races by their compreheii- 
sion of objects beyond his life upon this earth. 

^ Man alone/ says Muller, ‘can conceive abstract notions ; and it is 
in abstract notions — such as time, space, matter, spirit, light, form, 
quantity, essence — that man grounds, not only all philosophy, all 
science, but all that practically improves one generation for the benefit 
of the next’ 

And why? Because all these abstract notions unconsciously 
lead the mind away from the material into the immaterial,-— 
from the present into the future. But if Man ceases to exist 
when he disappears in the grave, you must be compelled to 
affirm that he is the only creature in existence whom Nature 
or Providence has condescended to deceive and cheat by ca- 
pacities for which there are no available objects. How nobly 
and how truly has Chalmers said : — 

‘‘ ‘ What inference shall we draw from this remarkable law in Nature 
that there is nothing waste and nothing meaningless in the feelings 
and faculties wherewith living creatures are endowed ? For each desire 
there is a counterpart object ; for each faculty there is room and op- 
portunity for exercise either in the present or the coming futurity. Now, 
but for the doctrine of immortality, Man would be an exception to this 
law, — he would stand forth as an anomaly in Nature, with aspirations 
in his heart for which the universe had no antitype to offer, with capaci- 
ties of understanding and thought that never were to be followed by ob- 
jects of corresponding greatness tbrougli the whole history of his being ! 

^ With the inferior animals there is a certain squareness of adjust- 
ment, if we may so term it, between each desire and its correspondent 
gratification. The one is evenly met by the other, and there is a ful- 
ness and definiteness of enjoyment up to the capacity of enjoyment. 
Not so with Man, who, both from the vastness of his propensities and 
the vastness of his powers, feels himself chained and beset in a field too 
narrow for him. He alone labours under the discomfort of an incon- 
gruity between his circumstances and his powers ; and unless there be 
new circumstances awaiting him 'in a more advanced state of being, he, 
the noblest of Nature’s products here, would turn out to be the greatest 
of her failures.’^ 

/ Chalmers, “ Bridgewater Treatise,” vol.ii. pp, 28, 30. Perhaps I should 
observe, that here and elsewhere in the dialogues between Faber and Fen- 
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then, I take to be tte proof of Soul in Man, not 
that lie lias a mind — because, as you justly say, inferior 
animals baye that, though in a lesser degree— but because he 
has the capacities to comprehend, as soon as he is capable of 
any abstract ideas whatsoever, the very truths not needed for 
self -conservation on earth, and therefore not given to yonder 
ox and opossum,— namely, the nature of Deity, Soul, Here- 
after. And in the recognition of these truths, the Human 
society, that excels the society of beavers, bees, and ants, by 
perpetual and progressive improvement on the notions in- 
herited from its progenitors, rests its basis. Thus, in fact, 
this world is benefited for men by their belief in the next, 
while the society of brutes remains age after age the same. 
Ijii'either the bee nor the beaver has, in all probability, im- 
proved since the Deluge. 

‘‘But inseparable from the conviction of these truths is the 
impulse of prayer and worship. It does not touch my argu- 
ment when a philosopher of the school of Bolingbroke or 
Lucretius says, ‘that the origin of prayer is in Man^s igno- 
rance of the phenomena of hTature/ That it is fear or igno- 
rance which, ‘when rocked the mountains or when groaned the 
ground, taught the weak to bend, the proud to pray.’ My 
answer is, the brutes are much more forcibly impressed by 
natural phenomena than Man is 5 the bird and the beast 
know before you and I do when the mountain will rock and 
the ground groan, and their instinct leads them to shelter; 
but it does not lead them to prayer. If my theory be right 
that Sou\ is to be sought not in the question whether mental 
ideas be innate or formed by experience, by the sense, by 
association or habit, hut in inTierent capacity to receive 
ideas, then, the capacity bestowed on Man alone, to be im- 
pressed by Kature herself with the idea of a Power superior 
to hTature, with which Power he can establish commune, 
is a proof that to Man alone the Maker has made Na- 
ture itself proclaim His existence,— that to Man alone the 

wick, it has generally been thought better to substitute the words of tha 
author quoted for the mere outline or purport of the quotation which mexnoxy 
afforded to the interlocutor. 
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Deity vouelisafes tlie commxmion with Himself wMch. eome» 
from prayer, 

were this so, said I, ^‘is not , the Creator omni- 
scient? If all-wise, all-foreseeing? If all-foreseeing, all-pre- 
ordaining? Can the prayer of His creature alter the ways of 
His will? ” 

“For the answer to a question/^ returned Faber, “which is 
not unfrequently asked by the clever men of the world, I 
ought to refer you to the skilled theologians who have so 
triumphantly carried the reasoner over that ford of doubt 
which is crossed every day by the infant. But as we have 
not their books in the wilderness, I am contented to draw my 
reply as a necessary and logical sequence from the proposi- 
tions I have sought to ground on the plain observation of 
Nature. I can only guess at the Deity’s Omniscience, or His 
modes of enforcing His power by the observation of His gen- 
eral laws; and of all His laws, I know of none more general 
than the impulse which bids men pray, — which makes Na- 
ture so act, that all the phenomena of Nature we can con- 
ceive, however startling and me:8:perienced, do not make the 
brute pray, but there is not a trouble that can happen to 
Man, but what his impulse is to pray, — always provided, in- 
deed, that he is not a philosopher. I say not this in scorn 
of the philosopher, to whose wildest guess our obligations are 
infinite, but simply because for all which is impulsive to 
Man, there is a reason in Nature which no philosophy can 
explain away. I do not, then, bewilder myself by seeking 
to bind and limit the Omniscience of the Deity to my finite 
ideas. I content myself with supposing that somehow or 
other. He has made it quite compatible with His Omnisci- 
ence that Man should obey the impulse which leads him to 
believe that, in addressing a Deity, he is addressing a tender, 
compassionate, benignant Father, and in that obedience shall 
obtain beneficial results. If that impulse be an illusion, then 
we must say that Heaven governs the earth by a lie; and that 
is impossible, because, reasoning by analogy, all Nature is 
truthful, — that is, Nature gives to no species instincts or 
impulses which are not of service to it. Should I not be a 
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shallow physician if, where I find in the human organization 
a principle or a property so general that I must believe it 
normal to the healthful conditions of that organization, I 
should refuse to admit that Nature intended it for use? 
Reasoning by all analogy, must I not say the habitual neglect 
of its use must more or less injure the harmonious well-being 
of the whole human system? I could have much to add upon 
the point in dispute by which the creed implied in your ques- 
tion would enthrall the Divine mercy by the necessities of its 
Divine wisdom, and substitute for a benignant Deity a relent- 
less Fate. But here I should exceed my province. I am no 
theologian. Enough for me that in all my afflictions, all my* 
perplexities, an impulse, that I obey as an instinct, moves me 
at once to prayer. Do I find by experience that the prayer is 
heard, that the affliction is removed, the doubt is solved? 
That, indeed, would be presumptuous to say. But it is not 
presumptuous to think that by the efficacy of prayer my heart 
becomes more fortified against the sorrow, and my reason 
more serene amidst the doubt.” 

I listened, and ceased to 'argue. I felt as if in that soli- 
tude, and in the pause of my wonted mental occupations, my 
intellect was growing languid, and its old weapons rusting in 
disuse. My pride took alarm. I had so from my boyhood 
cherished the idea of fame, and so glorified the search after 
knowledge, that I recoiled in dismay from the thought that I 
had relinquished knowledge, and cut myself off from fame. 
I resolved to resume my once favourite philosophical pur- 
suits, re-examine and complete the Work to which I had once 
committed my hopes of renown; and, simultaneously, a rest- 
less desire seized me to communciate, though but at brief 
intervals, with other minds than those immediately within 
my reach, — minds fresh from the old world, and reviving the 
memories of its vivid civilization. Emigrants frequently 
passed my doors, but I had hitherto shrunk from tendering 
the hospitalities so universally accorded in the colony. I 
could not endure to expose to such rough strangers my Lilian’s 
mournful affliction, and that thought was not less intolerable 
to Mrs. Ashleigh. I now hastily constructed a log-huilding 
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a few hundred yards from the house, and near the main track 
taken by travellers through the spacious pastures. I trans- 
ported to this building my books and scientific instruments. 
In an upper story I placed my telescopes and lenses, my cru- 
cibles and retorts. I renewed my chemical experiments; I 
sought to invigorate my mind by other branches of science 
which I had hitherto less cultured,— meditated new theories 
on Light and Colour, collected specimens in Natural History, 
subjected animalcules to my microscope, geological fossils 
to my hammer. With all these quickened occupations of 
thought, I strove to distract myself from sorrow, and 
strengthen my reason against the illusion of my fantasy. 
The Luminous Shadow was not seen again on my wall, and 
the thought of Margrave himself was banished. 

In this building I passed many hours of each day; more 
and more earnestly plunging my thoughts into depths of 
abstract study, as Lilian’s unaccountable dislike to my pres- 
ence became more and more decided. When I thus ceased to 
think that my life cheered and comforted hers, my heart’s 
occupation was gone. I had annexed to the apartment re- 
served for myself in the log -hut a couple of spare rooms, in 
which T could accommodate passing strangers. I learned to 
look forward to their coming with interest, and to see them 
depart with regret; yet, for the most part, they were of the 
ordinary class of colonial adventurers, — bankrupt tradesmen, 
unlucky farmers, forlorn mechanics, hordes of unskilled la- 
bourers, now and then a briefless barrister, or a sporting col- 
legian who had lost his all on the Derby. One day, however, 
a young man of education and manners that unmistakably 
proclaimed the cultured gentleman of Europe, stopped at my 
door. He was a cadet of a noble Prussian family, which for 
some political reasons had settled itself in Paris; there he 
bad become intimate with young Erench nobles, and living 
the life of a young French noble had soon scandalized his 
German parents, forestalled his slender inheritance, and been 
compelled to fly his father’s frown and his tailor’s bills. All 
this he told me with a lively frankness which proved how 
much the wit of a German can be quickened in the atmos- 
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phere of Paris. An old college friend, of birtli inferior to 
liis own, had been as unfortunate in seeking to make money 
as this young prodigal had been an adept in spending it. 
The friend, a few years previously, had accompanied other 
Germans in a migration to Australia, and was already thriv- 
ing; the spendthrift noble was on his way to join the bank- 
^•npt trader, at a German settlement fifty miles distant from 
inj house. This young man was unlike any German I ever 
met. He had all the exquisite levity by which the well-bred 
j''’renchman gives to the doctrines of the Cynic the grace of 
the Epicurean. He owned himself to be good for nothing 
with an elegance of candour which not only disarmed censure, 
but seemed to challenge admiration; and, withal, the happy 
spendthrift was so inebriate with hope, — sure that he should 
be rich before he was thirty. How and wherefore rich, he 
could have no more explained than I can square the circle. 
When the grand serious German nature does Frenchify itself, 
it can become so extravagantly French! 

I listened, almost enviously, to this light-hearted profli- 
gate’s babble, as we sat by my rude fireside, — I, sombre man 
of science and sorrow, he, smiling child of idleness and 
pleasure, so much one of Nature’s courtier-like nobles, that 
there, as he smoked his villanous pipe, in his dust-soiled 
shabby garments, and with his ruffianly revolver stuck into 
his belt, I would defy the daintiest Aristarch who ever pre- 
sided as critic over the holiday world not to have said, 
“ There smiles the genius beyond my laws, the born darling 
of the Graces, who in every circumstance, in every age, like 
Aristippus, would have socially charmed; would have been 
welcome to the orgies of a Caesar or a Clodius, to the boudoirs 
of a Montespan or a Pompadour; have lounged through the 
Mulberry Gardens with a Rochester and a Buckingham, or 
smiled from the death-cart, with a Richelieu and a Lauzun, a 
gentleman’s disdain of a mob! ” 

I was so thinking as we sat, his light talk frothing up 
from his careless lips, when suddenly from the spray and 
the sparkle of that light talk was flung forth the name of 
Margrave. 
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Margrave!” I exclaimed. ^‘'Pardon me. Wliat of 

Mm?.” ... . . 

'‘What of him! I asked if, by chance, you knew the only 
Englishman I ever had the meanness to envy?” 

"Perhaps you speak of one person, and I thought of 
another.” 

^^Fardi&ii, my dear host, there can scarcely be two Mar- 
graves ! The one of whom I speak flashed like a meteor upon 
Paris, bought from a prince of the Bourse a palace that might 
have lodged a prince of the blood-royal, eclipsed our Jew 
bankers in splendour, our jeunesse doree iii good looks and 
hair-brain adventures, and, strangest of all, filled his salons 
with philosophers and charlatans, chemists and spirit-rap- 
pers; insulting the gravest dons of the schools by bringing 
them face to face with the most impudent quacks, the most 
ridiculous dreamers, — and yet, withal, himself so racy and 
charming, so hon prince, so hon enfant I For six months he 
was the rage at Paris : perhaps he might have continued to 
be the rage there for six years, but all at once the meteor 
vanished as suddenly as it had flashed. Is this the Margrave 
whom you know? ” 

“I should not have thought the Margrave whom I knew 
could have reconciled his tastes to the life of cities.” 

"Kor could this man: cities were too tame for him. He 
has gone to some far-remote wilds in the East, — some say in 
search of the Philosopher’s Stone; for he actually maintained 
in his house a Sicilian adventurer, who, when at work on that 
famous discovery, was stifled by the fumes of his own cruci- 
ble, After that misfortune, Ma,rgrave toolc Paris in disgust, 
and we lost him.” 

" So this is the only Englishman whom you envy ! Envy 
him? Why? ” 

"Because he is the only Englishman I ever met who con- 
trived to be rich and yet free from the spleen; I envied Mm be- 
cause one had only to look at his face and see how thoroughly 
he enjoyed the life of which your countrymen seem to bo so 
heartily tired. But now that I have satisfied your curiosity^ 
pray satisfy mine. Who and what is this Englishman? ” 
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Who and what was he supposed at Paris to be? 

^‘Conjectures were numberless. One of your countrymen 
suggested that which was the most generally favoured. This 
gentleman, whose name I forget, but who was one of those old 
roues who fancy themselves young because they live with the 
young, no sooner set eyes upon Margrave, than he exclaimed, 
‘Louis Grayle come to life again, as I saw him forty -four 
years ago I But no — still younger, still handsomer — it must 
be his son! ’ ” 

“Louis Grayle, who was said to be murdered at Aleppo? ” 

“The same. That strange old man was enormously rich; 
but it seems that he hated his lawful heirs, and left behind 
him a fortune so far below that which he was known to pos- 
sess that he must certainly have disposed of it secretly before 
his death. Why so dispose of it, if not to enrich some natu- 
ral son, whom, for private reasons, he might not have wished 
to acknowledge, or point out to the world by the signal be- 
quest of his will? All that Margrave ever said of himself 
and the source of his wealth confirmed this belief. He 
frankly proclaimed himself a natural son, enriched by a 
father whose name he knew not nor cared to know.” 

“It is true. And Margrave quitted Paris for the East. 
When? ” 

“ I can tell you the date within a day or two, for his flight 
preceded mine by a week ; and, happily, all Paris was so busy 
in talking of it, that I slipped away without notice.” 

And the Prussian then named a date which it thrilled 
me to hear, for it was in that very month, and about that 
very day, that the Luminous Shadow had stood within my 
threshold. * 

The young count now struck ofl into other subjects of talk: 
nothing more was said of Margrave. An hour or two after- 
wards he went on his way, and I remained long gazing mus- 
ingly on the embers of the dying glow on my hearth. 


420 


1. STEAHGE STOEf. 


CHAPTEE LXXIV, 

My Work, my Pliilosophical Work — tke ambitious hope 
of my intelieetiial life — how eagerly I returned to it again! 
Par away from my household grief, far away from my hag- 
gard perplexities — neither a Lilian nor a Margrave there! 

As I went over what I had before written, each link in its 
chain of reasoning seemed so serried, that to alter one were 
to derange all ; and the whole reasoning was so opposed to 
the possibility of the wonders I myself had experienced, so 
hostile to the subtle hypotheses of a Faber, or the childlike 
belief of an Amy, that I must have destroyed the entire work 
if I had admitted such contradictions to its design I 

Bnt the work was I myself! — I, in my solid, sober, health- 
ful mind, before the brain had been perplexed by a phantom. 
Were phantoms to be allowed as testimonies against science? 
No; in returning to my Book, I returned to my former Me! 

How strange is that contradiction between our being as 
man and our being as Author ! Take any writer enamoured 
of a system : a thousand things may happen to him every day 
which might shake his faith in that system; and while he 
moves about as mere man, his faith is shaken. But when he 
settles himself back into the phase of his being as author, the 
mere act of taking pen in hand and smoothing the paper be- 
fore him restores his speculations to their ancient mechanical 
train. The system, the beloved system, re-asserts its tyran- 
nic sway, and he either ignores, or moulds into fresh proofs 
of his theory as author, all which, an hour before, had given 
his theory the lie in his living perceptions as man. 

I adhered to my system, — I continued my work. Here, in 
the barbarous desert, was a link between me and the Cities of 
Europe. All else might break down under me. The love I 
had dreamed of was blotted out from the world, and might 
never be restored; my heart might be lonely, my life be an 
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exile^s. My reason might, at last, gite way before the 
spectres which awed my senses, or the sorrow which stormed 
my heart. But here at least was a monument of my rational 
thoughtful Me, — of my individualized identity in multiform 
creation. And my mind, in the noon of its force, would shed 
its light on the earth when my form was resolved to its ele- 
ments. Alas! in this very yearning for the Hereafter, though 
but the Hereafter of a Name, could I see only the craving of 
Mind, and hear not the whisper of Soul! 

The avocation of a colonist, usually so active, had little in- 
terest for me. This vast territorial lordship, in which, could 
I have endeared its possession by the hopes that animate a 
Founder, I should have felt all the zest and the pride of own- 
ership, was but the run of a common to the passing emigrant, 
who would leave no son to inherit the tardy products of his 
labour. I was not goaded to industry by the stimulus of 
need. I could only be ruined if I risked all my capital in the 
attempt to improve. I lived, therefore, amongst my fertile 
pastures, as careless of culture as the English occupant of the 
Highland moor, which he rents for the range of its solitudes. 

I knew, indeed, that if ever I became avaricious, I might 
swell my modest affluence into absolute wealth. I had re- 
visited the spot in which I had discovered the nugget of gold, 
and had found the precious metal in rich abundance just un- 
der the first coverings of the alluvial soil. I concealed my 
discovery from all. I knew that, did I proclaim it, the 
charm of my bush-life would be gone. My fields would be 
infested by all the wild adventurers who gather to gold as 
the vultures of prey round a carcass; my servants would de- 
sert me, my very flocks would be shepherdless ! 

Months again rolled on months. I had just approached the 
close of my beloved Work, when it was again suspended, and 
by an anguish keener than all which I had previously known. 

Lilian became alarmingly ill. Her state of health, long 
gradually declining, had hitherto admitted checkered inter- 
vals of improvement, and exhibited no symptoms of actual 
danger. But now she was seized with a kind of chronic 
fever, attended with absolute privation of sleep, an aversion 
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to CYen the lightest nonrishment, and an acute nervous su®“ 
ceptibility to all the outward impressions of which she had 
long seemed so unconscious; morbidly alive to the faintest 
sound, shrinking from the light as from a torture. Her pre- 
vious impatience at my entrance into her room became ag- 
gravated into vehement emotions, convulsive paroxysms of 
distress; so that Faber banished me from her chamber, and, 
with a heart bleeding at every fibre, I submitted to the cruel 
sentence. 

Faber had taken up his abode in my house and brought 
Amy with him; one or the other never left Lilian, night or 
day. The great physician spoke doubtfully of the case, but 
not despairingly. 

^‘Remember,” he said, ^‘that in spite of the want of sleep, 
the abstinence from food, the form has not wasted as it would 
do were this fever inevitably mortal. It is upon that phe- 
nomenon I build a hope that I have not been mistaken in the 
opinion I hazarded from the first. We are now in the midst 
of the critical struggle between life and reason ; if she pre- 
serve the one, my conviction is that she will regain the other. 
That seeming antipathy to yourself is a good omen. You are 
inseparably associated with her intellectual world; in propor- 
tion as she revives to it, must become vivid and powerful the 
reminiscences of the shock that annulled, for a time, that 
world to her. So I welcome, rather than fear, the over-sus- 
ceptibility of the awakening senses to external sights and 
sounds. A few days will decide if I am right. In this cli- 
mate the progress of acute maladies is swift, but the recovery 
from them is yet more startlingly rapid. Wait, endure, be 
prepared to submit to the will of Heaven; but do not despond 
of its mercy.” 

I rushed away from the consoler, — away into the thick of 
the forests, the heart of the solitude. All around me, there, 
was joyous with life ; the locust sang amidst the herbage ; the 
cranes gambolled on the banks of the creek; the squirrel-like 
opossums frolicked on the feathery boughs. ^‘And what,” 
said I to myself, — ^‘what if that which seems so fabulous in 
the distant being whose existence has bewitched my own, be 
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snl)StaBtially true? What if to some potent medicament Mair- 
grave owes his glorious vitality, his radiant youth? Oh, that 
I had not so disdainfully turned away from his hinted so- 
licitations •— to what? — to nothing guiltier than lawful ex- 
periment. Had I been less devoted a bigot to this vain 
Schoolcraft, which we call the Medical Art, and which, alone 
in this age of science, has made no perceptible progress since 
the days of its earliest teachers — had I said, in the true hu- 
mility of genuine knowledge, ‘these alchemists were men of 
genius and thought; we owe to them nearly all the grand 
hints of our chemical science, — is it likely that they would 
have been wholly drivellers and idiots in the one faith they 
clung to the most? ’ — had I said that, I might now have no 
fear of losing my Lilian. Why, after all, should there not 
be in Nature one primary essence, one master substance, in 
which is stored the specific nutriment of life?” 

Thus incoherently muttering to the woods what my pride 
of reason would not have suffered me gravely to say to my 
fellow-men, I fatigued my tormented spirits into a gloomy 
calm, and mechanically retraced my steps at the decline of 
day. I seated myself at the door of my solitary log-hut, lean- 
ing my cheek upon my hand, and musing. Wearily I looked 
up, roused by a discord of clattering hoofs and lumbering 
wheels on the hollow-sounding grass-track. A crazy groan- 
ing vehicle, drawn by four horses, emerged from the copse of 
gum-trees, — fast, fast along the road, which no such pompous 
vehicle had traversed since that which had borne me — luxu- 
rious satrap for an early colonist — to my lodge in the wil- 
derness. What emigrant rich enough to squander in the hire 
of such an equipage more than its cost in England, could 
thus be entering on my waste domain? An ominous thrill 
shot through me. 

The driver — perhaps some broken-down son of luxury in 
the Old World, fit for nothing in the New World but to ply, 
for hire, the task that might have led to his ruin when plied 
in sport — stopped at the door of my hut, and called out, 
“Friend, is not this the great Fenwick Section, and is not 
yonder long pile of building the Master’s house? ” 
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Before I could answer I heard a faint voice, within the 
vehicle, speaking to the driver; the last nodded, descended 
from his seat, opened the carriage-door, and offered his arm 
to a man, who, waving aside the proffered aid, descended 
slowly and feebly; paused a moment as if for breath, and 
then, leaning on his staff, walked from the road, across the 
sward rank with luxuriant herbage, through the little gate in 
the new-set fragrant wattle-fence, wearily, languidly, halting 
often, till he stood facing me, leaning both wan and emaciated 
hands upon his staff, and his meagre form shrinking deep 
within the folds of a cloak lined thick with costly sables. 
His face was sharp, his complexion of a livid yellow, his eyes 
shone out from their hollow orbits, unnaturally enlarged and 
fatally bright. Thus, in ghastly contrast to his former splen- 
dour of youth and opulence of life, Margrave stood before 
me. 

come to you,” said Margrave, in accents hoarse and 
broken, from the shores of the East. Give me shelter and 
rest. I have that to say which will more than repay you.” 

Whatever, till that moment, my hate and my fear of this 
unexpected visitant, hate would have been inhumanity, fear a 
meanness, conceived for a creature so awfully stricken down. 

Silently, involuntarily, I led him into the house. There he 
rested a few minutes, with closed eyes and painful gasps for 
breath. Meanwhile, the driver brought from the carriage a 
travelling-bag and a small wooden chest or coffer, strongly 
banded with iron clamps. Margrave, looking up as the man 
drew near, exclaimed fiercely, “ Who told you to touch that 
chest? How dare you? Take it from that man, Fenwick! 
Place it here, — here by my side!” 

I took the chest from the driver, whose rising anger at be- 
ing so imperiously rated in the land of democratic equality 
was appeased by the gold which Margrave lavishly flung to 
him. 

^‘Take care of the poor gentleman, squire,” he whispered 
to me, in the spontaneous impulse of gratitude, “I fear he 
will not trouble you long. He must be monstrous rich. Ar- 
rived in a vessel hired all to himself, and a train of ontland- 
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ish atfceadaBtS) wh lie has left behind in the town yonder. 
May I bait my horses in yonr stables? They haye come a 
long way.^^ ; ' 

I pointed to the neighbouring stables, and the man nodded 
his thanks, remounted his box, and drove o& 

I returned to Margrave. A faint smile came to his lips as 
T placed the chest beside him. 

‘‘Ay, ay/’ he muttered. “Safe! safe! I shall soon be 
well again,— very soon! And now I can sleep in peace!” 

I led him into an inner room, in which there was a bed. 
He threw himself on it with a loud sigh of relief. Soon, 
half raising himself on his elbow, he exclaimed, “The chest 
— bring it hither! I need it always beside me! There, 
there! Now for a few hours of sleep; and then, if I can take 
food, or some such restoring cordial as your skill may sug- 
gest, I shall be strong enough to talk. We will talk! we 
will talk!” 

His eyes closed heavily as his voice fell into a drowsy 
mutter : a moment more and he was asleep. 

I watched beside him, in mingled wonder and compassion. 
Looking into that face, so altered yet still so young, I could 
not sternly question what had been the evil of that mystic 
life, which seemed now oozing away through the last sands 
in the hour-glass. I placed my hand softly on his pulse: it 
scarcely beat. I put my ear to his breast, and involuntarily 
sighed, as I distinguished in its fluttering heave that dull, 
dumb sound, in which the heart seems knelling itself to the 
greedy grave! 

Was this, indeed, the potent magician whom I had so 
feared! — this the guide to the Eosicrucian’s secret of life’s 
renewal, in whom, but an hour or two ago, my fancies gulled 
uiy credulous trust! 

But suddenly, even while thus chiding my wild supersti- 
tions, a fear, that to most would seem scarcely less supersti- 
tious, shot across me. Could Lilian be affected by the near 
neighbourhood of one to whose magnetic influence she had 
once been so strangely subjected? I left Margrave still sleep- 
ing, closed and locked the door of the hut, went back to my 
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dwelling, and met Amy at the threshold. Her smile was so 
cheering that I felt at once relieved. 

“Hush!” said the child, putting her finger to her lips, 
“she is so quiet! I was coming in search of yo% with a 
message from her.” 

“ From Lilian to me — what ! to me I ” 

“Hush! About an hour ago, she beckoned me to draw 
near to her, and then said, very softly: ‘Tell Allen that light 
is coining back to me, and it all settles on him — on him. 
Tell him that I pray to be spared to walk by his side on 
earth, hand-in-hand to that heaven which is no dream, Amy. 
Tell him that, — no dream! ’ ” 

While the child spoke my tears gushed, and the strong 
hands in which I veiled my face quivered like the leaf of 
the aspen. And when I could command my voice, I said 
plaintively, — 

“May I not, then, see her? — only for a moment, and an- 
swer her message though but by a look? ” 

“No, no! ” 

“No! Where is Faber? ” 

“Gone into the forest, in search of some herbs, but he gave 
me this note for you.” 

I wiped the blinding tears from my eyes, and read these 
lines: — 

“I have, though with hesitation, permitted Amy to tell you the 
cheering words, by which our beloved patient confirms my belief that 
reason is coming back to her, — slowly, labouringly, but if she survive, 
for pennanent restoration. On no account attempt to precipitate or 
disturb the work of nature. As dangerous as a sudden glare of light to 
eyes long blind and newly regaining vision in the friendly and soothing 
dark would he the agitation that your presence at this crisis would 
cause. Confide in me.” 

I remained broodiug over these lines and over Lilianas mes- 
sage long and silently, while Amy’s soothing whispers stole 
into my ear, soft as the murmurs of a rill heard in the gloom 
of forests. Rousing myself at length, my thoughts returned 
to Margrave. Doubtless he would soon awake. I bade Amy 
bring me such slight nutriment as I thought best suited to 
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Ms enfeebled state, telling her it was for a sick traveller, 
resting bimself in my but. When Amy returned, I took 
from ber tbe little basket with wbicb she was charged, and 
having, meanwhile, made a careful selection from the con- 
tents of my medicine-chest, went back to the hut. I had not 
long resumed my place beside Margrave^s pillow before he 
awoke. 

“What o^clock is it? ” he asked, with an anxious voice. 

“About seven. 

“Not later? That is well; my time is precious.^' 

“Compose yourself, and eat.” 

I placed the food before him, and he partook of it, though 
sparingly, and as if with effort. He then dozed for a short 
time, again woke up, and impatiently demanded the cordial, 
which I had prepared in the mean while. Its effect was 
greater and more immediate than I could have anticipated, 
proving, perhaps, how much of youth there was still left in 
his system, however undermined and ravaged by disease. 
Colour came back to his cheek, his voice grew perceptibly 
stronger. And as T lighted the lamp on the table near us — 
for it was growing dark — he gathered himself up, and spoke 
thus, — 

“You remember that I once pressed on you certain experi- 
ments. My object then was to discover the materials from 
which is extracted the specific that enables the organs of life 
to expel disease and regain vigour. In that hope I sought 
your intimacy,— an intimacy you gave, but withdrew.” 

“Dare you complain? Who and what was the being from 
whose intimacy I shrank appalled? ” 

“Ask what questions you please,” cried Margrave, impa- 
tiently, “later — if I have strength left to answer them; but 
do not interrupt me, while I husband my force to say what 
alone is important to me and to you. Disappointed in the 
hopes I had placed in you, I resolved to repair to Paris, — 
that great furnace of all bold ideas. I questioned learned 
formalists; I listened to audacious empirics. The first, with 
all their boasted knowledge, were too timid to concede my 
premises; the second, with all their speculative daring, too 
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ki^ayisli to let. me trust- to their conelusionS'. I fouud. hut on® 
BaaBj a Sieiliaii^ who comprehended the secrets that are called 
occult, and had the courage to meet Nature and all her agen- 
cies face to face. He believed, and sincerely, that he was 
approaching the grand result, at the very moment when he 
perished from want of the common precautions which a tyro 
in chemistry would have taken. At his death the gaudy city 
became hateful j all its pretended pleasures only served to ex- 
haust life the faster. The true joys of youth are those of the 
wild bird and wild brute, in the healthful enjoyment of 
Nature. In cities, youth is but old age with a varnish. I 
fled to the East; I passed through the tents of the Arabs; I 
was guided — no matter by whom or by what — to the house 
of a Dervish, who had had for his teacher the most erudite 
master of secrets occult, whom I knew years ago at Aleppo — 
Why that exclamation? ’’ 

Proceed. What I have to say will come — later.’’ 

'‘From this Dervish I half forced and half purchased the 
secret I sought to obtain. I now know from what* peculiar 
substance the so-called elixir of life is extracted ; I know also 
the steps of the process through which that task is accom- 
plished. You smile incredulously. What is your doubt? 
State it while I rest for a moment. My breath labours; give 
me more of the cordial.” 

“Need I tell you my doubt? You have, you say, at your 
command the elixir of life of which Gagliostro did not leave 
his disciples the recipe; and you stretch out your hand for a 
vulgar cordial which any village chemist could give you! ” 

“I can explain this apparent contradiction. The process 
by which the elixir is extracted from the material which 
hoards its essence is one that requires a hardihood of courage 
which few possess. This Dervish, who had passed through 
that process once, was deaf to all prayer, and unmoved by all 
bribes, to attempt it again. He was poor; for the secret by 
which metals may he transmuted is not, as the old alchemists 
seem to imply, identical with that by which the elixir of life 
is extracted. He had only been enabled to discover, in the 
niggard strata of the lands within range of his travel, a few 
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scanty morsels of tlie glorious substance. From these he had 
extracted scarcely enough of the elixir to fill a third of that 
little glass which I have just drained. He guarded every 
droj) for himself. Who that holds healthful life as the one 
boon above all price to the living, would waste upon others 
what prolongs and recruits his own being? Therefore, though 
he sold me his secret, he would not sell me his treasure.” 

Any quack may sell you the information how to make not 
only an elixir, but a sun and a moon, and then scare you from 
the experiment by tales of the danger of trying it! How do 
you know that this essence which the Dervish possessed was 
the elixir of life, since, it seems, you have not tried on your'* 
self what elfect its precious drops could produce? Poor 
wretch, who once seemed to me so awfully potent ! do you 
come to the Antipodes in search of a drug that only exists in 
the fables by which a child is amused? ” 

^‘The elixir of life is no fable,” cried Margrave, with a 
kindling of eye, a power of voice, a dilatation of form, that 
startled me in one just before so feeble. “That elixir was 
bright in my veins when we last met. From that golden 
draught of the life-spring of joy I took all that can gladden 
creation. What sage would not have exchanged his weari- 
some knowledge for my lusty revels with Hature? What 
monarch would not have bartered his crown, with its brain- 
ache of care, for the radiance that circled my brows, flashing 
out from the light. that w'^as in me? Oh again, oh again! to 
enjoy the freedom of air with the bird, and the glow of the 
sun with the lizard j to sport through the blooms of the earth, 
Nature’s playmate and darling; to face, in the forest and 
desert, the pard and the lion,— Nature’s bravest and fiercest, 
— her first-born, the heir of her realm, with the rest of her 
children for slaves! ” 

As these words burst from his lips, there was a wild grand- 
eur in the aspect of this enigmatical being which I had never 
beheld in^the former time of his affluent, dazzling youth. 
And, indeed, in his language, and in the thoughts it clothed, 
there was an earnestness, a concentration, a directness, a pur- 
pose, which had seemed wanting to his desultory talk in tib© 


430 


A STRANGE STORY. 


earlier days I expected that reaction of languor and ex- 
haustion would follow his vehement outbreak of passion; but, 
after a short pause, he went on with steady accents. His will 
was sustaiiiiug his strength. He was determined to force his 
convictions on me, and the vitality, once so rich, rallied all 
its lingering forces to the aid of its intense desire. 

tell you, then,” he resumed, with deliberate calmness, 
^Hhat, years ago, I tested in my own person that essence 
which is the sovereign medicament. In me, as you saw me 

at L , you beheld the proof of its virtues. Feeble and ill 

as I am now, my state was incalculably more hopeless when 
formerly restored by the elixir. He from whom I then took 
the sublime restorative died without revealing the secret of 
its composition. What I obtained was only just sufficient to 
recruit the lamp of my life, then dying down — and no drop 
was left for renewing the light which wastes its own rays 
in the air that it gilds. Though the Dervish would not 
sell me his treasure, he permitted me to see it. The ap- 
pearance and odour of this essence are strangely peculiar, — 
unmistakable by one who has once beheld and partaken of 
it. In short, I recognized in the hands of the Dervish the 
bright life-renewer, as I had borne it away from the corpse 
of the Sage of Aleppo.” 

^‘Hold! Are you then, in truth, the murderer of Haroun, 
and is your true name Louis Grayle? ” 

am no murderer, and Louis Grayle did not leave me his 
name. I again adjure you to postpone, for this night at least, 
the questions you wish to address to me. 

‘^Seeing that this obstinate pauper possessed that for which 
the pale owners of millions, at the first touch of palsy or 
gout, would consent to be paupers, of course I co%"eted the 
possession of the essence even more than the knowledge of 
the substance from which it is extracted. I had no coward 
fear of the experiment, which this timid driveller had not 
the nerve to renew. But still the experiment might fail. I 
must traverse land and sea to find the fit place for it, while, 
in the rags of the Dervish, the unfailing result of the experi- 
ment was at hand. The Dervish suspected my design, he 
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dreaded my power. He fled on the very nigiit in wMch I 
liad meant to seize wliat lie refused to sell me. After all, I 
sliould liave done Aim no great wrong; for I should have left 
him wealth enough to transport himself to any soil in which 
the material for the elixir maybe most abundant; and the 
desire of life would have given his shrinking nerves the cour- 
age to replenish its ravished store. I had Arabs in my pay, 
who obeyed me as hounds their master. I chased the fugi- 
tive. I came on his track, reached a house in a miserable 
village, in which, I was told, he had entered but an hour be- 
fore. The day was declining, the light in the room imper- 
fect. I saw in a corner what seemed to me the form of the 
Dervish, — stooped to seize it, and my hand closed on an asp. 
The artful Dervish had so piled his rags that they took the 
shape of the form they had clothed, and he had left, as a sub- 
stitute for the giver of life, the venomous reptile of death. 

^‘The strength of my system enabled me to survive the ef- 
fect of the poison; but during the torpor that numbed me, my 
Arabs, alarmed, gave no chase to my quarry. At last, though 
enfeebled and languid, I was again on my horse. Again the 
pursuit, again the track! I learned — but this time by a 
knowledge surer than maii^s — that the Dervish had taken 
his refuge in a hamlet that had sprung up over the site of a 
city once famed through Assyria. The same voice that in- 
formed me of his whereabouts warned me not to pursue. I 
rejected the warning. In my eager impatience I sprang on 
to the chase ; in my fearless resolve I felt sure of the prey. 
I arrived at the hamlet wearied out, for my forces were no 
longer the same since the bite of the asp. The Dervish 
eluded me still ; he had left the floor, on which I sank ex- 
hausted, but a few minutes before my horse stopped at the 
door. The carpet, on which he had rested, still lay on the 
ground. T dismissed the youngest and keenest of my troop 
in search of the fugitive. Sure that this time he would not 
escape, my eyes closed in sleep. 

“How long I slept I know not, — a long dream of solitude, 
fever, and anguish. Was it the curse of the Dervishes car- 
pet? Was it a taint in the walls of the house, or of the air, 
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which broods sickly and rank over places where cities lie 
buried? I know not; but the Pest of the East had seized me 
in slumber. When my senses recoYered I found myself 
alone, plundered of my arms, despoiled of such gold as I had 
carried about me. All had deserted and left me, as the living 
leave the dead whom the Plague has claimed for its own. As 
soon as I could stand I crawled from the threshold. The 
moment my voice was heard, my face seen, the whole squalid 
populace rose as on a wild beast, — a mad dog. I was driven 
from the place with imprecations and stones, as a miscreant 
whom the Plague had overtaken while plotting the death of a 
holy man. Bruised and bleeding, but still defying, I turned 
in wrath on that dastardly rabble ; they slunk away from my 
path, I knew the land for miles around. I had been in that 
land years, long years ago. I came at last to the road which 
the caravans take on their way to Damascus, There I was 
found, speechless and seemingly lifeless, by some European 
travellers. Conveyed to Damascus, I languished for weeks 
between life and death. But for the virtue of that essence, 
which lingered yet in my veins, I could not have survived — 
even thus feeble and shattered. I need not say that I now 
abandoned all thought of discovering the Dervish. I had at 
least his secret, if I had failed of the paltry supply he had 
drawn from its uses. Such appliances as he had told me 
were needful are procured in the East with more ease than in 
Europe. To sum up, I am here, instructed in all the knowl- 
edge, and supplied with all the aids, which warrant me in 
saying, ‘Do you care for new life in its richest enjoyments, if 
not for yourself, for one whom yon love and would reprieve 
from the grave? Then, share with me in a task that a single 
night will accomplish, and ravish a prize by which the life 
that you value the most will be saved from the dust and the 
worm, to live on, ever young, ever blooming, when each in- 
fant, new-born while I speak, shall have passed to the grave, 
Nay, where is the limit to life, while the earth hides the sub- 
stance by which life is renewed? ” 

I give as faithfully as I can recall them the words in which 
Margrave addressed me. But who can guess by cold words 
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tmnscribecl, evea were they artfully ranged by a master of 
language, the effect words produce wlien warm from the 
breath of the speaker? Ask one of an audience wbich some 
orator held enthralled, why his words do not quicken a beat 
in the reader^s pulse, and the answer of one who had listened 
will be, The words took their charm from the voice and the 
eye, the aspect, the manner, the man! ’’ So it was with the 
incomprehensible being before me. Though his youth was 
faded, though his beauty was dimmed, though my fancies 
clothed him with memories of abhorrent dread, though my 
reason opposed his audacious beliefs and assumptions, still he 
charmed and spell-bound me; still he was the mystical fasci- 
nator; still, if the legends of magic had truth for their basis, 
he was the horn magician ^ — as genius, in what calling soever, 
ts born with the gift to enchant and subdue us. 

Constraining myself to answer calmly, I said, ^^You have 
told me your story; you have defined the object of the ex- 
periment in which you ask me to aid. You do right to bid 
me postpone my replies or my questions. Seek to recruit by 
sleep the strength yon have so sorely tasked. To-morrow — 

To-morrow, ere night, yon will decide whether the man 
whom out of all earth I have selected to aid me shall be the 
foe to condemn me to perish! I tell you plainly I need your 
aid, and your prompt aid. Three days from this, and all aid 
will be too late! ” 

I had already gained the door, of the room, when he called 
to me to come back. 

You do not live in this hut, but with your family yonder. 
Do not tell them that I am here; let no one but yourself see 
me as I now am. Lock the door of the hut when you quit 
it. I should not close my eyes if I were not secure from 
intruders.” 

There is but one in my house, or in these parts, whom I 
would except from the interdict you impose. You are aware 
of your own imminent danger; the life, which you believe 
the discovery of a Dervish will indefinitely prolong, seems to 
my eye of physician to hang on a thread. I have already 
formed my own conjecture as to the nature of the disease that 

28 
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enfeebles yon. But I would fain compare that conjecture 
with the weightier opinion of one whose experience and skill 
are superior to mine. Permit me, then, when I return to 
you to-morrow, to bring with me the great physician to whom 
I refer. His name will not, perhaps, be unknown to you: I 
speak of Julius Paber,” 

physician of the schools! I can guess well enough how 
learnedly he would prate, and how little he could do. But 
I will not object to his visit, if it satisfies you that, since I 
should die under the hands of the doctors, I may be per- 
mitted to indulge my owh whim in placing my hopes in a 
Dervish. Yet stay. You have, doubtless, spoken of me to 
this Julius Faber, your fellow-physician and friend? Prom- 
ise me, if you bring him here, that you will not name me,— 
that you will not repeat to him the tale I have told you, or 
the hope which has led me to these shores. What I have told 
you, no matter whether, at this moment, you consider me the 
dupe of a chimera, is still under the seal of the confidence 
which a patient reposes in the physician he himself selects 
for his confidant. I select you, and not Julius Faber! ” 

^‘Be it as you will,” said I, after a moment’s reflection. 

The moment you make yourself my patient, I am bound to 
consider what is best for you. And you may more respect, 
and profit by, an opinion based upon your purely physical 
condition than by one in which yon might suppose the advice 
was directed rather to the disease of the mind than to that of 
the body.” 

“How amazed and indignant your brother-physician will 
be if he ever see me a second time ! How learnedly he will 
prove that, according to all correct principles of science and 
nature, I ought to be dead!” 

He uttered this jest with a faint weary echo of his old 
merry, melodious laugh, then turned his face to the wall; 
and so I left him to repose. 
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CHAPTER LXXV. 

I FOUNB Mrs. AsMeigli waiting for me in our usual sitting- 
room. She was in tears. She had begun to despond of 
liiliaiPs recovery/ and she infected me with her own alarm. 
However, I disguised my participation in her fears, soothed 
and sustained her as I best could, and persuaded her to retire 
to rest. I saw Eaber for a few minutes before I sought my 
own chamber. He assured me that there was no perceptible 
change for the worse in Lilian’s physical state since he had 
last seen me, and that her mind, even within the last few 
hours, had become decidedly more clear. He thought that, 
within the next twenty -four hours, the reason would make a 
strong and successful effort for complete recovery j but he de- 
clined to hazard more than a hope that the effort would not 
exhaust the enfeebled powers of the frame. He himself was 
so in need of a few hours of rest that I ceased to harass him 
with questions which he could not answer, and fears which 
he could not appease. Before leaving him for the night, I 
told him briefly that there was a traveller in my hut smitten 
by a disease which seemed to me so grave that I would ask 
Ids opinion of the ease, if he could accompany me to the hut 
the next morning. 

My own thoughts that night were not such as would suffer 
me to sleep. 

Before Margrave’s melancholy state much of my former 
fear and abhorrence faded away. This being, so exceptional 
that fancy might well invest him with preternatural attri- 
butes, was now reduced by human suffering to human sym- 
pathy and comprehension ; yet his utter want of conscience 
was still as apparent as in his day of joyous animal spirits. 
With what hideous candour he had related his perfidy and 
ingratitude to the man to whom, in his belief, he owed an 
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inestimable obligation, and with wliat insensibility to the 
signal retribution •wMcb in most natures would have awak- 
ened remorse! 

And by what dark hints and confessions did he seem to 
confirm the incredible memoir of Sir Philip Berval! He 
owned that he had borne from the corpse of Harouii the medi- 
cament to which he ascribed his recovery from a state yet 
more hopeless than that under which he now laboured! He 
had alluded, rapidly, obscurely, to some knowledge at his 
command “ surer than man^s.’^ And now, even now the mere 
wreck of his former existence — by what strange charm did 
he still control and confuse my reason? And how was it that 
I felt myself murmuring, again and again, “But what, after 
all, if his hope be no chimera, and if Nature do hide a secret 
by which I could save the life of my beloved Lilian? 

And again and again, as that thought would force itself on 
me, I rose and crept to Lilian’s threshold, listening to catch 
the faintest sound of her breathing. All still, all dark! In 
that sufferer recognized science detects no mortal disease, yet 
dares not bid me rely on its amplest resources of skill to turn 
aside from her slumber the stealthy advance of death; while 
in yon log-hut one whose malady recognized science could not 
doubt to be mortal has composed himself to sleep, confident of 
life ! Eecognized science ? — recognized ignorance ! The science 
of to-day is the ignorance of to-morrow! Every year some 
bold guess lights up a truth to which, but the year before, 
the schoolmen of science were as blinded as moles. 

“What, then,” my lips kept repeating, — “what if Nature 
do hide a secret by which the life of my life can be saved? 
What do we know of the secrets of Nature? What said 
Newton himself of his knowledge? ‘I am like a child pick- 
ing up pebbles and shells on the sand, while the great ocean 
of Truth lies all undiscovered around me! ’ And did Newton 
himself, in the ripest growth of his matchless intellect, hold 
the creed of the alchemists in scorn? Had he not given to 
one object of their research, in the transmutation of metals, 
his days and his nights? Is there proof that he ever con- 
vinced himself that the research was the dream, which 
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\ who are not NewtoiiSj Call it?-^ ■ And that other great sage^ 

inferior only to Newton — the calculating donht-'weigher, 
Descartes — ^ had he not believed in the yet nobler hope of 
the alchemists, — believed in some occult nostrum or pro- 
cess by which human life could attain to the age of the 
j Patriarchs? ” ^ 

: 1 “ Besides the three great subjects of Newton's labours — the fluxional cal- 

culus, physical astronomy, and optics — a very large portion of his time, while 
I resident in his college, was devoted to researches of which scarcely a trace 

remains. Alchemy, which had fascinated so many eager and ambitious 
minds, seems to have tempted Newton with an overwhelming force. What 
theories he formed, what experiments he tried, in that laboratory where, it is 
j said, the lire was scarcely extinguished for weeks together, will never be 

i known. It is certain that no success attended his labours ; and Newton was 

I not a man — like Kepler — to detail to the world all the hopes and disap- 

j pointments, all the crude and mystical fancies, which mixed themselves up 

1 with his career of philosophy. . . . Many years later we find Newton in cor- 

respondence with Locke, with reference to a mysterious red earth by which 
Boyle, who was then recently dead, had asserted that he could effect the 
grand desideratum of multiplying gold. By this time, however, Newton's 
faith had become somewhat shaken by the unsatisfactory communications 
which he had himself received from Boyle on the subject of the golden re- 
cipe, though he did not abandon the idea of giving the experiment a fur- 
ther trial as soon as the weather should become suitable for furnace experi- 
ments.'* — Quarterly Review, No. 220, pp. 125, 126. 
j 2 Southey, in his “ Doctor," vol. vi. p. 2, reports the conversation of Sir 

j Kenelm Digby with Descartes, in which the great geometrician said, “ That 

! as for rendering man immortal, it was what he could not venture to promise, 

I hut that he was very sure he could prolong his life to the standard of the 

I patriarchs." And Southey adds, ** that St. Evremond, to whom Digby re- 

I peated this, says that this opinion of Descartes was well known both to his 

i friends in Holland and in France.” By the stress Southey lays on this hear- 

j say evidence, it is clear that he was not acquainted with the works and 

I biography of Descartes, or he would have gone to the fountain-head for au- 

thority on Descartes’s opinions, — namely, Descartes himself. It is to he 
; wished that Southey had done so, for no one more than he would have ap- 

preciated the exquisitely candid and lovable nature of the illustrious French- 
, man, and the sincerity with which he cherished in his heart whatever doctrine 

he conceived in his understanding. Descartes, whose knowledge of anatomy 
I was considerable, had that passion for the art of medicine which is almost in- 

1 separable from the pursuit of natural philosophy. At the age of twenty-four 

he had sought (in Germany) to obtain initiation into the brotherhood of the 
I Eosicrucians, but unluckily could not discover any member of the society to 

introduce him. “He desired," says Cousin, “ to assure the health of wm» 
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In tiongMs like these the Bight wore away, the moonbeams 
that streamed through my window lighting up the spacious 
solitudes bey ondj — mead and creek, forest-land, moimtaiii- 
topj— and the silence without broken by the wild cry of the 
night hawk and the sibilant melancholy dirge of the shining 
chrysococyxji — bird that never sings but at night, and obsti- 

dimmisli his ills, extend his existence. He was terrified by the rapid and 
almost momentary passage of man upon earth. He believed it was not, per- 
haps, impossible to prolong its duration.” There is a hidden recess of grand- 
eur in this idea, and the means proposed hy Descartes for the execution of 
his project were not less grand. In his Discourse on Method,” Descartes 
says, ^‘If it is possible to find some means to render generally men more wise 
and more able than they have been till now, it is, I believe, in medicine that 
those means must be sought. . . . lam sure that there is no one, even 
in the medical profession, who will not avow that all which one knows of the 
medical art is almost nothing in comparison to that wliich remains to learn, 
and that one could he exempted from an infinity of maladies, both of body 
and mind, and even, perhaps, from the decrepitude of old age, if one had suf- 
ficient lore of their causes and of all the remedies which nature provides for 
them. Therefore, having design to employ all my life in the research of a science 
necessary t and having discovered a path ivhich appears to me such that one ought 
infallibly, in following, to find if one is not hindered prematurely by the 
brevity of life or by the defects of experience, I consider that there is no 
better remedy against those two hindrances than to communicate faithfully 
to the public the little I have found,” etc, (“ Discours de la Methode,” vol. i. 
CEuvres de Descartes, Cousin^s Edition.) And again, in his Correspond- 
ence ” (vol. ix. p. 341 ), he says : The conservation of health has been always 
the principal object of my studies, and I have no doubt that there is a means 
of acquiring much knowledge touching medicine which, up to this time, is 
ignored.” He then refers to his meditated Treatise on Animals as only an 
entrance upon that knowledge. But whatever secrets Descartes may have 
thought to discover, they are not made known to the public according to his 
promise. And in a letter to M. Chanut, written in 1646 (four years before he 
died), he says ingenuously: “Twill tell you in confidence that the notion, 
such as it is, which I have endeavoured to acquire in physical philosophy, 
had greatly assisted me to establish certain foundations for moral philo.sophy ; 
and that I am more easily satisfied upon this point than I am on many otheivs 
touching medicine, to which I have, nevertheless, devoted much more time. 
So that” (adds the grand thinker, with a pathetic nobleness) — “so that, 
instead of finding the means to preserve life, I have found another good, more 
easy and more sure, which is — not to fear death,’* 

^ Chrysococyx lucidus, — namely, the bird popularly called the shining or 
bronzed cuckoo. “ Its note is an exceedingly melancholy whistle, heard at 
%ight, when it is very annoying to any sick or nervous person who may he 
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aately liaunts the roofs of the sick and dying, ominons of 
■•woe and' death. ' 

But up sprang the sun, and, chasing these gloomy sounds, 
out hurst the wonderful chorus of Australian groYes, the 
great kingfisher opening the jocund melodious bahhle with 
the glee of his social laugh. 

And now I heard Baber’s step in Lilian’s room, — heard 
through the door her soft voice, though I could not distin- 
guish the words. It was not long before I saw the kind phy- 
sician standing at the threshold of my chamber. He pressed 
his finger to his lip, and made me a sign to follow him. I 
obeyed, with noiseless tread and stifled breathing. He 
awaited me in the garden under the flowering acacias, passed 
his arm in mine, and drew me into the open pasture-land. 

“Compose yourself,” he then said; “I bring you tidings 
both of gladness and of fear. Your Lilian’s mind is re- 
stored: even the memories which had been swept away by 
the fever that followed her return to her home in L — — are 
returning, though as yet indistinct. She yearns to see you, 
to bless you for all your noble devotion, your generous, great- 
hearted love; but I forbid such interview now. If, in a few 
hours, she become either decidedly stronger or decidedly more 
enfeebled, you shall be summoned to her side. Even if you 
are condemned to a loss for which the sole consolation must 
be placed in the life hereafter, you shall have, at least, the 
last mortal commune of soul with soul. Courage! courage! 
You are man! Bear as man what you have so often bid other 
men submit to endure.” 

1 had flung myself on the ground, — writhing worm that 
had no home but on earth! Man, indeed! Man! All, at 
that moment, I took from manhood was its acute sensibility 
to love and to anguish! 

But after all such paroxysms of mortal pain, there comes a 

inclined to sleep. I have known many instances where the bird has been 
perched on a tree in the vicinity of the room of an invalid, uttering its 
mournful notes, and it was only with the greatest difficulty that it could be 
dislodged from its position.*' — Dr. Bbnnbtt; Gatherings of a Naturalist in 
Australasia, 
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Itrange JulL Thougiit itself halts, like the still hash of 
water between two descending torrents. I rose in a calm, 
which Eaber might well mistake for fortitude. 

Well/^ I said quietly, “fulfil your promise. If Lilian is 
to pass away from me, I shall see her, at least, again; no 
wall, you tell me, between our minds; mind to mind once 
more, — once more!’’ 

“Allen,” said Eaber, mournfully and softly, “why do you 
shun to repeat my words — soul to soul? ” 

“Ay, ay, — I understand. Those words mean that you 
have resigned all hope that Lilian’s life will linger here, 
when her mind comes back in Mi consciousness; I know well 
that last lightning flash and the darkness which swallows 
it up ! ” 

“ You exaggerate my fears. I have not resigned the hope 
that Lilian will survive the struggle through which she is 
passing, but it will be cruel to deceive you -- my hope is 
weaker than it was.” 

“Ay, ay. Again, I understand! Your science is in fault, 
it desponds. Its last trust is in the wonderful resources 
of Nature, the vitality stored in the young! ” 

“You have said, — those resources of Nature are wondrous. 
The vitality of youth is a fountain springing up from the 
deeps out of sight, when, a moment before, we had measured 
the drops oozing out from the sands, and thought that the 
well was exhausted.” 

“Come with me,— come. I told you of another sufferer 
yonder. I want your opinion of his case. But can you be 
spared a few minutes from Lilian’s side? ” 

“Yes; I left her asleep. What is the case that perplexes 
your eye of physician, which is usually keener than mine, 
despite all the length of my practice?” 

“The sufferer is young, his organization rare in its vigour. 
He has gone through and survived assaults upon life that are 
commonly fatal. His system has been poisoned by the fangs 
of a venomous asp, and shattered by the blast of the plague. 
These alone, I believe, would not suffice to destroy him. But 
he is one who has a strong dread of death; and while the 
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heart was tiins languid and feeble, it has been gnawed by 
emotions of hope or of fear. I suspect that lie is dying, not 
from the bite of tlie reptile, not from the taint of the pesti- 
lence, but from the hope and the fear that have overtasked 
the heart’s functions. Judge for yourself.” 

We were now at the door of the hut. I unlocked it: we 
entered. Margrave had quitted his bed, and was pacing the 
room slowly. His step was less feeble, his countenance less 
haggard than on the previous evening. 

He submitted himself to Eaber’s questioning with a quiet 
indifference, and evidently cared nothing for any opinion 
which the great physician might found on his replies. 

When Eaber had learned all he could, he said, with a grave 
smile: see that my advice will have little weight with 

you; such as it is, at least reflect on it. The conclusions to 
which your host arrived in his view of your case, and which 
he confided to me, are, in my humble judgment, correct. I 
have no doubt that the great organ of the heart is involved in 
the cause of your sufferings; but the heart is a noble and 
much-enduring organ. I have known men in whom it has 
been more severely and unequivocally affected with disease 
than it is in you, live on for many years, and ultimately die 
of some other disorder. But then life was held> as yours 
must be held, upon one condition, — repose. I enjoin you to 
abstain from all violent action, to shun all excitements that 
cause moral disturbance. You are young : would you live on, 
you must live as the old. More than this, — it is my duty to 
warn you that your tenure on earth is very precarious; you 
may attain to many years; you may be suddenly called hence 
to-morrow. The best mode to regard this uncertainty with 
the calm in which is your only chance of long life, is so to 
arrange all your worldly affairs, and so to discipline all your 
human anxieties, as to feel always prepared for the summons 
that may come without warning. For the rest, quit this cli- 
mate as soon as you can, — it is the climate in which the blood 
courses too quickly for one who should shun all excitement. 
Seek the most equable atmosphere, choose the most tranquil 
pursuits; and Fenwick himself, in his magnificent pride of 
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stature and strength, may be nearer tbe grave than you 
are.”':.' ■ 

^^Your opinion coincides with that I have just heard? 
asked Margrave, turning to me. 

In much — yes.” 

^^It is more favourable than I should have supposed. I am 
far from disdaining the advice so kindly offered. Permit me, 
in turn, two or three questions, Dr. Faber. Do you prescribe 
to me no drugs from your pharmacopoeia?” 

Drugs may palliate many sufferings incidental to organic 
disease, but drugs cannot reach organic disease itself.” 

^^Do you believe that, even where disease is plainly or- 
ganic, nature herself has no alternative and reparative powers, 
by which the organ assailed may recover itself? ” 

“ A few exceptional instances of such forces in nature are upon 
record; but we must go by general laws, and not by exceptions.” 

^‘Have you never known instances — do yon not at this 
moment know one — in which a patient whose malady baffles 
the doctor^s skill, imagines or dreams of a remedy? Call it 
a whim if you please, learned sir; do you not listen to the 
whim, and, in despair of your own prescriptions, comply with 
those of the patient? ” 

Faber changed countenance, and even started. Margrave 
watched him and laughed. 

‘‘You grant that there are such cases, in which the patient 
gives the law to the physician. Now, apply your experience 
to my case. Suppose some strange fancy had seized upon my 
imagination — that is the doctor^s cant word for all phe- 
nomena which we call exceptional — some strange fancy that 
I had thought of a cure for this disease for which you have 
no drugs ; and suppose this fancy of mine to be so strong, so 
vivid, that to deny me its gratification would produce the 
very emotion from which you warn me as fatal, — storm the 
heart, that you would soothe to repose, by the passions of 
rage and despair, — would you, as my trusted physician, con- 
cede or deny me my whim? ” 

“Can you ask? I should grant it at once, if I had no rea- 
son to know that the thing that you fancied was harmful.” 
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^^Good man and wise doctor! I haYe no otlier question to 
ask. I thank you.” 

Faber looked hard on the young, wan face, over which 
played a smile of triumph and irony; then turned away with 
an expression of doubt and trouble on his own noble counte- 
nance. I followed him silently into the open air. 

“Who and what is this visitor of yours?” he asked 
abruptly, 

“ Who and what? I cannot tell you.” 

Faber remained some moments musing, and muttering 
slowly to himself, “Tut! but a chance coincidence,— a hap- 
hazard allusion to a fact which he could not have known! ” 

“Faber,” said I, abruptly, “can it be that Lilian is the pa- 
tient in whose self-suggested remedies you confide more than 
in the various learning at command of your practised skill? ” 

“I cannot deny it,” replied Faber, reluctantly. “In the 
intervals of that suspense from waking sense, which in her is 
not sleep, nor yet altogether catalepsy, she has, for the last 
few days, stated accurately the precise moment in which the 
trance — if I may so call it — would pass away, and pre- 
scribed for herself the remedies that should be then adminis- 
tered. In every instance, the remedies so self-prescribed, 
though certainly not those which would have occurred to my 
mind, have proved efficacious. Her rapid progress to reason 
I ascribe to the treatment she herself ordained in her trance, 
without remembrance of her own suggestions when she awoke. 
I had meant to defer communicating these phenomena in the 
idiosyncrasy of her case until our minds could more calmly 
inquire into the process by which ideas — not apparently de- 
rived, as your metaphysical school would derive all ideas, 
from preconceived experiences — will thus sometimes act like 
an instinct on the human sufferer for self-preservation, as the 
bird is directed to the herb or the berry which heals or as- 
suages its ailments. We know how the mesmerists would 
account for this phenomenon of hygienic introvision and 
clairvoyance. But here, there is no mesmerizer, unless the 
patient can be supposed to mesmerize herself. Long, how- 
ever, before mesmerism was heard of, medical history attests 
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examples m which patients who baffled the skill of the ablest 
physicians have fixed their fancies on some cemedy that phy- 
sicians would call inoperative for good or for luiriu, and have 
recovered by the remedies thus singularly stdf-su'''TftstBd 
And Hippocrates himself, if I construe iiis meaning rightly' 
recognizes the powers for self-cure whieli the condition of 
trance will sometimes bestow on the sui'fei'or, ‘where’ (says 
the father of our art) ‘the sight being cdoscxl to the external 
the soul more truthfully perceives the alle(;tions of the body.’ 
In short — I own it — in this instance, tim .skill of the phy- 
sician has been a compliant obedience to tii<‘ instinct called 
forth in the patient; a.nd the hopes I hiua; hitherto permitted 
myself to give you were founded on my experience that her 
own hopes, conceived in trance, had never been fallacious or 
exaggerated. The simples that I gathered for her yesterday 
she had described; they are not in our herl)al. But as they 
are sometimes used by the natives, I h.ad the curiosity to 
analyze their chemical properties shortly after I came to the 
colony, and they seemed to me as innocent as lime-blossoms. 
They are rare in this part of Australia, but she told me where 
I should fed them, — a remote spot, -which she has certainly 
never visited. Last night, when you saw me disturbed, de- 
jected, it was because, for the first time, the docility with 
which she had hitherto, in her waking state, olieyed her own 
injunctions in the state of trance, forsocffl her. She could 
not be induced to taste the decoction I hud made from the 
herbs; and if you found me this morning with weaker hopes 
than before, this is the real cause,- namely, that when I 
visited her at sunrise, she was not in sleep but in trance, and 
m that trance she told me that she had nothing more to sug- 
gest or reveal; that on the complete restoration of her senses, 
which was at hand, the abnormal faculties vouchsafed to 
tonce would be withdrawn. ‘As for my life,’ she said 
quietly, as if unconscious of our temporary Joy or woe in 
the term of its tenure here,- ‘as for my life, your aid is now 
Idle; my own vision obscure; on my life a dark and cold 

^ if it will pass away. 

Wiieii I strive to look around, I see but mj Allen 
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*^Aiid so,” said I, mastering my einotioiis, “in bidding me 
bope, you did not rely on your own resources of science, but 
on tbe whisper of Nature in the brain of your patient? ” 

' “It is so.” 

We both remained silent some moments, and then, as lie 
disappeared within my bouse, I murmured, — 

“And when she strives to look beyond the shadow, she sees 
only me! Is there some prophet-hint of Nature there also, 
directing me not to scorn the secret which a wanderer, so 
suddenly dropped on my solitude, assures me that Nature will 
sometimes reveal to her seeker? And oh! that dark wan- 
derer — has Nature a marvel more weird than himself?” 


CHAPTER LXXVI. 

I STUAYED through the forest till noon, in debate with my- 
self, and strove to shape my wild doubts into purpose, before 
I could nerve and compose myself again to face Margrave 
alone. 

I re-entered the hut. To my surprise, Margrave was not 
in the room in which I had left him, nor in that which ad- 
joined it. I ascended the stairs to the kind of loft in which 
I had been accustomed to pursue my studies, but in which I 
had not set foot since my alarm for Lilian had suspended my 
labours. There I saw Margrave quietly seated before the 
manuscript of my Ambitious Work, which day open on the 
rude table, just as I had left it, in the midst of its concluding 
summary. 

“I have taken the license of former days, you see,” said 
Margrave, smiling, “and have hit by chance on a passage I 
can understand without effort. But why such a waste of ar- 
gument to prove a fact so simple? In man, as in brute, life 
once lost is lost forever j and that is why life is so precious 
to man.” 
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I took the book from bis baxidj and flung it aside in wratb. 
His approval revolted me more with my own theories than 
all the argumentative rebukes of Faber. 

^^And nowj” I said, sternly, “the tim.e has come for the 
explanation you promised. Before I can aid you in any ex- 
periment that may serve to prolong your life, I must know 
bow far that life has been a baleful and destroying influence? ” 
“I have some faint recollection of having saved your life 
from an imminent danger, and if gratitude were tbe attribute 
of man, as it is of the dog, I should claim your aid to serve 
mine as a right. Ask me what you will. You must have 
seen enough of me to know that I do not affect either the 
virtues or vices of others. I regard both with so supreme an 
indifference, that I believe I am vicious or virtuous unawares. 
I know not if I can explain what seems to have perplexed 
you, but if I cannot explain I have no intention to lie. Speak 
— I listen! We have time enough now before us.’^ 

So saying, he reclined back in the chair, stretching out his 
limbs wearily. All round this spoilt darling of Material Na- 
ture were the aids and appliances of Intellectual Science, — 
books and telescopes and crucibles, with the light of day 
coming through a small circular aperture in the boarded case- 
ment, as I had constructed the opening for my experimental 
observation of the prismal rays. 

While I write, his image is as visible before my remem- 
brance as if before the actual eye, — beautiful even in its de- 
cay, awful even in its weakness, mysterious as is Nature 
herself amidst all the mechanism by which our fancied know- 
ledge attempts to measure her laws and analyze her light. 

But at that moment no such subtle reflections delayed my 
inquisitive eager mind from its immediate purpose, — who 
and what was this creature boasting of a secret through 
which I might rescue from death the life of her who was my 
all upon the earth? 

I gathered rapidly and succinctly together all that I knew 
and all that I guessed of Margrave’s existence and arts. I 
commenced from my vision in that mimic Golgotha of creat- 
ures inferior to man, close by the scene of man’s most trivial 
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and meaningless pastime. I went on, — DervaPs murder; the 
missing contents of the casket; the apparition seen by the 
maniac assassin guiding him to the horrid deed; the luminous 
haunting shadow; the positive charge in the murdered man’s 
memoir connecting Margrave with Louis Grayle, and accusing 
him of the murder of Haroun; the night in the moonlit pa- 
vilion at Derval Court; the baneful influence on Lilian; the 
struggle between me and himself in the house by the sea- 
shore, — the strange All that is told in this Strange Story. 

But warming as I spoke, and in a kind of fierce joy to be 
enabled thus to free my own heart of the doubts that had bur- 
dened it, now that I was fairly face to face with the being by 
whom my reason had been so perplexed and my life so tortured, 

I was restrained by none of the fears lest my own fancy de- 
ceived me, with which in his absence I had striven to reduce 
to natural causes the portents of terror and wonder. I stated 
plainly, directly, the beliefs, the impressions which I had 
never dared even to myself to own without seeking to explain 
them away. And coming at last to a close, I said : “ Such are 
the evidences that seem to me to justify abhorrence of the life 
that you ask me to aid in prolonging. Your own tale of last 
night but confirms them. And why to me ^ — to me — do you 
come with wild entreaties to lengthen the life that has 
blighted my own? How did you even learn the home in 
which I sought unavailing refuge? How — as your hint to 
Faber clearly revealed — were you aware that, in yon house, 
where the sorrow is veiled, where the groan is suppressed, 
where the foot-tread falls ghostlike, there struggles now be- 
tween life and death my heart’s twin, my world’s sunshine? 
Ah ! through my terror for her, is it a demon that tells j^ou 
how to bribe my abhorrence into submission, and supple my 
reason into use to your ends? ” 

Margrave had listened to me throughout with a fixed at- 
tention, at times with a bewildered stare, at times with ex- 
clamations of surprise, but not of denial. And when I had 
done, he remained for some moments silent, seemingly stupe- 
fied, passing his hand repeatedly over his brow, in the gesture 
so familiar to him in former days. 


448 


A STKANGE STORY. 


At length he said quietly, witliout evincing any sign either 
of resentment or humiliation, — 

“In much that you tell me I recognize mjs(;ll'; in much I 
am as lost in amazement as you in wild doubt or iierco wrath 
Of the effect that you say Philip Derval produced on me I 
have no recollection. Of himself I have only this, — that he 
was my foe, that he came to England intent on schemes to 
shorten my life or destroy its enjoyments. All my faculties 
tend to self-preservation; there, they converge as rays in a 
focus ; in that focus they illume and — they burn. I willed 
to destroy my intended destroyer. Did my will enforce it- 
self on the agent to which it was guided? Likely enough. 
Be it so. Would you blame me for slaying the tiger or ser- 
pent not by the naked hand, hut by weapons that arm it^ 
But what could tiger and serpent do more against me than 
the man who would rob me of life? He had his arts for as- 
sault, I had mine for self-defence. He was to me as the 
tiger that creeps through the jungle, or the serpent uncoiling 
his folds for the spring. Death to those whose life is de- 
struction to mine, be they serpent or tiger or man ! Derval 
perished. Yes! the spot in which the maniac had buried the 
casket was revealed to me — no matter how; the contents of 
the casket passed into my hands. I coveted that possession 
because I believed that Derval had learned from Haroun of 
^eppo the secret by which the elixir of life is prepared, and 
I supposed that some stores of the essence would be found in 
his casket. I was deceived — not a drop! What I there 
found I knew not how to use or apply, nor did I care to 
learn. What I sought was not there. You see a luminous 
shadow of myself; it haunts, it accosts, it compels you. Of 
this I know nothing. Was it the emanation of my intense 
wi really producing this spectre of myself, or was it the 
thing of your own imagination,— an imagination which my 
will impressed and subjugated? I know not. At the hours 
when my shadow, real or supposed, was with you, my senses 
would have been locked in sleep. It is true, however, that I 
intensely desire to leam from races always near to man, but 
concealed from his every-day vision, the secret that I be- 
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lieved PEilip Derval Ead carried with Eim to tEe tomb; and 
from some cause or anotEer I cannot now of myself alone, as 
I could years ago, subject tEose races to my command, — I 
must, ill tEat, act tErougE or witE tEe mind of anotEer. It 
is true tliat I soiigEt to impress upon your wakiug tEouglits 
tEe images of tlie circle, tlie powers of tEe wand, wEicE, in 
your trance or sleep-walking, made you tEe involuntary agent 
of my will. I knew by a dream — for by dreams, more or 
less vivid, are tEe results of my waking will sometimes di- 
vulged to myself — tEat tEe spell Ead been broken, tEe dis- 
covery I sougEt not effected. All my Eopes were tEen 
transferred from yourself, tEe dull votary of science, to tEe 
girl wEom I cEarmed to my tEraldom tErougE Eer love for 
you and tErougE Eer dreams of a realm wEicE tEe science of 
scEools never enters. In Eer, imagination was all pure and 
all potent; and tell me, 0 practical reasoner, if reason Eas 
ever advanced one step into knowledge except tErougE tEat 
imaginative faculty wEicE is strongest in tEe wisdom of igno- 
rance, and weakest in tEe ignorance of tEe wise. Ponder 
tEis, and tEose marvels tEat perplex you will cease to be 
marvellous. I pass on to tEe riddle tEat puzzles you most. 
By PEilip DervaPs account I am, in trutE, Louis Grayle re- 
stored to youtE by tlie elixir, and wEile yet infirm, decrepit, 
murdered Haroun,— a man of a frame as athletic as yours I 
By accepting this notion you seem to yourself alone to un- 
ravel tEe mysteries you ascribe to my life and my powers. 
0 wise pEilosopEer ! 0 profound logician ! you accept tEat 
notion, yet bold my belief in the Dervish’s tale a chimera 1 I 
am Grayle made young by the elixir, and yet the elixir itself 
is a fable I ” 

He paused and laughed, but the laugh was no longer even 
an echo of its former merriment or playfulness, — a sinister 
and terrible laugh, mocking, threatening, malignant. 

Again he swept Eis hand over Eis brow, and resumed,— 

“Is it not easier to so accomplished a sage as you to believe 
that the idlers of Paris have guessed the true solution of that 
problem, my place on. this earth? May I not be the love-son 
of Louis Grayle? And when Haroun refused the elixir ta 
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hiiiij or lie found that iiis frame was too far exhausted for 
even the elixir to repair organic lesions of structure in the 
worn frame of old age, may he not have indulged the common 
illusion of fathers, and soothed his death-pangs with the 
thought that he should live again in his son? Haroun is 
found dead on his carpet — rumour said strangled. What 
proof of the truth of that rumour? Might he not have passed 
away in a fit? Will it lessen your perplexity if I state recol- 
lections? They are vague, — they often perplex myself; but 
so far from a wish to deceive you, my desire is to relate 
them so truthfully that you may aid me to reduce them into 
more definite form.’' 

His face now became very troubled, the tone of his voice 
very irresolute, — the face and the voice of a man who is 
either blundering his way through an intricate falsehood, or 
through obscure reminiscences. 

‘^This Louis Grayle! this Louis Grayle! I remember him 
well, as one remembers a nightmare. Whenever I look back, 
before the illness of which I will presently speak, the image 
of Louis Grayle returns to me. I see myself with him in 
African wilds, commanding the fierce Abyssinians. I see 
myself with him in the fair Persian valley,— lofty, snow- 
covered mountains encircling the garden of roses. I see my- 
self with him in the hush of the golden noon, reclined by the 
spray of cool fountains, — now listening to cymbals and lutes, 
now arguing with graybeards on secrets bequeathed by the 
Chaldees, — with him, with him in moonlit nights, stealing 
into the sepulchres of mythical kings. I see myself with him 
in the aisles of dark caverns, surrounded by awful shapes, 
which have no likeness amongst the creatures of earth. 
Louis Grayle ! Louis Grayle ! all my earlier memories go 
back to Louis Grayle! All my arts and powers, all that 
I have learned of the languages spoken in Europe, of the 
sciences taught in her schools, I owe to Louis Grayle. But 
am I one and the same with him? No — I am but a pale 
reflection of his giant intellect, I have not even a reflec- 
tion of his childlike agonies of sorrow. Louis Grayle! He 
stands apart from me, as a rock from the tree that grows 
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out from its ctasms. Yes, tlie gossip was riglitj I must be 
Ms "Son.”'. ■ ' ■ . ■ 

He leaned bis face on both bands, rocking bimself to and 
fro. At lengtb, with a sigb, be resumed, — 

“ I remember, too, a long and oppressive illness, attended 
with racking pains, a dismal journey in a wearisome litter, tbe 
light band of tbe woman Ayesba, so sad and so stately, smooth- 
ing my pillow or fanning my brows, I remember tbe evening- 
on which my nurse drew the folds of tbe litter aside, and said, 
^See Aleppo! and tbe star of thy birth shining over its walls! ^ 

I remember a face inexpressibly solemn and mournful. I 
remember the chill that the calm of its ominous eye, sent 
through my veins,— the face of Haroun, the Sage of Aleppo. 

I remember the vessel of crystal be bore in bis band, and tbe 
blessed relief from my pains that a drop from tbe essence 
which flashed tbrongb tbe crystal bestowed! And then — 
and then — I remember no more till tbe night on which 
Ayesba came to my couch and said, ‘Rise.’ 

“And I rose, leaning on her, supported by her. We went 
through dim narrow streets, faintly lit by wan stars, disturb- 
ing tbe prowl of the dogs, that slunk from tbe look of that 
woman. We came to a solitary bouse, small and low, and 
my nurse said, ‘Wait.’ 

“She opened the door and went in; I seated myself on tbe 
threshold. And after a time she came out from tbe bouse, 
and led me, still leaning on her, into her chamber. 

“ A man lay, as in sleep, on the carpet, and beside him 
stood another man, whom I recognized as Ayesba’s special 
attendant,— an Indian. ‘Haroun is dead,’ said Ayesba. 
‘Search for that which will give thee new life. Thou hast 
seen, and wilt know it, not I.’ 

“And I put my band on the breast of Haroun — for the 
dead man was be — and drew from it the vessel of crystal. 

“Having done so, the frown of his marble brow appalled 
me. I staggered back, and swooned away. 

“I came to my senses, recovering and rejoicing, miles afar 
from the city, the dawn red on its distant wall. Ayesba had 
tended me; the elixir had already restored me. 
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first tliOTight, when full consciousness came back to 
rnej rested on Louis Grayle, for lie also liad been at Aleppo 5 
I was but one of Ms numerous train. Hej tooj was enfeebled 
and suffering; he had sought the known skill of Haroiiii for 
himself as for me; and this woman loved and had tended 
him as she had loved and tended me. And iny nurse told 
me that he was dead; and forbade me henceforth to breathe 
his name. 

“We travelled on, — she and I, and the Indian her ser- 
vant, — my strength still renewed by the wondrous elixir. 
No longer supported by her, what gazelle ever roved through 
its pasture with a bound more elastic than mine? 

“We came to a town, and my nurse placed before me a 
mirror. I did not recognize myself. In this town we rested, 
obscure, till the letter there reached me by which I learned 
that I was the offspring of love, and enriched by the care of a 
father recently dead. Is it not clear that Louis Grayle was 
this father?” 

“If so, was the woman Ayesha your mother? 

“The letter said that ^my mother had died in my infancy.^ 
Nevertheless, the care with which Ayesha had tended me in- 
duced a suspicion that made me ask her the very question 
you put. She wept when I asked her, and said, ‘No, only 
my nurse. And now I needed a nurse no more.^ The day 
after I received the letter which announced an inheritance 
that allowed me to vie with the nobles of Europe, this woman 
left me, and went back to her tribe.” 

“Have you never seen her since?” 

Margrave hesitated a moment, and then answered, though 
with seeming reluctance, “Yes, at Damascus. Not many 
days after I was borne to that city by the strangers who 
found me half-dead on their road, I woke one morning to find 
her by my side. And she said, ‘In joy and in health you did 
not need me. I am needed now.’ ” 

“Did you then deprive yourself of one so devoted? 
You have not made this long voyage — from Eygpt to 
Australia — alone, — you, to whom wealth gave no excuse for 
privation? ” 
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wofflan came witli mej and some clioseti attendants* 

I engaged to ourselves the vessel we sailed in.” 

Where have you left your companions?” 

^^By this hour,” answered Margrave, ‘‘they are in reach of 
my summons; and when you and I have achieved the dis- 
covery — in the results of which we shall share — I will exact 
no more from your aid. I trust all that rests for my cure to 
my nurse and her swarthy attendants. You will aid me now, 
as a matter of course; the physician whose counsel you needed 
to guide your own skill enjoins you to obey my whim — if 
whim you still call it; you will obey it, for on that whim 
rests your own sole hope of happiness, — you, who can love — 
I love nothing but life. Has my frank narrative solved all 
the doubts that stood between you and me, in the great meet- 
ing-grounds of an interest in common? ” 

“ Solved all the doubts ! Your wild story but makes some 
the darker, leaving others untouched: the occult powers of 
which you boast, and some of which I have witnessed, — your 
very insight into my own household sorrows, into the inter- 
ests I have, with yourself, in the truth of a faith so repugnant 
to reason — ” 

“Pardon me,” interrupted Margrave, with that slight curve 
of the lip which is half smile and half sneer, “if, in my ac- 
count of myself, I omitted what I cannot explain, and you 
cannot conceive: let me first ask how many of the commonest 
actions of the commonest men are purely involuntary and 
wholly inexplicable. When, for instance, you open your 
lips and utter a sentence, you have not the faintest idea be- 
forehand what word will follow another. When yon move a 
muscle can you tell me the thought that prompts to the move- 
ment? xlnd, wholly unable thus to account for your own 
simple sympathies between impulse and act, do you believe 
that there exists a man upon earth who can read all the rid- 
dles in the heart and brain of another? Is it not true that 
not one drop of water, one atom of matter, ever really 
touches another? Between each and each there is always a 
space, however infinitesimally small. How, then, could the 
world go on, if every man asked another to make his whole 
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history and being as lucid as daylight before he would buy 
and sell with him? All interchange and alliance rest but on 
this, — an interest in common. You and I have established 
that interest ; all else, all you ask 'more, is superfluous. Could 
I answer each doubt you would raise, still, whether the an- 
swer should please or revolt you, your reason would come 
back to the same starting-point, — namely. In one definite 
proposal have we two an interest in common?” 

And again Margrave laughed, not in mirth, but in mockery. 
The laugh and the words that preceded it were not the laugh 
and the words of the young. Could it be possible that Louis 
Grayle had indeed revived to false youth in the person of 
Margrave, such might have been his laugh and such his words. 
The whole mind of Margrave seemed to have undergone change 
since I last saw him ; more rich in idea, more crafty even in 
candour, more powerful, more concentred. As we see in our 
ordinary experience, that some infirmity, threatening disso- 
lution, brings forth more vividly the reminiscences of early 
years, when impressions were vigorously stamped, so I might 
have thought that as Margrave neared the tomb, the memo- 
ries he had retained from his former existence, in a being 
more amply endowed, more formidably potent, struggled back 
to the brain; and the mind that had lived in Louis Grayle 
moved the lips of the dying Margrave. 

“For the powers and the arts that it equally puzzles your 
reason to assign or deny to me,” resumed my terrible guest, 
“I will say briefly but this: they come from faculties stored 
within myself, and doubtless conduce to my self-preserva- 
tion,— faculties more or less, perhaps (so Van Helmont as- 
serts), given to all men, though dormant in moat; vivid and 
Mtive in me because in me self-preservation has been and yet 
IS the strong master-passion, or instinct; and because I have 
been taught how to use and direct such faculties by disci- 
plined teachers, some by Louis Grayle, the enchanter; some 
by my nurse, the singer of charmed songs. But in much 
that I will to have done, I know no more than yourself how 
the agency acts. Enough for me to will what I wish, and 
sink calmly into slumber, sure that the will would work 



A. /STRANGE STOEY. 


465 


someliow its way. But wlien I have willed to know what, 
when known, should shape my own courses, I could see, 
without aid from your pitiful telescopes, all objects howso- 
ever far. What wonder in that? Have you no learned puz- 
zle-brained metaphysicians who tell you that space is but an 
idea, all this palpable universe an idea in the mind, and no 
more? Why am I an enigma as dark as the Sibyls, and your 
metaphysicians as plain as a hornbook? ” Again the sardonic 
laugh. ^‘Enough: let what I have said obscure or enlighten 
your guesses, we come back to the same link of union, which 
binds man to man, bids States arise from the desert, and foe- 
man embrace as brothers. I need you and you need me; 
without your aid my life is doomed; without my secret the 
breath will have gone from the lips of your Lilian before the 
sun of to-morrow is red on the hill-tops.” 

Fiend or Juggler,” I cried in rage, ^^you shall not so en- 
slave and enthrall me by this mystic farrago and Jargon. 
Make your fantastic experiment on yourself if you will: trust 
to your arts and your powers. My Lilian’s life shall not 
hang on your fiat. I trust it— rto— 

what — to man’s skill? Hear what the sage of the 
college shall tell you, before I ask you again for your aid. 
Do you trust to God’s saving mercy? Ah, of course you be- 
lieve in a God? Who, except a philosopher, can reason a 
Maker away? But that the Maker will alter His courses to 
hear you ; that, whether or not you trust in Him, or in your 
doctor, it will change by a hairbreadth the thing that must 
be — do you believe thi^^ Allen Fenwick?” 

And there sat this reader of hearts! a boy in his aspect, 
mocking me and the graybeards of schools. 

I could listen no more; I turned to the door and fled down 
the stairs, and heard, as I fled, a low chant : feeble and faint, 
it was still the old barbaric chant, by which the serpent is 
drawn from its hole by the charmer. 
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CHAPTER LXXm 

To those of my readers who may seek with Julius Faber to 
explore; through intelligible causes, solutions of the marvels 
I narrate, Margrave^s confession may serve to explain away 
much that my own superstitious beliefs had obscured. To 
them Margrave is evidently the son of Louis Grayle. The 
elixir of life is reduced to some simple restorative, owing 
much of its effect to the faith of a credulous patient: youth 
is so soon restored to its joy in the sun, with or without an 
elixir. To them Margrave’s arts of enchantment are reduced 
to those idiosyncrasies of temperament on which the disciples 
of Mesmer build up their theories,-— exaggerated, in much, 
by my own superstitions; aided, in part, by such natural, 
purely physical magic as, explored by the ancient priest- 
crafts, is despised by the modern philosophies, and only re- 
mains occult because Science delights no more in the slides 
of the lantern which fascinated her childhood with, simulated 
phantoms. To them Margrave is, perhaps, an enthusiast, 
but, because an enthusiast, not less an impostor. “L’Homme 
se pique,” says Charron. Man cogs the dice for himself ere 
he rattles the box for his dupes. Was there ever successful 
impostor who did not commence by a fraud on his own 
understanding? Cradled in Orient Fableland, what though 
Margrave believes in its legends; in a wand, an elixir; 
in sorcerers or Af rites? That belief in itself makes him 
keen to detect, and skilful to profit by, the latent but 
kindred credulities of others. In all illustrations of Duper 
and Duped through the records of superstition — from the 
guile of a Cromwell, a Mahomet, down to the cheats of a 
gypsy — professional visionaries are amongst the astutest 
observers. The knowledge that Margrave had gained of my 
abode, of my affliction, or of the innermost thoughts in my 
mind, it surely demanded no preternatural aids to acquire. 
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An Old Bailey attorney could have got at the one, and any 
q^nick stadent of human hearts have readily mastered the 
other. In fine, Margrave, thus rationally criticised, is no 
other prodigy (save in degree and concurrence of attributes 
simple, though not very common) than may be found in each 
alley that harbours a fortune-teller who has just faith enough 
in the stars or the cards to bubble himself while he swindles 
his victims j earnest, indeed, in the self -conviction that he is 
really a seer, but reading the looks of his listeners, divining 
the thoughts that induce them to listen, and acquiring by 
practice a startling ability to judge what the listeners will 
deem it most seer-like to read in the cards or divine from the 
stars. 

I leave this interpretation unassailed. It is that which is 
the most probable; it is clearly that which, in a case not my 
own, I should have accepted; and yet I revolved and dis- 
missed it. The moment we deal with things beyond our com- 
prehension, and in which our own senses are appealed to and 
baffled, we revolt from the Probable, as it seems to the senses 
of those who have not experienced what we have. And the 
same principle of Wonder that led our philosophy up from 
inert ignorance into restless knowledge, now winding back 
into shadow land, reverses its rule by the way, and, at last, 
leaves us lost in the maze, onr knowledge inert, and our igno- 
rance restless. 

And putting aside all other reasons for hesitating to believe 
that Margi*ave was the son of Louis G-rayle, — reasons which 
Ms own narrative might suggest, — was it not strange that 
Sir Philip Derval, who had instituted inquiries so minute, 
and reported them in his memoir with so faithful a care, 
should not have discovered that a youth, attended by the 
same woman who had attended Grayle, had disappeared from 
the town on the same night as Grayle himself disappeared? 
But Berval had related truthfully, according to Margrave’^s 
account, the flight of Ayesha and her Indian servant, yet not 
alluded to the flight, not even to the existence of the boy, 
who must have been of no mean importance in tbe suite of 
Louis Grayle, if he were, indeed, the son whom Grayle haul 
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made Ms constant companion, and constituted his principal 
heir. 

Hot many minutes did I give myself np to the cloud of re- 
flections through which no sunbeam of light forced its way. 
One thought overmastered all; Margrave had threatened death 
to my Lilian, and warned me of what I should learn from the 
lips of Laber, ''the sage of the college.’' I stood, shuddering, 
at the door of my home ; I did not dare to enter. 

"Allen,” said a voice, in which my ear detected the un- 
wonted tremulous faltering, "be firm, — be calm. I keep my 
promise. The hour is come in which you may again see the 
Lilian of old, mind to mind, soul to soul.” 

Faber’s hand took mine, and led me into the house. 

"You do, then, fear that this interview will be too much 
for her strength?” said I, whisperingly. 

"I cannot say; but she demands the interview, and I dare 
not refuse it.” 


CHAPTER LXXYIII. 

I LEFT Faber on the stairs, and paused at the door of 
Lilian’s room. The door opened suddenly, noiselessly, and 
her mother came out with one hand before her face, and the 
other locked in Amy’s, who was leading her as a child leads 
the blind. Mrs. Ashleigh looked up, as I touched her, with 
a vacant, dreary stare. She was not weeping, as was her 
womanly wont in every pettier grief, but Amy was. Ho 
word was exchanged between us. I entered, and closed the 
door; my eyes turned mechanically to the corner in which 
was placed the small virgin bed, with its curtains white as 
a shroud. Lilian was not there. I looked around, and saw 
her half reclined on a couch near the window. She was 
dressed, and with care. Was not that her bridal robe? 

"Allen! Allen!” she murmured. "Again, again my Allen 
— again, again your Lilian! ” And, striving in vain to rise, 
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slie stretched out lier arms in tlie yearning of reunited love. 
And as I knelt beside lier, tliose aims closed round me for 
the first time in the frank, chaste, holy tenderness of a wife’s 
embrace. 

‘‘ Ah! ” she said, in her low voice (her voice, like Cordelia’s, 
was ever low), “all has come back to me, — all that I owe to 
your protecting, noble, trustful, guardian love! ’’ 

“Hush! hush! the gratitude rests with me; it is so sweet 
to love, to trust, to guard! my own, my beautiful — still my 
beautiful! Sufering has not dimmed the light of those dear 
eyes to me! Put your lips to my ear. Whisper but these 
words: ‘I love you, aud for your sake I wish to live.’’^ 

“For your sake, I pray — with my whole weak human 
heart- — I pray to live! Listen. Some day hereafter, if I 
am spared, under the purple blossoms of yonder waving trees 
I shall tell you all, as I see it now; all that darkened or 
shone on me in my long dream, and before the dream closed 
around me, like a night in which cloud and star chase each 
other I Some day hereafter, some quiet, sunlit, happy, happy 
day! But now, all I would say is this: Before that dreadful 
morning — ” Here she paused, shuddered, and passionately 
burst forth, “Allen, Allen! you did not believe that slander- 
ous letter ! God bless you ! God bless you ! Great-hearted, 
high-SGuled — God bless you, my darling ! my husband ! And 
He will ! Pray to Him humbly as I do, and He will bless 
you.’’ She stooped and kissed away my tears ; then she re- 
sumed, feebly, meekly, sorrowfully, — 

“Before that morning I was not worthy of such a heart, 
such a love as yours. Ho, no; hear me. Not that a thought 
of love for another ever crossed me! Never, while conscious 
and reasoning, was I untrue to you, even in fancy. But I 
was a child, — wayward as the child who pines for what earth 
cannot give, and covets the moon for a toy. Heaven had been 
so kind to my lot on earth, and yet with my lot on earth I 
was secretly discontented. When I felt that you lov-ed me, 
and my heart told me that I loved again, I said to myself, 
‘Now the void that my soul finds on earth will be filled.’ I 
longed for your coming, and yet when you went I murmured^ 
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‘But is this tlie ideal of wliicli I have dreamed? ’ I asked for 
an impossible sympathy. Sympathy with what? Nay, smile 
on me, dearest! — sympathy with what? I could not have 
said. Ah, Allen, then, then, I was not worthy of you! In- 
fant that I was, I asked you to understand me : now I know 
that I am a woman, and my task is to study you. Bo I make 
myself clear? Bo you forgive me? I was not untrue to you; 
I was untrue to my own duties in life. I believed, in my 
vain conceit, that a mortaPs dim vision of heaven raised me 
above the earth ; I did not perceive the truth that earth is a 
part of the same universe as heaven ! Now, perhaps, in the 
awful affliction that darkened my reason, my soul has been 
made more clear. As if to chastise but to teach me, my soul 
has been permitted to indulge its own presumptuous desire; 
it has wandered forth from the trammels of mortal duties and 
destinies ; it comes back, alarmed by the dangers of its own 
rash and presumptuous escape from the tasks which it should 
desire upon earth to perform. Allen, Allen, I am less un- 
worthy of you now! Perhaps in my darkness one rapid 
glimpse of the true world of spirit has been vouchsafed to 
me. If so, how unlike to the visions my childhood indulged 
as divine! Now, while I know still more deeply that there 
is a world for the angels, I know, also, that the mortal must 
pass through probation in the world of mortals. Oh, may I 
pass through it with you, grieving in your griefs, rejoicing in 
your joy! ” 

Here language failed her. Again the dear arms embraced 
me, and the dear face, eloquent with love, hid itself on my 
human breast. 


CHAPTEE LXXIX. 


That interview is over! Again I am banished from Lilian's 
room; the agitation, the joy of that meeting has overstrained 
hex enfe.ebled nerves. Convulsive tremblings of the whole 
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fyame, aecompanied with Yehement sobs, succeeded our brief 
interchange of sweet and bitter thoughts. Faber, in tearing me 
from her side, imperiously and sternly warned me that the 
sole chance yet left of preserving her life was in the merciful 
suspense of the emotions that my presence excited. He and 
Amy resumed their place in her chamber. Even her mother 
shared my sentence of banishment. So Mrs. Ashleigh and I 
sat facing each other in the room below 5 over me a leaden 
stupor had fallen, and I heard, as a voice from afar or in a 
dream, the mother^ s murmured wailings, — 

‘^She will die! she will die! Her eyes have the same 
heavenly look as my Gilbert’s on the day on which his closed 
forever. Her very words are his last words, — ^Forgive me 
all my faults to you.’ She will die! she will die!” 

Hours thus passed away. At length Faber entered the 
room; he spoke first to Mrs. Ashleigh, — meaningless sooth- 
ings, familiar to the lips of all who pass from the chamber of 
the dying to the presence of mourners, and know that it is 
a falsehood to say “hope,” and a mockery as yet, to say, 
“endure.” 

But he led her away to her own room, docile as a wearied 
child led to sleep, stayed with her some time, and then re- 
turned to me, pressing me to his breast father-like. 

“No hope! no hope!” said I, recoiling from his embrace. 
“You are silent. Speak! speak! Let me know the worst.” 

“I have a hope, yet I scarcely dare to bid you share it; for 
it grows rather out of my heart as man than my experience as 
physician. I cannot think that her soul would be now so 
reconciled to earth, so fondly, so earnestly, cling to this mor- 
tal life, if it were about to be summoned away. You know 
how commonly even the sufferers who have dreaded death the 
most become calmly resigned to its coming, when death visi- 
bly reveals itself out from the shadows in which its shape 
has been guessed and not seen. As it is a bad sign for life 
when the patient has lost all will to live on, so there is hope 
while the patient, yet young and with no perceptible breach 
in the great centres of life (however violently their forts may 
be stormed), has still intense faith in recovery, perhaps drawn 
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(wlio can say?) from tlie whispers conTeyed from aboTe to th® 
soul. 

“I cannot bring myself to think that all the uses for which 
a reason, always so lovely even in its errors, has been re- 
stored, are yet fulfilled. It seems to me as if your union, as 
, 5 yet so imperfect, has still for its end that holy life on earth 

by which two mortal beings strengthen each other for a 
sphere of existence to which this is the spiritual ladder. 
Through yourself I have hope yet for her. Gifted with 
powers that rank you high in the manifold orders of man,— - 
thoughtful, laborious, and brave; with a heart that makes in- 
tellect vibrate to every fine touch of humanity ; in error it- 
self, conscientious; in delusion, still eager for truth; in anger, 
forgiving; in wrong, seeking how to repair; and, best of all, 
strong in a love which the mean would have shrunk to defend 
from the fangs of the slanderer, — a love, raising passion it- 
self out of the realm of the senses, made sublime by the sor- 
rows that tried its devotion, — with all these noble proofs in 
yourself of a being not meant to end here, your life has 
stopped short in its uses, your mind itself has been drifted, a 
bark without rudder or pilot, over seas without shore, under 
skies without stars. And wherefore? Because the mind you 
so haughtily vaunted has refused its companion and teacher 
in Soul. 

“ And therefore, through you, I hope that she will be 
spared yet to live on; she, in whom soul has been led dimly 
astray, by unheeding the checks and the definite goals which 
the mind is ordained to prescribe to its wanderings while 
here; the mind taking thoughts from the actual and visible 
world, and the soul but vague glimpses and hints from the 
instinct of its ultimate heritage. Each of you two seems to 
me as yet incomplete, and your destinies yet uncompleted. 
Through the bonds of the heart, through the trials of time, 
ye have both to consummate your marriage. I do not — be- 
lieve me — I do not say this in the fanciful wisdom of alle- 
gory and type, save that, wherever deeply examined, allegory 
and type run through all the most commonplace phases of 
outward and material life. I hope, then, that she may yet 
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be spared to yoiij hope it, not from my skill as physician, 
but my inward belief as a Christian. To perfect your own 
being and end, ^ Ye will need one another! ’ 

I started — the very words that Lilian had heard in her 
vision! 

resumed Faber, ‘‘how can I presume to trace the 
numberless links of effect up to the First Cause, far off — oh ; 
far off — out of the scope of my reason. I leave that to phi- 
losophers, who would laugh my meek hope to scorn. Possi- 
bly, probably, where I, whose calling has been but to save 
flesh from the worm, deem that the life of your Lilian is 
needed yet, to develop and train your own convictions of soul, 
Heaven in its wisdom may see that her death would instruct 
you far more than her life. I have said, Be prepared for 
either, — wisdom through joy, or wisdom through grief. 
Enough that, looking only through the mechanism by which 
this moral world is impelled and improved, you know that 
cruelty is impossible to wisdom. Even a man, or man’s law, 
is never wise but when merciful. But mercy has general 
conditions ; and that which is mercy to the myriads may seem 
hard to the one, and that which seems hard to the one in the 
pang of a moment may be mercy when viewed by the eye 
that looks on through eternity.” 

And from all this discourse — of which I now, at calm dis- 
tance of time, recall every word — my human, loving heart 
bore away for the moment but this sentence, “Ye will need 
one another j” so that I cried out, “Life, life, life! Is there 
no hope for her life? Have you no hope as physician? I 
am a physician, too; I will see her. I will judge. I will 
not be banished from my post.” 

“Judge, then, as physician, and let the responsibility rest 
with you. At this moment, all convulsion, all struggle, has 
ceased; the frame is at rest. Look on her, and perhaps only 
the physician’s eye could distinguish her state from death. 
It is not sleep, it is not trance, it is not the dooming coma 
from which there is no awaking. Shall I call it by the name 
received in our schools? Is it the catalepsy in which life is 
suspended, but consciousness acute? She is motionless, rigidf 
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it is bnt with a strain of my own sense that I know that the 
breath still breathes, and the heart still beats. But I am con- 
vinced that though she can neither speak, nor stir, nor give 
sign, she is fully, sensitively conscious of all that passes 
around her. She is like those who have seen the very coffin 
carried into their chamber, and been unable to cry out, ‘Do 
not bury me alive!’ Judge then for yourself, with this in- 
tense consciousness and this impotence to evince it, what 
might be the effect of your presence, — first an agony of de- 
spair, and then the complete extinction of life!” 

“I have known but one such case, — a mother whose heart 
was wrapped up in a suffering infant. She had lain for two 
days and two nights, still, as if in her shroud. All save 
myself said, ‘Life is gone.^ I said, ‘Life still is there.' 
They brought in the infant, to try what effect its presence 
would produce; then her lips moved, and the hands crossed 
upon her bosom trembled.” 

“And the result? ” exclaimed Faber, eagerly. “If the re- 
sult of your experience sanction your presence, come; the 
sight of the babe rekindled life?” 

“No; extinguished its last spark! I will not enter Lilian's 
room. I will go away,— - away from the house itself. That 
acute consciousness! I know it well! She may even hear 
me move in the room below, hear me speak at this moment. 
Go back to her, go back! But if hers be the state which I 
have known in another, which may be yet more familiar to 
persons of far ampler experience than mine, there is no im- 
mediate danger of death. The state will last through to-day, 
through to-night, perhaps for days to come. Is it so? ” 

“I believe that for at least twelve hours there will be no 
change in her state. I believe also that if she recover from 
it, calm and refreshed, as from a sleep, the danger of death 
will have passed away.” 

“And for twelve hours my presence would be hurtful? ” 

“Rather say fatal, if my diagnosis be right.” 

I wrung my friend's hand, and we parted. 

Oh, to lose her now! — now that her love and her reason 
had both returned, each more vivid than before! Futile, in- 
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d.eedj migEt be Margrave’s boasted secret 5 but at least in 
that secret was hope. In recognized science I saw onlj 
despair. 

And at that tliougbt all dread of this mysterious visitor 
vanishedj — all anxiety to question more of his attributes or 
his history. His life itself became to me dear and precious. 
What if it should fail me in the steps of the process, what- 
ever that was, by which the life of my Lilian might be 
saved ! 

The shades of evening were now closing in. I remembered 
that I had left Margrave without even food for many hours. 

I stole round to the back of the house, filled a basket with 
elements more generous than those of the former day; ex- 
tracted fresh drugs from my stores, and, thus laden, hurried 
back to the hut. I found Margrave in the room below, seated 
on his mysterious coffer, leaning his face on his hand. When 
I entered, he looked up, and said, — 

“You have neglected me. My strength is waning. Give 
me more of the cordial, for we have work before us to-night, 
and I need support.” 

He took for granted my assent to his wild experiment; and 
he was right. 

I administered the cordial. I placed food before him, and 
this time he did not eat with repugnance. I poured out wine, 
and he drank it sparingly, but with ready compliance, saying, 
“In perfect health, I looked upon wine as poison; now it is 
like a foretaste of the glorious elixir.” 

After he had thus recruited himself, he seemed to acquire 
an energy that startlingly contrasted his languor the day be- 
fore; the effort of breathing was scarcely perceptible; the 
colour came back to his cheeks ; his bended frame rose elastic 
and erect. 

“If I understood you rightly,” said I, “the experiment you 
ask me to aid can be accomplished in a single night? ” 

“In a single night, — this night.” 

“ Command me. Why not begin at once? What apparatus 
or chemical agencies do you need? ” 

“Ah!” said Margrave, “formerly, how I was misled! 

' 30 ^^., ' ■ 
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Eomerly/ tow my conjectures blundered! I thought, when 
I asked you to give a month to the experiment I wish to 
make, that I should need the subtlest skill of the chemist, I 
then believed, with Van Helmont, that the principle of life 
is a gas, and that the secret was but in the mode by which 
the gas might be rightly administered. But now all that I 
need is contained in this coffer, save one very simple mate- 
rial, — fuel sufficient for a steady fire for six hours. I see 
even that is at hand, piled up in your outhouse. And now 
for the substance itself,— to that you must guide me.^^ 

“ Explain, 

“ Near this very spot is there not gold — in mines yet un- 
discovered? — and gold of the purest metal? ” 

There is. What then? Do you, with the alchemists, 
blend in one discovery gold and life? ” 

“No. But it is only where the chemistry of earth or of 
man produces gold, that the substance from which the great 
pabulum of life is extracted by ferment can be found. Possi- 
bly, in the attempts at that transmutation of metals, which I 
think your own great chemist. Sir Humphry Davy, allowed 
might be possible, but held not to be worth the cost of the 
process, — possibly, in those attempts, some scanty grains of 
this substance were found by the alchemists, in the crucible, 
with grains of the metal as niggardly yielded by pitiful 
mimicry of Nature’s stupendous laboratory; and from such 
grains enough of the essence might, perhaps, have been 
drawn forth, to add a few years of existence to some feeble 
gray beard, — granting, what rests on no proofs, that some of 
the alchemists reached an age rarely given to man. But it 
is not in the miserly crucible, it is in the matrix of Nature 
herself, that we must seek in prolific abundance Nature’s 
grand principle, — life. As the loadstone is rife with the 
magnetic virtue, as amber contains the electric, so in this 
substance, to which we yet want a name, is found the bright 
life-giving fluid. In the old gold-mines of Asia and Europe 
the substance exists, but can rarely be met with. The soil 
for its nutriment may there be well-nigh exhausted. It is 
here, where Nature herself is all vital with youth, that the 
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Biitrimeiit of youtli must be sougbt* Hear tHs spot is goldj 
guide me,: to ■ 

You cannot come with me. Tbe place wMcb I know as 
auriferous is some miles distant, tbe way rugged. You can- 
not walk to it. It is true I have borses, but — ” 

“Do you think I have come this distance and not foreseen 
and forestalled all that I want for my object? Trouble your- 
self not with conjectures how I can arrive at the place. I 
have provided the means to arrive at and leave it. My litter 
and its bearers are in reach of my call. Give me your arm to 
the rising ground, fifty yards from your door.’^ 

I obeyed mechanically, stifling all surprise. I had made 
my resolve, and admitted no thought that could shake it. 

When we reached the summit of the grassy hillock, which 
sloped from the road that led to the seaport, Margrave, after 
pausing to recover breath, lifted up his voice, in a key, not 
loud, but shrill and slow and prolonged, half cry and half 
chant, like the night-hawk^s. Through the air — so limpid 
and still, bringing near far objects, far sounds — the voice 
pierced its way, artfully pausing, till wave after wave of the 
atmosphere bore and transmitted it on. 

In a few minutes the call seemed re-echoed, so exactly, so 
cheerily, that for the moment I thought that the note was the 
mimicry of the shy mocking Lyre-Bird, which mimics so mer- 
rily all that it hears in its coverts, from the whir of the locust 
to the howl of the wild dog. 

“What king,” said the mystical charmer, and as he spoke 
he carelessly rested his hand on my shoulder, so that I trem- 
bled to feel that this dread son of [Nature, Godless and soul- 
less, who had been — and, my heart whispered, who still 
could be — my bane and mind-darkener, leaned upon me for 
support, as the spoilt younger-born on his brother,-— what 
king,” said this cynical mocker, with his beautiful boyish 
face, — “what king in your civilized Europe has the sway of 
a chief of the East? What link is so strong between mortal 
and mortal, as that between lord and slave? I transport yon 
poor fools from the land of their birth; they preserve here 
their old habits, — obedience and awe. They would wait till 
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they started' in the solitude, — wait to hearken, and' answef 
my call. And I, who thus rule them, or charm them — I use 
and despise them. They know that, and yet serve me! Be- 
tween you and me, my philosopher, there is hut one thing 
worth living for, — life for oneself.^’ 

Is it age, is it youth, that thus shocks all my sense, in my 
solemn completeness of man? Perhaps, in great capitals, 
young men of pleasure will answer, ^^It is youth; and we 
think what he says I ” Young friends, I do not believe you. 


CHAPTER LXXX. 

Along the grass-track I saw now, under the moon, just 
risen, a strange procession, never seen before in Australian 
pastures. It moved on, noiselessly but quickly. We de- 
scended the hillock, and met it on the way, — a sable litter, 
borne by four men, in unfamiliar Eastern garments; two 
other servitors, more bravely dressed, with yataghans and 
silver-hilted pistols in their belts, preceded this sombre equi- 
page. Perhaps Margrave divined the disdainful thought that 
passed through my mind, vaguely and half -unconsciously ; 
for he said, with a hollow, bitter laugh that had replaced the 
lively peal of his once melodious mirth, — 

“A little leisure and a little gold, and your raw colonist, 
too, will have the tastes of a pacha.” 

I made no answer. I had ceased to care who and what 
was my tempter. To me his whole being was resolved into 
one problem : Had he a secret by which death could be turned 
from Lilian? 

But now, as the litter halted, from the long dark shadow 
which it east upon the turf the figure of a woman emerged 
and stood before us. The outlines of her shape were lost in 
the loose folds of a black mantle, and the features of her face 
were hidden by a black veil, except only the dark, bright, 
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solemn eyes. Her stature was lofty, Jier bearing majesticj 
wbetber in movement or repose. 

Margrave accosted her in some language unknown to me. 
Site replied in wliat seemed to me tbe same tongue. The 
tones of her voice were sweet, but inexpressibly mournful. 
The words that they uttered appeared intended to warn, or 
deprecate, or dissuade; but they called to Margrave’s brow a 
lowering frown, and drew from his lips a burst of unmistaka- 
ble anger. The woman rejoined, in the same melancholy 
music of voice. And Margrave then, leaning his arm upon 
her shoulder, as he had leaned it on mine, drew her away 
from the group into a neighbouring copse of the flowering 
eucalypti, — mystic trees, never changing the hues of their 
pale-green leaves, ever shifting the tints of their ash-gray, 
shedding bark. For some moments I gazed on the two human 
forms, dimly seen by the glinting moonlight through the gaps 
in the foliage. Then turning away my eyes, I saw, standing 
close at my side, a man whom I had not noticed before. His 
footstep, as it stole to me, had fallen on the sward without 
sound. His dress, though Oriental, differed from that of his 
companions, both in shape and colour; fitting close to the 
breast, leaving the arms bare to the elbow, and of a uniform 
ghastly white, as are the cerements of the grave. His visage 
was even darker than those of the Syrians or Arabs behind 
him, and his features were those of a bird of prey,— -tbe beak 
of the eagle, but the eye of the vulture. His cheeks were 
hollow ; the arms, crossed on his breast, were long and flesh- 
less. Yet in that skeleton form there was a something which 
conveyed the idea of a serpent’s suppleness and strength; 
and as the hungry, watchful eyes met my own startled gaze, 
I recoiled impulsively with that inward warning of danger 
which is conveyed to man, as to inferior animals, in the very 
aspect of the creatures that sting or devour. At my move- 
ment the man inclined his head in the submissive Eastern 
salutation, and spoke in his foreign tongue, softly, humbly, 
fawningly, to judge by his tone and his gesture. 

I moved yet farther away from him with loathing, and now 
the human thought flashed upon me : was I, in truth, exposed 
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to no danger in trusting myself to tlie mercy of the weird and 
remorseless master of those hirelings from the East, — seven 
men in number, two at least of them formidably armed, and 
docile as bloodhounds to the hunter, who has only to show 
them their prey? But fear of man like myself is not my 
weakness; where fear found its way to my heart, it was 
through the doubts or the fancies in which man like myself 
disappeared in the attributes, dark and unknown, which we 
give to a fiend or a spectre. And, perhaps, if I could have 
paused to analyze my own sensations, the very presence of 
this escort — creatures of flesh and blood — lessened the dread 
of my incomprehensible tempter. Rather, a hundred times, 
front and defy those seven Eastern slaves — I, haughty son 
of the Anglo-Saxon who conquers all races because he fears 
no odds — than have seen again on the walls of my threshold 
the luminous, bodiless Shadow ! Besides : Lilian ! Lilian ! for 
one chance of saving her life, however wild and chimerical 
that chance might be, I would have shrunk not a foot from 
the march of an army. 

Thus reassured and thus resolved, I advanced, with a smile 
of disdain, to meet Margrave and his veiled companion, as 
they now came from the moonlit copse. 

‘‘Well,” I said to him, with an irony that unconsciously 
mimicked his own, “have you taken advice with your nurse? 
I assume that the dark form by your side is that of Ayesha.” 

The woman looked at me from her sable veil, with her 
steadfast solemn eyes, and said, in English, though with a 
foreign accent : “ The nurse born in Asia is but wise through 
her love; the pale son of Europe is wise through his art. 
The nurse says, ‘Forbear! ^ Do you say, ‘Adventure^ ? ” 

“Peace!” exclaimed Margrave, stamping his foot on the 
ground. “I take no counsel from either; it is for me to re- 
solve, for you to obey, and for him to aid. Night is come, 
and we waste it; move on.” 

The woman made no reply, nor did I. He took my arm 
and walked back to the hut. The barbaric escort followed. 
When we reached the door of the building, Margrave said a 
few words to the woman and to the litter-bearers. They en- 
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tered tlie irat with. us. Margrave pointed out to the woman 
his coffer, to the men the fuel stowed in the outhouse. Both 
were borne away and placed within the litter. Meanwhile, 
I took from the table, on which it was carelessly thrown, 
the light hatchet that I habitually carried with me in my 
rambles. 

^M)o you think that you need that idle weapon? said 
Margrave. “ Do you fear the good faith of my swarthy 
attendants?’^ 

take the hatchet yourself 5 its use is to sever the 
gold from the quartz in which we may find it embedded, or to 
clear, as this shovel, which will also be needed, from the 
slight soil above it, the ore that the mine in the mountain 
flings forth, as the sea casts its waifs on the sands.” 

‘^Give me your hand, fellow-labourer! ” said Margrave, 
joyfully. Ah, there is no faltering terror in this pulse! I 
was not mistaken in the Man. What rests, but the Place and 
the Hour? I shall live! I shall live! ” 


CHAPTEE LXXXI. 


Maroeave now entered the litter, and the Veiled Woman 
drew the black curtains round him. I walked on, as the 
guide, some yards in advance. The air was still, heavy, and 
parched with the breath of the Australasian sirocco. 

We pas'sed through the meadow-lands, studded with slum- 
bering flocks; we followed the branch of the creek, which was 
linked to its source in the mountains by many a trickling 
waterfall; we threaded the gloom of stunted, misshapen trees, 
gnarled with the stringy bark which makes one of the signs 
of the strata that nourish gold; and at length the moon, now 
in all her pomp of light, mid-heaven amongst her subject 
stars, gleamed through the fissures of the cave, on whose 
floor lay the relics of antediluvian races, and rested in, one 
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flood of silvery splendour upon the hollows of the extinct 
volcano, with tufts of dank herbage, and wide spaces of paler 
sward, eovenngthe gold below,- Gold, the dumb symbol of 

mystery, storing in itself, according 
as Mmd, the informer of Matter, can distinguish its uses, evil 
and good, bane and blessing. 

Hitherto the Veiled Woman had remained in the rear with 
the white-robed, skeleton-like image that had crept to my side 
unawares with its noiseless step. Thus in each winding turn 
of the diflieult path at which the convoy following behind me 
came into sight, I had seen, first, the two gayly.resseT 
^ined men, next the black bier-like litter, and lasrie 
Black-veiled Woman and the White-robed Skeleton. 

ut now, as I halted on the tableland, backed by the moun- 
tain and fronting the valley, the woman left her companion 
passed by the litter and the aimed men, and paused^by my 
side, at the mouth of the moonlit cavern. 

There for a moment she stood, silent, the procession below 
mounting upward laboriously and slow; theu she turned tl 
me, and her veil was withdrawn. 

The face on which I gazed was wondrously beautiful and 

mature and majestic as that of a marble Demeter. 

“Do you believe in that which you seek?” she asked in 
her foreign, melodious, melancholy accents. ’ 

nonJ has 

e^di'^ Tme science questions all things, takes nothing upon 

credit. It knows but three states of the mind,- Denial 
Convictiou, and that vast interval between the two, whichls 
not belief, but suspense of judgment. 

her^sdfTnTei!V? her jeil, moved from me, mid seated 
iierself on a crag above that cleft between mountain and 

creek, to which, when I had first discovered the gold that the 
tod the tah. (tom the ctode l»d the ret 

cataract j but which now, in the drought and 

the to.h of the etie., wa. but . dead ^il. 

Xhe litter now ascended the height: its bearers haH-Pd- o 
ean hand tore the curtains aside, and Margrave descended, 
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ieaningj this time, not on the Black-veiled Woman, but on 
tbe Wbite-robed Skeleton. 

There, as be stood, the moon shone Ml on his wasted 
form; on his face, resolute, cheerful, and proud, despite its 
hollowed outlines and sicklied hues. He raised his head, 
spoke in the language unknown to me, and the armed men 
and the litter-bearers grouped round him, bending low, their 
eyes fixed on the ground. The Veiled Woman rose slowly 
and came to his side, motioning away, with a mute sign, the 
ghastly form on which he leaned, and passing round him 
silently, instead, her own sustaining arm. Margrave spoke 
again a few sentences, of which I could not even guess the 
meaning. When he had concluded, the armed men and the 
litter-bearers came nearer to his feet, knelt down, and kissed 
his hand. They then rose, and took from the bier-like vehicle 
the coffer and the fuel. This done, they lifted again the 
litter, and again, preceded by the armed men, the procession 
descended down the sloping hillside, down into the valley 
below. 

Margrave now whispered, for some moments, into the ear 
of the hideous creature who had made way for the Veiled 
Woman. The grim skeleton bowed his head submissively, 
and strode noiselessly away through the long grasses, — the 
slender stems, trampled under his stealthy feet, reliftiiig 
themselves, as after a passing wind. And thus he, too, sank 
out of sight down into the valley below. On the tableland of 
the hill remained only we three, — Margrave, myself, and the 
Veiled Woman. . 

She had reseated herself apart, on the gray crag above the 
dried torrent. He stood at the entrance of the cavern, round 
the sides of which clustered parasital plants, with flowers 
of all colours, some amongst them opening their petals and 
exhaling their fragrance only in the hours of night; so that, 
as his form filled up the jaws of the dull arch, obscuring 
the moonbeam that strove to pierce the shadows that slept 
within, it stood now — wan and blighted — as I had seen it 
first, radiant and joyous, literally “framed in blooms.” 
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CHAPTEE LXXXIL 

said Margrave, turning to me, ^‘underthe soil that 
spreads around us lies the gold which to you and to me is at 
this moment of no value, except as a guide to its twin-born, 
— the regenerator of life! ” 

“You have not yet described to me the nature of the sub- 
stance which we are to explore, nor of the process by which 
the virtues you impute to it are to be extracted.’’ 

“ Let us first find the gold, and instead of describing the 
life-amber, so let me call it, I will point it out to your own 
eyes. As to the process, your share in it is so simple, that 
you will ask me why I seek aid from a chemist. The life- 
amber, when found, has but to be subjected to heat and fer- 
mentation for six hours; it will be placed, in a small caldron 
which that coffer contains, over the fire which that fuel will 
feed. To give effect to the process, certain alkalies and other 
ingredients are required; but these are prepared, and mine is 
the task to commingle them. From your science as chemist 
I need and ask nought. In you I have sought only the aid of 
a man.” 

“If that be so, why, indeed, seek me at all? Why not con- 
fide in those swarthy attendants, who doubtless are slaves to 
your orders? ” 

“Confide in slaves! when the first task enjoined to them 
would be to discover, and refrain from purloining gold! 
Seven such unscrupulous knaves, or even one such, and I, 
thus defenceless and feeble! Such is not the work that wise 
masters confide to fierce slaves. But that is the least of the 
reasons which exclude them from my choice, and fix my 
choice of assistant on you. Do you forget what I told you 
of the danger which the Dervish declared no bribe T could 
offer could tempt him a second time to brave?” 

“ I remember now ; those words had passed away from my 
pind.” 
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because they had passed away from your mind/ I 
chose you for my comrade. I need a man by whom danger 
is scorned.’^ 

^^But in the process of which you tell me I see no possible 
danger unless the ingredients you mix in your caldron have 
poisonous fumes.” 

^^It is not that. The ingredients I use are not poisons.” 

^^What other danger, except you dread your own Eastern 
slaves? But, if so, why lead them to these solitudes j and, if 
so, why not bid me be armed? ” 

“ The Eastern slaves, fulfilling my commands, wait for my 
summons where their eyes cannot see what we do. The 
danger is of a kind in which the boldest son of the East 
would be more craven, perhaps, than the daintiest Sybarite 
of Europe, who would shrink from a panther and laugh at a 
ghost. In the creed of the Dervish, and of all who adventure 
into that realm of nature which is closed to philosophy and 
open to magic, there are races in the magnitude of space un- 
seen as animalcules in the world of a drop. For the tribes of 
the drop, science has its microscope. Of the host of yon 
azure Infinite magic gains sight, and through them gains 
command over fluid conductors that link all the parts of crea- 
tion. Of these races, some are wholly indifferent to man, 
some benign to him, and some dreadly hostile. In all the 
regular and prescribed conditions of mortal being, this magic 
realm seems as blank and tenantless as yon vacant air. But 
when a seeker of powers beyond the rude functions by which 
man plies the clockwork that measures his hours, and stops 
when its chain reaches the end of its coil, strives to pass over 
those boundaries at which philosophy says, ^Knowledge ends,’ 
— then he is like all other travellers in regions unknown; he 
must propitiate or brave the tribes that are hostile, — -must 
depend for his life on the tribes that are friendly. Though 
your science discredits the alchemist’s dogmas, your learning 
informs you that all alchemists were not ignorant impostors; 
yet those whose discoveries prove them to have been the near- 
est allies to your practical knowledge, ever hint in their mys- 
tical works at the reality of that realm which is open to magic, 
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— ever hint that some means less familiar than furnace and 
bellows are essential to him who explores the elixir of life. 
He who once quaffs that elixir, obtains in his very veins the 
bright fluid by which he transmits the force of his will to agen- 
cies dormant in nature, to giants unseen in the space. And 
here, as he passes the boundary which divides his allotted and 
normal mortality from the regions and races that magic alone 
can explore, so, here, he breaks down the safeguard between 
himself and the tribes that are hostile. Is it not ever thus be- 
tween man and man? Let a race the most gentle and timid 
and civilized dwell on one side a river or mountain, and an- 
other have home in the region beyond, each, if it pass not the 
intervening barrier, may with each live in peace. But if am- 
bitious adventurers scale the mountain, or cross the river, 
with design to subdue and enslave the population they boldly 
invade, then all the invaded arise in wrath and defiance,-— 
the neighbours are changed into foes. And therefore this 
process — by which a simple though rare material of nature 
is made to yield to a mortal the boon of a life which brings, 
with its glorious resistance to Time, desires and faculties to 
subject to its service beings that dwell in the earth and the 
air and the deep — has ever been one of the same peril which 
an invader must brave when he crosses the bounds of his 
nation. By this key alone you unlock all the cells of the 
alchemist's lore; by this alone understand how a labour, 
which a chemist's crudest apprentice could perform, has baf- 
fled the giant fathers of all your dwarfed children of science. 
Nature, that stores this priceless boon, seems to shrink from 
conceding it to man; the invisible tribes that abhor him, op- 
pose themselves to the gain that might give them a master. 
The duller of those who were the life-seekers of old would 
have told you how some chance, trivial, unlooked-for, foiled 
their grand hope at the very point of fruition, — some doltish 
mistake, some improvident oversight, a defect in the sulphur, 
a wild overflow in the quicksilver, or a flaw in the bellows, 
or a pupil who failed to replenish the fuel, by falling asleep 
by the furnace. The invisible foes seldom vouchsafe to make 
themselves visible where they can frustrate the bungler, as 
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they mock at his toils from their ambush. But the mightier 
adventurers, equally foiled in despite of their patience and 
skill? would have said, ‘hTot with us rests the fault; we ne- 
glected no caution, we failed from no oversight. But out 
from the caldron dread faces arose, and the spectres or demons 
dismayed and baffled us.’ Such, then, is the danger which 
seems so appalling to a son of the East, as it seemed to a seei 
in the dark age of Europe. But we can deride all its threats, 
you and I. For myself, I own frankly I take all the safety 
that the charms and resources of magic bestow. You, for 
your safety, have the cultured and disciplined reason which 
reduces all fantasies to nervous impressions ; and I rely on 
the courage of one who has questioned, unquailing, the Lumi- 
nous Shadow, and wrested from the hand of the magician 
himself the wand which concentred the wonders of will ! ” 

To this strange and long discourse I listened without inter- 
ruption, and now quietly answered, — 

/‘I do not merit the trust you affect in my courage; but I 
am now on my guard against the cheats of hhe fancy, and the 
fumes of a vapour can scarcely bewilder the brain in the open 
air of this mountain-land. I believe in no races like those 
which you tell me lie viewless in space, as do gases. I believe 
not in magic; I ask not its aids, and I dread not its terrors. 
For the rest, l am confident of one mournful courage, — the 
courage that comes from despair. I submit to your guidance, 
whatever it be, as a sufferer whom colleges doom to the grave 
submits to the quack who says, ^Take my specific and live! ’ 
My life is nought in itself; my life lives in another. You 
and I are both brave from despair; you would turn death 
from yourself, I would turn death from one I love more than 
myself. Both know how little aid we can win from the col- 
leges, and both, therefore, turn to the promises most auda- 
ciously cheering. Dervish or magician, alchemist or phantom, 
what care you and I? And if they fail us, what then? They 
cannot fail us more than the colleges do! ” 
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CHAPTER LXXXIIL 

The gold lias been gained with an easy labour, I knew 
where to seek for it, whether under the turf or in the bed of 
the creek. But Margrave’s eyes, hungrily gazing round every 
spot from which the ore was disburied, could not detect the 
substance of which he alone knew the outward appearance. I 
had begun to believe that, even in the description given to 
him of this material, he had been credulously duped, and that 
no such material existed, when, coming back from the bed of 
the watercourse, I saw a faint yellow gleam amidst the roots 
of a giant parasite plant, the leaves and blossoms of which 
climbed up the sides of the cave with its antediluvian relics. 
The gleam was the gleam of gold, and on removing the loose 
earth round the roots of the plant, we came on — Ko, I will 
not, I dare not, describe it. The gold-digger would cast it 
aside, the naturalist would pause not to heed it; and did I 
describe it, and chemistry deign to subject it to analysis, 
could chemistry alone detach or discover its boasted virtues? 

Its particles, indeed, are very minute, not seeming readily 
to crystallize with each other; each in itself of uniform shape 
and size, spherical as the egg which contains the germ of life, 
and small as the egg from which the life of an insect may 
quicken. 

But Margrave’s keen eye caught sight of the atoms upcast 
by the light of the moon. He exclaimed to me, “ Found ! I 
shall live!” And then, as he gathered up the grains with 
tremulous hands, he called out to the Veiled Woman, hitherto 
still seated motionless on the crag. At his word she rose and 
went to the place hard by, where the fuel was piled, busying 
herself there. I had no leisure to heed her. I continued my 
search in the soft and yielding soil that time and the decay of 
vegetable life had accumulated over the Pre- Adamite strata 
on which the arch of the cave rested its mighty keystone. 
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Wiien we Rad collected of these particles about thrice as 
much as a man might hold in his hand, we seemed to have 
exhausted their bed. We continued still to find gold, but no 
more of the delicate substance, to which, in our sight, gold 
was as dross. 

Enough,” then said Margrave, reluctantly desisting. 

What we have gained already will suffice for a life thrice 
as long as legend attributes to Haroun. I shall live,— I shall 
live through the centuries.” 

Forget not that I claim my share.” 

Your share — yours ! True — your half of my life ! It is 
true.” He paused with a low, ironical, malignant laugh; and 
then added, as he rose and turned away, “But the work is yet 
to be done.” 


CHAPTER LXXXIV. 

While we had thus laboured and found, Ayesha had placed 
the fuel where the moonlight fell fullest on the sward of the 
tableland, — a part of it already piled as for a fire, the rest of 
it heaped confusedly close at hand; and by the pile she had 
placed the coffer. And there she stood, her arms folded under 
her mantle, her dark image seeming darker still as the moon- 
light whitened all the ground from which the image rose mo- 
tionless. Margrave opened his coffer, the Veiled Woman did 
not aid him, and I watched in silence, while he as silently 
made his weird and wizard-like preparations. 


CHAPTER LXXXV. 

On the ground a wide circle was traced by a small rod, 
tipped apparently with sponge saturated with some combus- 
tible naphtha-like fluid, so that a pale lambent flame followed 
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the course of the rod as Margrave guided it, burning up the 
herbage over which it played, and leaving a distinct ring, like 
that which, in our lovely native fable-talk, we call the “ Fairy’s 
Ring,” but yet more visible because marked in phosphores- 
cent light. On the ring thus formed were placed twelve 
small lamps, fed with the fluid from the same vessel, and 
lighted by the same rod. The light emitted by the lamps 
was more vivid and brilliant than that which circled round 
the ring. 

Within the circumference, and immediately round the wood- 
pile, Margrave traced certain geometrical figures, in which — 
not without a shudder, that I overcame at once by a strong 
effort of will in murmuring to myself the name of “ Lilian ” 
— I recognized the interlaced triangles which my own hand, 
in the spell enforced on a sleep-walker, had described on the 
floor of the wizard’s pavilion. The figures were traced, like 
the circle, in flame, and at the point of each triangle (four in 
number) was placed a lamp, brilliant as those on the ring. 
This task performed, the caldron, based on an iron tripod, 
was placed on the wood-pile. And then the woman, before 
inactive and unheeding, slowly advanced, knelt by the 
pile, and lighted it. The dry wood crackled and the flame 
burst forth, licking the rims of the caldron with tongues of 
fire. 

Margrave flung into the caldron the particles we had col- 
lected, poured over them first a liquid, colourless as water, 
from the largest of the vessels drawn from his coffer, and 
then, more sparingly,, drops from small crystal phials, like 
the phials I had seen in the hand of Philip Derval. 

Having surmounted my first impulse of awe, I watched 
these proceedings, curious yet disdainful, as one who watches 
the mummeries of an enchanter on the stage. 

thought I, ^^these are but artful devices to inebriate 
and fool my own imagination, my imagination is on its guard, 
and reason shall not, this time, sleep at her post! ” 

“And now,” said Margrave, “I consign to you the easy 
task by which you are to merit your share of the elixir. It 
, k my task to feed and replenish the caldron; it is Ayesha’s 
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to teed tte firOj wMct must not for a moment relax in its 
measured and steady teat. Your task is the lightest of all: 
it is hut to renew from this vessel the fluid that burns in the 
lanipSj and on the ring. Observe, the contents of the vessel 
niiist be thriftily husbanded; there is enough, but not more 
than enough, to sustain the light in the lamps, on the lines 
traced round the caldron, and on the farther ring, for six 
hours. The compounds dissolved in this fluid are scarce, — 
only obtainable in the East, and even in the East months 
might have passed before I could have increased my supply. 
I had no months to waste. Eeplenish, then, the light only 
when it begins to flicker or fade. Take heed, above all, that 
no part of the outer ring — no, not an inch — and no lamp of 
the twelve, that are to its zodiac like stars, fade for one mo- 
ment in darkness.’^ 

I took the crystal vessel from his hand. 

^^The vessel is small,” said I, ^‘and what is yet left of its 
contents is but scanty ; whether its drops suffice to replenish 
the lights I cannot guess, — I can but obey your instructions. 
But, more important by far than the light to the lamps and 
the circle, which in Asia or Africa might scare away the wild 
beasts unknown to this land — more important than light to 
a lamp, is the strength to your frame, weak magician I What 
will support you through six weary hours of night-watch? ” 

. “Hope,” answered Margrave, with a ray of his old daz- 
zling style. “ Hope ! I shall, live, — I shall live through the 
centuries!” 


CHAPTER LXXXVI. 

Oke hour passed away; the fagots under the caldron burned 
clear in the sullen sultry air. The materials within began to 
seethe, and their colour, at first dull and turbid, changed into 
a pale-rose hue; from time to time the Veiled Woman replen- 
ished the fire, after she had done so reseating herself close by 
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the pyre, with her head bowed over her knees, and her face 
hid under her veil. 

The lights in the lamps and along the ring and the triangles 
now began to pale, I resupplied their nutriment from the 
crystal vessel. As yet nothing strange startled iiiy eye or 
my ear beyond the rim of the circle, — nothing audible, save, 
at a distance, the musical wheel-like click of the locusts, and, 
farther still, in the forest, the howl of the wild dogs, that 
never bark; nothing visible, but the trees and the mountain- 
range girding the plains silvered by the moon, and the arch 
of the cavern, the flush of wild blooms on its sides, and the 
gleam of dry bones on its floor, where the moonlight shot into 
the gloom. 

The second hour passed like the first. I had taken my 
stand by the side of Margrave, watching with him the process 
at work in the caldron, when I felt the ground slightly vi- 
brate beneath my feet, and, looking up, it seemed as if Ull 
the plains beyond the circle were heaving like the swell of 
the sea, and as if in the air itself there was a perceptible 
tremor. 

I placed my hand on Margrave’s shoulder and whispered, 
“ To me earth and air seem to vibrate. Do they seem to vi- 
brate to you? ” 

know not, I care not,” he answered impetuously. “The 
essence is bursting the shell that confined it. Here are my 
air and my earth! Trouble me not. Look to the circle! feed 
the lamps if they fail.” 

I passed by the Veiled Woman as I walked towards a place 
in the ring in which the flame was waning dim; and I whis- 
pered to her the same question which I had whispered to 
Margrave. She looked slowly around, and answered, “ So is 
it before the Invisible make themselves visible! Did I not 
bid him forbear?” Her head again drooped on her breast, 
and her watch was again fixed on the fire. 

I advanced to the circle and stooped to replenish the light 
where it waned. As I did so, on my arm, which stretched 
somewhat beyond the line of the ring, I felt a shock like that 
of electricity. The arm fell to my side numbed and nerve- 
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less, and from my Eand dropped, but witMu tlie ring, the 
vessel that contained the fluid. Eecovering my surprise or 
my stun, hastily with the other hand I caught up the vessel, 
hut some of the scanty liquid was already spilled on the 
sward 5 and I saw with a thrill of dismay, that contrasted in- 
deed the tranquil indifference with which I had first under- 
taken my charge, how small a supply was now left. 

I went back to Margrave, and told him of the shock, and of 
its consequence in the waste of the liquid. 

‘^Beware,” said he, “that not a motion of the arm, not an 
inch of the foot, pass the verge of the ring; and if the fluid 
be thus unhappily stinted, reserve all that is left for the pro- 
tecting circle and the twelve outer lamps ! See how the 
Grand Work advances! how the hues in the caldron are glow- 
ing blood-red through the film on the surface I ’’ 

And now four hours of the six were gone; my arm had 
gradually recovered its strength. Neither the ring nor the 
lamps had again required replenishing; perhaps their light 
was exhausted less quickly, as it was no longer to be exposed 
to the rays of the intense Australian moon. Clouds had 
gathered over the sky, and though the moon gleamed at times 
in the gaps that they left in blue air, her beam was more hazy 
and dulled. The locusts no longer were heard in the grass, 
"nor the howl of the dogs in the forest. Out of the circle, 
the stillness was profound. 

And about this time I saw distinctly in the distance a vast 
Eye! It drew nearer and nearer, seeming to move from the 
ground at the height of some lofty giant. Its gaze riveted 
mine; my blood curdled in the blaze from its angry ball; and 
now as it advanced larger and larger, other Eyes, as if of 
giants in its train, grew out from the space in its rear; num- 
bers on numbers, like the spear-heads of some Eastern army, 
seen afar by pale warders of battlements doomed to the dust. 
My voice long refused an utterance to my awe; at length it 
burst forth shrill and loud, — ■ 

“ Look 1 look 1 Those terrible Eyes ! Legions on legions I 
And hark! that tramp of numberless feet; they dbie not seen, 
but the hollows of earth echo the sound of their march! 
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Margrave, more than ever intent on the caldron, in 'which, 
from time to time, he kept dropping powders or essences 
drawn forth from his coffer, looked up, defyingly, fiercely. — 

“Ye come/’ he said, in a low mutter, his once mighty voice 
sounding hollow and labouring, but fearless and firm, — “ye 
come, — not to conquer, vain rebels! — ye whose dark chief I 
struck down at my feet in the tomb where my spell had raised 
up the ghost of your first human master, the Chaldee ! Earth 
and air have their armies still faithful to me, and still I re- 
member the war-song that summons them up to confront 
you! Ayesha! Ayesha! recall the wild troth that we pledged 
amongst roses ; recall the dread bond by which we united our 
sway over hosts that yet own thee as queen, though my scep- 
tre is broken, my diadem reft from my brows ! ” 

The Veiled Woman rose at this adjuration. Her veil now 
was withdrawn, and the blaze of the fire between Margrave 
and herself flushed, as with the rosy bloom of youth, the grand 
beauty of her softened face. It was seen, detached as it were, 
from her dark-mantled form 5 seen through the mist of the 
vapours which rose from the caldron, framing it round like 
the clouds that are yieldingly pierced by the light of the 
evening star. 

Through the haze of the vajjour came her voice, more musi- 
cal, more plaintive than I had heard it before, but far softer, 
more tender; still in her foreign tongue, the words unknown 
to me, and yet their sense, perhaps, made intelligible by the 
love, which has one common language and one common look 
to all who have loved, — the love unmistakably heard in the 
loving tone, unmistakably seen in the loving face. 

A moment or so more, and she had come round from the 
opposite side of the fire-pile, and bending over Margrave’s 
upturned brow, kissed it quietly, solemnly; and then her 
countenance grew fierce, her crest rose erect; it was the 
lioness protecting her young. She stretched forth her arm 
from the black mantle, athwart the pale front that now again 
bent over the caldron, — stretched it towards the haunted and 
hollow-sounding space beyond, in the gesture of one whose 
right hand has the sway of the sceptre. And then her voice 
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stole on the air in the music of a chanty not loud^ yet far- 
reaching; so thrilling, so sweet, and yet so solemn, that I 
could at once comprehend how legend united of old the spell 
of enchantment with the power of song* All that I recalled 
of the effects which, in the former time, Margrave’s strange 
chants had produced on the ear that they ravished and the 
thoughts they confused, was but as the wild bird’s imitative 
carol, compared to the depth and the art and the soul of the 
singer, whose voice seemed endowed with a charm to en- 
thrall all the tribes of creation, though the language it used 
for that charm might to them, as to me, be unknown. As the 
song ceased, I heard, from behind, sounds like those I had 
heard in the spaces before me, — the tramp of invisible feet, 
the whir of invisible wings, as if armies were marching to 
aid against armies in march to destroy. 

^‘Look not in front nor around,” said Ayesha, ^^Look, like 
him, on the caldron below* The circle and the lamps are yet 
bright; I will tell you when the light again fails.” 

I dropped my eyes on the caldron, 

'^See,” whispered Margrave, the sparkles at last begin to 
arise, and the rose-hues to deepen, — signs that we near the 
last process.” 


CHAPTER LXXXYII. 

The fifth hour had jiassed away, when Ayesha said to me, 
^^Lo! the circle is fading; the lamps grow dim. Look now 
without fear on the space beyond ; the eyes that appalled thee 
are again lost in air, as lightnings that fleet back into cloud.” 

I looked up, and the spectres had vanished. The sky was 
tinged with sulphurous hues, the red and the black inter- 
mixed. I replenished the lamps and the ring in front, 
thriftily, heedfully; but when 1 came to the sixth lamp, not 
a drop in the vessel that fed them wavS left. In a vague dis- 
may, I now looked round the half of the wide circle in rear 
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of tlie two bended figures intent on tlie caldron. All along 
that disk tke ligkt was already brokenj bere and there flicker- 
ing upj here and there dying down; the six lamps in that 
half of the circle still twinkled, but faintly, as stars shrink- 
ing fast from the dawn of day. But it was not the fading 
shine in that half of the magical ring which daunted my eye 
and quickened with terror the pulse of my heart ; the Bush- 
land beyond was on fire. From the background of the forest 
rose the flame and the smoke, — the smoke, there, still half 
smothering the flame. But along the width of the grasses 
and herbage, between the verge of the forest and the bed of 
the water-creek just below the raised platform from which I 
beheld the dread conflagration, the fire was advancing, — -wave 
upon wave, clear and red against the columns of rock be- 
hind, — as the rush of a flood through the mists of some Alp 
crowned with lightnings. 

Boused from my stun at the first sight of a danger not fore- 
seen by the mind I had steeled against far rarer portents of 
Nature, I cared no more for the lamps and the circle. Hurry- 
ing back to Ayesha, I exclaimed : “ The phantoms have gone 
from the spaces in front; but what incantation or spell can 
arrest the red march of the foe, speeding on in the rear! 
While we gazed on the caldron of life, behind us, unheeded, 
behold the Destroyer!” 

Ayesha looked, and made no reply; but, as by involuntary 
instinct, bowed her majestic head, then rearing it erect, 
placed herself yet more immediately before the wasted form 
of the young magician (he still bending over the caldron, and 
hearing me not in the absorption and hope of his watch), — 
placed herself before him, as the bird whose first care is her 
fledgling. 

As we two there stood, fronting the deluge of fire, we heard 
Margrave behind us, murmuring low, “See the bubbles of 
light, how they sparkle and dance! I shall live, I shall 
live! ” And his words scarcely died in our ears before, crash 
upon crash, came the fall of the age-long trees in the forest; 
and nearer, all near us, through the blazing grasses, the hiss 
of the serpents, the scream of the birds, and the bellow and 
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tramp of tlie herds plunging wild througii the billowy red of 
their pastures. 

Ayesha now wound her arms around Margrave, and»wrench(?d 
him, reluctant and struggling, from his watch over the seeth- 
ing caldron. In rebuke of his angry exclamations, she pointed 
to the march of the fire, spoke in sorrowful tones a few words 
in her own language, and then, appealing to me in English, 
said,-— 

I tell him that here the Spirits who oppose us have sum- 
moned a foe that is deaf to my voice, and — ” 

^^And,” exclaimed Margrave, no longer with gasp and ef' 
fort, but with the swell of a voice which drowned all the dis- 
cords of terror and of agony sent forth from the Phlegethon 
burning below, — *‘and this witch, whom I trusted, is a vile 
slave and impostor, more desiring my death than my life. 
She thinks that in life I should scorn and forsake her, that in 
death I should die in her arms! Sorceress, avaunt! Art 
thou useless and powerless now when I need thee most? Go! 
Let the world be one funeral pyre! What to me is the world? 
My world is my life! Thou knowest that my last hope is 
here, — that all the strength left me this night will die down, 
like the lamps in the circle, unless the elixir restore it. Bold 
friend, spurn that sorceress away. Hours yet ere those flames 
can assail us! A few minutes more, and life to your Lilian 
and me!” 

Thus having said, Margrave turned from us, and cast into 
the caldron the last essence yet left in his empty coffer. 

Ayesha silently drew her black veil over her face; and 
turned, with the being she loved, from the terror he scorned, 
to share in the hope that he cherished. 

Thus left alone, with my reason disenthralled, disenchanted, 
I surveyed more calmly the extent of the actual peril with 
which we %?ere threatened, and the peril seemed less, so 
surveyed. 

It is true all the Bush-land behind, almost up to the bed of 
the creek, was on fire; but the grasses, through which the 
flame spread so rapidly, ceased at the opposite marge of the 
creek. Watery pools were still, at intervals, left in the bed 
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of the creek, shining tremnlons, like in the 

glare reflected from the huriiing land; and even where the 
water failed, the stony course of the exhausted rivulet was a 
harrier against the march of the conflagration. Thus, unless 
the wind, now still, should rise, and waft some sparks to the 
parched combustible herbage immediately around us, we were 
saved from the fire, and our work might yet be achieved. 

I whispered to Ayesha the conclusion to which I came. 

^‘Thinkest thou,” she answered, without raising her mourn- 
ful head, “that the Agencies of Nature are the movements of 
chance? The Spirits I invoked to his aid are leagued with 
the hosts that assail. A mightier than I am has doomed 
him!” 

Scarcely had she uttered these words before Margrave ex- 
claimed, “Behold how the Rose of the alchemist’s dream en- 
larges its blooms from the folds of its petals! I shall live, 
i.shalliive!” 

I looked, and the liquid which glowed in the caldron had 
now taken a splendour that mocked all eomparisons borrowed 
from the lustre of gems. In its prevalent colour it had, in- 
deed, the dazzle and flash of the ruby ; but out from the mass 
of the molten red, broke coruscations of all prismal hues, 
shooting, shifting, in a play that made the wavelets them- 
selves seem living things, sensible of their joy. No longer 
was there scum or film upon the surface; only ever and anon 
a light rosy vapour floating up, and quick lost in the hag- 
gard, heavy, sulphurous air, hot with the conflagration rnsh- 
ing towards us from behind. And these coruscations formed, 
on ‘the surface of the molten ruby, literally the shape of a 
Rose, its leaves made distinct in their outlines by sparks of 
emerald and diamond and sapphire, 

Even while gazing on this animated liquid lustre, a buoyant 
delight seemed infused into my senses; all terrors conceived 
before were annulled; the phantoms, whose armies had filled 
the wide spaces in front, were forgotten; the crash of the 
forest behind was unheard. In the reflection of that glory, 
Margrave’s wan cheek seemed already restored to the radiance 
it wore when I saw it first in the framework of blooms. 
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As I gazed^ tiitis enchanted, a cold hand touched iny own . 

^“^Hush!” whispered Ay esha, from the black veil, against 
which the rays of the caldron fell blunt, and absorbed into 
Bark. /‘Behind us, the light of the circle is extinct, but 
there we are guarded from all save the brutal and soulless 
destroyers. But before! — but before! — see, two’ of the 
lamps have died out! • — see the blank of the gap^ in the ring !’ 
Guard that breach,- — there the demons will enter.” 

“]!^ot a drop is there left in his vessel by which to replenish 
the lamps on the ring.” 

“ Advance, then ; thou hast still the light of the soul, and 
the demons may recoil before a soul that is dauntless and 
guiltless. If not, Three are lost! — as it is, Gne is doomed.” 

Thus adjured, silently, involuntarily, I passed from the 
Veiled Woman^s side, over the sere lines on the turf which 
had been traced by the triangles of light long since extin- 
guished, and towards the verge of the circle. As I advanced, 
overhead rushed a dark cloud of wings; — birds dislodged 
from the forest on fire, and screaming, in dissonant terror, as 
they flew towards the farthermost mountains; close by my 
feet hissed and glided the snakes, driven forth from their 
blazing coverts, and glancing through the ring, tinscared by 
its waning lamps ; all undulating by me, bright-eyed and hiss- 
ing, all made innocuous by fear,— even the terrible Death- 
adder, which I trampled on as I halted at the verge of the 
circle, did not turn to bite, but crept harmless away. I halted 
at the gap between the two dead lamps, and bowed my head 
to look again into the crystal vessel. Were there, indeed, no 
lingering drops yet left, if but to recruit the lamps for some 
priceless minutes more? As I thus stood, right into the gap 
between the two dead lamps strode a gigantic Foot. All the 
rest of the form was unseen; only, as volume after volume of 
smoke poured on from the burning land behind, it seemed as 
if one great column of vapour, eddying round, settled itself 
aloft from the circle, and that out from that column strode 
the giant Foot. And, as strode the Foot, so with it came, 
like the sound of its tread, a roll of muttered thunder. 

I recoiled, with a cry that rang loud through the lurid air. 
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^‘Courage!” said the Yoice of Ayesha, ^‘Trembimg soul, 
yield not an inch to the demon ! 

At the charm, the wonderful charm, in the tone of the 
Veiled Woman’s voice, my will seemed to take a force more 
sublime than its own. I folded my arms on my breast, and 
stood as if rooted to the spot, confronting the column of 
smoke and the stride of the giant Foot. And the Foot halted, 
mute. 

Again, in the momentary hush of that suspense, I heard a 
voice, — it was Margrave’s. 

The last hour expires, the work is accomplished ! Come I 
come I Aid me to take the caldron from the fire; and quick ! 
— ;or a drop may be wasted in vapour — the Elixir of Life 
from the caldron!” 

At that cry I receded, and the Foot advanced. 

And at that moment, suddenly, unawares, from behind, I 
was stricken down. Over me, as I lay, swept a whirlwind of 
trampling hoofs and glancing horns. The herds, in their 
flight from the burning pastures, had rushed over the bed of 
the watercourse, scaled the slopes of the banks. Snorting 
and bellowing, they plunged their blind way to the moun- 
tains. One cry alone, more wild than their own savage blare, 
pierced the reek through which the Brute Hurricane swept. 
At that cry of wrath and despair I struggled to rise, again 
dashed to earth by the hoof s and the horns. But was it the 
dream-like deceit of my reeling senses, or did I see that giant 
Foot stride past through the close-serried ranks of the mad- 
dening herds? Did I hear, distinct through all the huge up- 
roar of animal terror, the roll of low thunder which followed 
the stride of that Foot? 
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CHAPTER LXXXVIII. 

WHBif my sense had recovered its shock, and my eyes 
looked dizzily round, the charge of the beasts had swept by; 
and of all the wild tribes which had invaded the magical cir- 
cle, the only lingerer was the brown Death-adder, coiled close 
by the spot where my head had rested. Beside the extin- 
guished lamps which the hoofs had confusedly scattered, the 
fire, arrested by the watercourse, had consumed the grasses 
that fed it, and there the plains stretched, black and desert 
as the Phlegrsean Field of the Poet’s Hell. But the fire still 
raged in the forest beyond,— white flames, soaring up from 
the trunks of the tallest trees, and forming, through the sul- 
len dark of the smoke-reek, innumerable pillars of fire, like 
the halls in the City of fiends. 

Gathering myself up, I turned my eyes from the terrible 
pomp of the lurid forest, and looked fearfully down on the 
hoof “trampled sward for my two companions. 

I saw the dark image of Ay esha still seated, still bending, 
as I had seen it last. I saw a pale hand feebly grasping the 
rim of the magical caldron, which lay, hurled down from its 
tripod by the rush of the beasts, yards away from the dim 
fading embers of the scattered wood-pyre. I saw the faint 
writhings of a frail wasted frame, over which the Veiled 
Woman was bending. I saw, as I moved with bruised limbs 
to the place, close by the lips of the dying magician, the flash 
of the ruby -like essence spilled on the sward, and, meteor- 
like, sparkling up from the torn tufts of herbage. 

I now reached Margrave’s side. Bending over him as the 
Veiled Woman bent, and as I sought gently to raise him, he 
turned his face, fiercely faltering out, “ Touch me not, rob me 
not! Vow share with me I Kever! never! These glorious drops 
are all mine ! Die all else ! I will live ! I will live I ” Writh- 
ing himself from my pitying arms, he plunged his face amidst 
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tKe beautiful, playful flame of tbe essence, as if to lap tbe 
elixir with lips scorched away from its intolerable burning. 
Suddenly, with a low shriek, he fell back, his face upturned 
to mine, and on that face unmistakably reigned Death ! 

Then Ayesha tenderly, silently, drew the young head to 
her lap, and it vanished from my sight behind her black 
veil. 

I knelt beside her, murmuring some trite words of comfort; 
but she heeded me not, rocking herself to and fro as the 
mother who cradles a child to sleep. Soon the fast-flickering 
sparkles of the lost elixir died out on the grass; and with 
their last sportive diamond-like tremble of light, up, in all 
the suddenness of Australian day, rose the sun, lifting him- 
self royally above the mountain-tops, and fronting the meaner 
blaze of the forest as a young king fronts his rebels. And as 
there, where the hush-fires had ravaged, all was a desert, so 
there, where their fury had not spread, all was a garden. 
Afar, at the foot of the mountains, the fugitive herds were 
grazing; the cranes, flocking back to the pools, renewed the 
strange grace of their gambols; and the great kingfisher, 
whose laugh, half in mirth, half in mockery, leads the choir 
that welcome the morn, — which in Europe is night, — alighted 
hold on the roof of the cavern, whose floors were still white 
with the bones of races, extinct before — so helpless through 
instincts, so royal through Soul — rose Majt! 

■But there, on the ground where the dazzling elixir had 
wasted its virtues, — there the herbage already had a fresh- 
ness of verdure which, amid the duller sward round it, was 
like an oasis of green in a desert. And there wild-flowers, 
whose chill hues the eye would have scarcely distinguished 
the day before, now glittered forth in blooms of unfamiliar 
beauty. Towards that spot were attracted myriads of happy 
insects, whose hum of intense joy was musically loud. But 
the form of the life-seeking sorcerer lay rigid and stark; 
blind to the bloom of the wild-flowers, deaf to the glee of the 
insects, — one hand still resting heavily on the rim of the 
emptied caldron, and the face still hid behind the Black Veil. 
What! the wondrous elixir, sought with such hope and well- 
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nigli aeliieved tlirougli Buoh dread, fleeting back to tbe eartli 
from wliich its material was drawn, to gire bloom, indeed,-— 
but to herbs : joy indeed, — but to insects ! 

And now, in the flash of the sun, slowly wound up the 
slopes that led to the circle the same barbaric procession 
which had sunk into the valley under the ray of the moon. 
The armed men came first, stalwart and tall, their vests brave 
with crimson and golden lace, their weapons gayly gleaming 
with holiday silver. After them, the Black Litter. As they 
came to the place, Ayesha, not raising her head, spoke to 
them in her own Eastern tongue. A wail was her answer. 
The armed men bounded forward, and the bearers left the 
littei 

All gathered round the dead form with the face concealed 
under the black veil; all knelt, and all we];)t. Far in the dis- 
tance, at the foot of the blue mountains, a crowd of the savage 
natives had risen up as if from the earth; they stood motion- 
less, leaning on their clubs and spears, and lobking towards 
the spot on which we were, — strangely thus brought into the 
landscape, as if they too, the wild dwellers on the verge 
which Humanity guards from the Brute, were among the 
mourners for the mysterious Child of mysterious Nature! 
And still, in the herbage, hummed the small insects, and 
still, from the cavern, laughed the great kingfisher. I said 
to Ayesha, “ Farewell ! your love mourns the dead, mine calls 
me to the living. You are now with your own people, they 
may console you; say if I can assist.’* 

There is no consolation for me! What mourner can be 
consoled if the dead die forever? Nothing for him is left but 
a grave ; that grave shall be in the land where the song of 
Ayesha first lulled him to sleep. Thou assist mb, — thou, the 
wise man of Europe! From me ask assistance. What road 
wilt thou take to thy home?” 

There is but one road known to me through the maze of 
the solitude, — that which we took to this upland.” 

that road Death lurks, and awaits thee! Blind dupe, 
couldst thou think that if the grand secret of life had been 
won, he whose head rests on my lap would have yielded thee 
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one petty drop of the essence which had filched from his store 
of life but a moment? Me, who so loved and so cherished 
him,— me he would have doomed to the pitiless cord of my 
servant, the Strangler, if my death could have lengthened a 
hair-breadth the span of his being. But what matters to me 
his crime or his madness? I loved him! I loved him! 

She bowed her veiled head lower and lower; perhaps, un- 
der the veil, her lips kissed the lips of the dead. Then she 
said whisperingly, — 

Juma the Strangler, whose word never failed to his master, 
whose prey never slipped from his snare, waits thy step on 
the road to thy home! But thy death cannot now profit the 
dead, the beloved. And thou hast had pity for him who 
took but thine aid to design thy destruction. His life is lost, 
thine is saved.” 

She spoke no more in the tongue that I could interpret. 
She spoke, in the language unknown, a few murmured words 
to her swarthy attendants; then the armed men, still weep- 
ing, rose, and made a dumb sign to me to go with them. I 
understood by the sign that Ayesha had told them to guard 
me on my way; but she gave no reply to my parting thanks. 


CHAPTER LXXXIX. 

I DESCENDED into the valley; the armed men followed. 
The path, on that side of the watercourse not reached by the 
flames, wound through meadows still green, or amidst groves 
still unscathed. As a turning in the way brought in front of 
my sight the place I had left behind, I beheld the black litter 
creeping down the descent, with its curtains closed, and the 
Veiled Woman walking by its side. But soon the funeral 
procession was lost to my eyes, and the thoughts that it 
roused were erased. The waves in man’s brain are like those 
of the sea, rushing on, rushing over the wrecks of the vessels 
that rode on their surface, to sink, after storm, in their deeps. 
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One thought cast fortli into the future now mastered all in 
the past: “Was Lilian living still?” Absorbed in the gloom 
of that thought j hurried on by the goad that my heart, in its 
tortured impatience, gave to my footstep, I outstripped the 
slow stride of the armed men, and, midway between the place 
I had left and the home which I sped to, came, far in ad- 
vance of my guards, into the thicket in which the bushmen 
had started up in my path on the night that Lilian had 
watched for my coming. The earth at my feet was rife with 
creeping plants and many-coloured flowers, the sky overhead 
was half-hid by motionless pines. Suddenly, whether crawl- 
ing out from the herbage, or dropping down from the trees, 
by my side stood the white-robed and skeleton form, 
Ayesha^s attendant, the Strangler. 

I sprang from him shuddering, then halted and faced him. 
The hideous creature crept towards me, cringing and fawn- 
ing, making signs of humble good-will and servile obeisance. 
Again I recoiled, — wrathfully, loathingly; turned my face 
homeward, and fled on. I thought I had baffled his chase, 
when, just at the mouth of the thicket, he dropped from a 
hough in my path close behind me. Before I could turn, 
some dark muffling substance fell between my sight and the 
sun, and I felt a fierce strain at my throat. But the words of 
Ayesha had warned me; with one rapid hand I seized the 
noose before it could tighten too closely, with the other I tore 
the bandage away from my eyes, and, wheeling round on the 
dastardly foe, struck him down with one spurn of my foot. 
His hand, as he fell, relaxed its hold on the noose; I freed 
niy throat from the knot, and sprang from the copse into the 
broad sunlit plain. I saw no more of the armed men or the 
Strangler. Panting and breathless, I paused at last before 
the fence, fragrant with blossoms, that divided my home 
from the solitude. 

The windows of Lilianas room were darkened; all within 
the house seemed still. 

Darkened and silenced Home! with the light and sounds of 
the jocund day all around it. Was there yet hope in the 
Universe for me?. All to which I had trusted Hope had 
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broken do’?9:n! The anchors I had forged for her hold in the 
beds of the ocean^ her stay from the drifts of the stornij had 
snapped like the reeds which pierce the side that leans on 
the barb of their points, and confides in the strength of their 
stems. ISTo hope in the baffled resources of recognized know- 
ledge! No hope in the daring adventures of Mind into regions 
unknown; vain alike the calm lore of the practised physiciaB, 
and the magical arts of the fated Enchanter! I had fled from 
the coiiiinonplace teachings of Nature, to explore in her 
Shadow-land marvels at variance with reason. Made brave 
by the grandeur of love, I had opposed without quailing the 
stride of the Demon, and by hope, when fruition seemed 
nearest, had been trodden into dust by the hoofs of the beast! 
And yet, all the while, I had scorned, as a dream more wild 
than the word of a sorcerer, the hope that the old man and 
the child, the wise and the ignorant, took from their souls 
as inborn. Man and fiend had alike failed a mind, not igno- 
ble, not skilless, not abjectly craven; alike failed a heart not 
feeble and selfish, not dead to the hero’s devotion, willing to 
shed every drop of its blood for a something more dear than 
an animal’s life for itself! What remained — what remained 
for man’s hope? — man’s mind and man’s heart thus exhaust- 
ing their all with no other result but despair! What remained 
but the mystery of mysteries, so clear to the sunrise of child- 
hood, the sunset of age, only dimmed by the clouds which 
collect round the noon of our manhood? Where yet was 
Hope found? In the soul; in its every-day impulse to sup- 
plicate comfort and light, from the Giver of soul, wherever 
the heart is afflicted, the mind is obscured. 

Then the words of Ayesha rushed over me : What mourner 
can be consoled, if the Dead die forever?” Through every 
pulse of my frame throbbed that dread question. All Nature 
around seemed to murmur it. And suddenly, as by a flash 
from heaven, the grand truth in Eaber’s grand reasoning 
shone on me, and lighted up all, within and without. Man 
alone, of all earthly creatures, asks, Can the Dead die for- 
ever? ” and the instinct that urges the question is God’s an- 
swer to man! No instinct is given in vain. 
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And horn with tlxe iiistinct of soul is the instinct that leads 
the soul from the seen to the unseen, from time to eternity, 
from the torrent that foams towards the Ocean of Death, to 
the source of its stream, far aloft from the Ocean, 

^^Know thyself/^ said the Pythian of old. "That precept 
descended from Heaven.” Know thyself! Is that maxim 
wise? If so, know thy soul. But never yet did man come 
to the thorough conviction of soul but what he acknowledged 
the sovereign necessity of prayer. In my awe, in my rapture, 
all my thoughts seemed enlarged and illumined and exalted. 
I prayed, — all my soul seemed one prayer. All my past, 
with its pride and presumption and folly, grew distinct as 
the form of a penitent, kneeling for pardon before setting 
forth on the pilgrimage vowed to a shrine. And, sure now, 
in the deeps of a soul first revealed to myself, that the Dead 
do not die forever, my human love soared beyond its brief 
trial of terror and sorrow. Daring not to ask from Heaven’s 
wisdom that Lilian, for my sake, might not yet pass away 
from the earth, I prayed that my soul might be fitted to bear 
with submission whatever my Maker might ordain. And if 
surviving her — without whom no beam from yon material 
sun could ever warm into joy a morrow in human life — so to 
guide my steps that they might rejoin her at last, and, in re- 
joining, regain forever ! 

How trivial now became the weird riddle that, a little 
while before, had been clothed in so solemn an awe ! What 
mattered it to the vast interests involved in the clear recogni- 
tion of Soul and Hereafter, whether or not my bodily sense, 
for a moment, obscured the face of the Nature I should one 
day behold as a spirit? Doubtless the sights and the sounds 
which had haunted the last gloomy night, the calm reason of 
Faber would strip of their magical seemings ; the Eyes in the 
space and the Foot in the circle might be those of no terrible 
Demons, but of the wild’s savage children whom I had seen, 
halting, curious and mute, in the light of the morning. The 
tremor of the ground (if not, as heretofore, explicable by the 
illusory impression of my own treacherous senses) might be 
but the natural effect of elements struggling yet under a soil 
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unmistakably charred by volcanoes. The luminous atoms 
dissolved in the caldron might as little be fraught with a 
vital elixir as are the splendours of naphtha or phosphor. As 
it wasj the weird rite had no magic result. The magician 
was not rent limb from limb by the fiends. By causes as 
natural as ever extinguished life’s spark in the frail lamp of 
clay, he had died out of sight — under the black veil. 

What mattered henceforth to Baith, in its far grander ques- 
tions and answers, whether Reason, in Faber, or Fancy, in 
me, supplied the more probable guess at a hieroglyph which, 
if construed aright, was but a word of small mark in the 
mystical language of Nature? If all the arts of enchantment 
recorded by Fable were attested by facts which Sages were 
forced to acknowledge, Sages would sooner or later find some 
cause for such portents — not supernatural. But what Sage, 
without cause supernatural, both without and within him, 
can guess at the wonders he views in the growth of a blade pf 
grass, or the tints on an insect’s wing? Whatever art Man 
can achieve in his progress through time, Man’s reason, in 
time, can suffice to explain. But the wonders of God? These 
belong to the Infinite *, and these, 0 Immortal ! will but de- 
velop new wonder on wonder, though thy sight be a spirit’s, 
and thy leisure to track and to solve an eternity. 

As I raised my face from my clasped hands, my eyes fell 
full upon a form standing in the open doorway. There, where 
on the night in which Lilian’s long struggle for reason and 
life had begun, the Luminous Shadow had been beheld in the 
doubtful light of a dying moon and a yet hazy dawn; there, 
on the threshold, gathering round her bright locks the aureole 
of the glorious sun, stood Amy, the blessed child! And as I 
gazed, drawing nearer and nearer to the silenced house, and 
that Image of Peace on its threshold, I felt that Hope met 
me at the door, — Hope in the child’s steadfast eyes, Hope in 
the child’s welcoming smile! 

*^I was at watch for you,” whispered Amy. “All is well.” 

“She lives still — she lives! Thank God! thank God! ” 

“She lives, — she will recover! ” said another voice, as my 
head sunk on Faber’s shoulder. “For some hours in the 
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■nigM ter sleep was disturbed, convulsed. I feared, then, 
tbe worst. Suddenly, just before tbe dawn, sbe called out 
aloud, still in sleep, — 

Tbe cold and dark shadow bas passed away from me and 
from Allen, — passed away from us both forever! ^ 

“And from that moment tbe fever left ber; tbe breathing 
became soft, tbe pulse steady, and tbe colour stole gradually 
back to her cheek. Tbe crisis is past, blature’s benign Dis- 
poser bas permitted Nature to restore your lifers gentle part- 
ner, heart to heart, mind to mind — ” 

“And soul to soul,” I cried, in my solemn joy. “Above as 
below, soul to soul! ” Then, at a sign from Faber, tbe child 
took me by tbe band and led me up tbe stairs into Lilian’s 
room. 

Again those dear arms closed around me in wife-like and 
holy love, and those true lips kissed away my tears, — even 
as now, at tbe distance of years from that happy morn, while 
I write tbe last words of this Strange Story, tbe same faithful 
arms close around me, tbe same tender lips kiss away my 
tears. 


THE BND. 
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TO 

JOHN GIBSON, R.A., 

SCULPTOR, 


In looking round the wide and luminous circle of our great living 
Englishmen, to select one to whom I might fitly dedicate this work, — 
one who, in his life as in his genius, might illustrate the principle I have 
sought to convey, elevated by the ideal which he exalts, and serenely 
dwelling in a glorious existence with the images born of his imagination, 
— in looking round for some such man, my thoughts rested upon you. 
Afar from our turbulent cabals — from the ignoble jealousy and the sor- 
did strife which degrade and acerbate the ambition of Genius — in youi 
Roman Home, you have lived amidst all that is loveliest and least peiish- 
able in the Past, and contributed, with the noblest aims, and in the purest 
spirit, to the mighty heirlooms of the Future. Your youth has been de- 
voted to toil that your manhood may be consecrated to fame, — a fame 
unsullied by one desire of gold. You have escaped the two worst perils 
that beset the Artist in our time and land, -—the debasing tendencies of 
Commerce, and the angry rivalries of Competition. You have not 
wrought your marble for the market; you have not been tempted by the 
praises which our vicious criticism has showered upon exaggeration and 
distortion, to lower your taste to the level of the Hour ; you have lived, 
and you have laboured, as if you had no rivals but in the Dead, — no 
purchasers save in judges of what is best. In the divine Priesthood of 
the Beautiful, you have sought only to increase her worshippers and en- 
rich her temples. The pupil of Canova, you have inherited his excel- 
lences, while you have shunned his errors, — yours his delicacy, not his 
affectation. Your heart resembles him even more than your genius; 
you have the same noble enthusiasm for your sublime profession, the 
same lofty freedom from envy and the spirit that depreciates, the same 
generous desire not to war with, but to serve, Artists in your art; aid- 
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ing, strerigtlieiiing, advising, elevating the timidity of inexperience and 
the vagne aspirations of youth. By the intuition of a kindred mind, yon 
have equalled the learning of Winckelman and the plastic poetry of 
Goethe, in the intimate comprehension of the Antique. Each work of 
yours, rightly studied, is in itself a criticism^ illustrating the sublime se- 
crets of the Grecian Art, which, without the servility of plagiarism, you 
have contributed to revive amongst us ; in you we behold its three great 
and long undetected principles, — simplicity, calm, and concentration. 

But your admiration of the Greeks has not led you to the bigotry of 
the mere Antiquarian, nor made you less sensible of the unappreciated 
excellence of the mighty Modern worthy to be your countryman, — 
though till his statue is in the streets of our capital, we show ourselves 
not worthy of the glory he has shed upon our land; you have not suf- 
fered even your gratitude to Canova to blind you to the superiority of 
Elaxman. When we become sensible of our title-deeds to renown in 
that single name we may look for an English public capable of real 
patronage to English Art, and not till then. 

I, Artist in words, dedicate, then, to you, Artist whose ideas speak in 
marble, this well-loved work of my matured manhood. 1 love it not 
the less because it has been little understood, and superficially judged by 
the common herd. It was not meant for them. I love it not the more be- 
cause it has found enthusiastic favourers amongst the Few. My affection 
for my work is rooted in the solemn and pure delight which it gave me 
to conceive and to perform. If I had graven it on the rocks of a desert, 
this apparition of my own innermost mind, in its least clouded moments, 
wonld have been to me as dear ; and this ought, I believe, to be the senti- 
ment with which he whose Art is born of faith in the truth and beauty 
of the principles he seeks to illustrate, should regard his work. Your 
serener existence, uniform and holy, my lot denies — if my heart covets. 
But our true nature is in our thoughts, not our deeds ; and therefore, in 
Books which are his thoughts, the Author's character lies bare to the 
discerning eye. It is not in the life of cities, in the turmoil and the 
crowd ; it is in the still, the lonely, and more sacred life, which, lor some 
hours, under every sun, the student lives, — his stolen retreat from the 
! ' Agora to the Cave, — that I feel there is between us the bond of that 

secret sympathy, that magnetic chain, which unites the Everlasting 
Brotherhood, of whose being Zanoni is the type. 
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As a work of imagination^ Zanoni ” ranks, perhaps, 
amongst the highest of my prose fictions. In the poem 
of ^^King Arthur,’’ published many years afterwards, I 
have taken up an analogous design, in the contemplation 
of our positive life through a spiritual medium ; and I have 
enforced, through a far wider development, and, I believe, 
with more complete and enduring success, that harmony 
between the external events which are all that the super- 
ficial behold on the surface of human affairs, and the 
subtle and intellectual agencies which in reality influence 
the conduct of individuals, and shape out the destinies of 
the World. As man has two lives, — that of action and 
that of thought, — so I conceive that work to be the truest 
representation of Humanity which faithfully delineates 
both, and opens some elevating glimpse into the sublimest 
mysteries of our being, by establishing the inevitable 
union that exists between the plain things of the day, in 
which our earthly bodies perform their allotted part, and 
the latent, often uncultivated, often invisible, affinities 
of the soul with all the powers that eternally breathe 
and move throughout the Universe of Spirit. 

I refer those who do me the honour to read “ Zanoni ’’ 
with more attention than is given to ordinary romance, 
to the Poem of ‘‘King Arthur,” for suggestive conjecture 
into most of the regions of speculative research, affecting 
the higher and more important condition of our ultimate 
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being, which have engaged the students of immaterial 
philosophy in my own age. 

Affixed to the ^^Note” with which this volume concludes, 
and which treats of the distinction between type and alle- 
gory, the Reader will find, from the pen of one of onr 
most eminent living writers, an ingenious attempt to 
explain the interior or typical meanings of the work 
now before him. 


INTRODUCTION. 


It is possible that, among my readers, there may be a 
few not unacquainted with an old bookshop, existing 
some years since in the neighbourhood of Coyent Garden. 

I say a few, for certainly there was little enough to attract 
the many, in those precious volumes which the labour of 
a life had accumulated on the dusty shelves of my old 
friend D« . There were to be found no popular trea- 

tises, no entertaining romances, no histories, no travels, 
no ^‘Library for the People,” no “^ximusement for the 
Million.” But there, perhaps, throughout all Europe the 
curious might discover the most notable collection ever 
amassed by an enthusiast of the works of Alchemist, 
Cabalist, and Astrologer. The owner had lavished a for- 
tune in the purchase of unsalable treasures. But old 

D did not desire to sell. It absolutely went to his 

heart when a customer entered his shop; he watched the 
movements of the presumptuous intruder with a vindic- 
tive glare, he fluttered around him with uneasy vigilance ; 
he frowned, he groaned, when profane hands dislodged his 
idols from their niches. If it were one of the favourite 
sultanas of his wizard harem that attracted you, and the 
price named were not sufBciently enormous, he would not 
unfreqiiently double the sum. Demur, and in brisk de- 
light he snatched the venerable charmer from your hands; 
accede, and he became the picture of despair; nor imfre- 
quently, at the dead of night, would he knock at your 
door, and entreat you to sell him back, at your own terms, 
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what you had so egregiously bought at his. A belicTer 
himself in his Averroes and Paracelsus, he was as loth as 
the philosophers he studied to communicate to the profane 
the learning he had collected. 

It so chanced that some years ago, in my younger days, 
whether of authorship or life, I felt a desire to make 
myself acquainted with the true origin and tenets of the 
singular sect known by the name of Rosicrucians. Dis- 
satisfied with the scanty and superficial accounts to be 
found in the works usually referred to on the subject, it 

struck me as possible that Mr. D -’s collection, which 

was rich, not only in black letter, but in manuscripts, 
might contain some more accurate and authentic records of 
that famous brotherhood, written — who knows?— -by one 
of their own order, and confirming by authority and detail 
the pretensions to wisdom and to virtue which Bringaret 
had arrogated to the successors of the Chaldean and Gym- 
nosophist. Accordingly I repaired to what, doubtless, I 
ought to be ashamed to confess, was once one of my favour- 
ite haunts. But are there no errors and no fallacies in 
the chronicles of our own day as absurd as those of the al- 
chemists of old ? Our very newspapers may seem to our 
posterity as full of delusions as the books of the alche- 
mists do to us, — not but what the Press is the air we 
breathe — and uncommonly foggy the air is too ! 

On entering the shop, I was struck by the venerable 
appearance of a customer whom I had never seen there 
before. I was struck yet more by the respect with which 
he was treated by the disdainful collector. “Sir,” cried 
the last, emphatically, as I was turning over the leaves 
of the catalogue, — “ Sir, you are the only man I have met 
in five-and-forty years that I have spent in these researches 
who is worthy to be my customer. How, where, in this 
frivolous age, could you have acquired a knowledge so 
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profound? And tMs august fraternity, whose doctrines, 
hinted at by the earliest philosophers, are still a mystery 
to the latest, — tell me if there really exists upon the earth 
any book, any manuscript, in which their discoveries, 
their tenets, are to be learned?’’ 

At the words, “ august fraternity, ” I need scarcely say 
that my attention had been at once aroused, and I listened 
eagerly for the stranger’s reply. 

^‘1 do not think,” said the old gentleman, ^Hhat the 
masters of the school have ever consigned, except by 
obscure hint and mystical parable, their real doctrines 
to the world. And I do not blame them for their 
discretion.” 

Here he paused, and seemed about to retire, when I 
said somewhat abruptly to the collector, “ I see nothing, 

jlr. J) ^ in. this catalogue which relates to the 

Rosicrucians ! ” 

“The Rosicrucians!” repeated the old gentleman, and 
in his turn he surveyed me with deliberate surprise. 
“Who but a Rosicrucian could explain the Rosicrucian 
mysteries ? And can you imagine that any members of 
that sect, the most jealous of all secret societies, would 
themselves lift the veil that hides the Isis of their wisdom 
from the world ? ” 

“Aha!” thought I, “this, then, is Hhe august frater- 
nity ’ of which you spoke. Heaven be praised ! I certainly 
have stumbled on one of the brotherhood. ” 

“But,” I said, aloud, “if not in books, sir, where else 
am I to obtain information ? Nowadays one can hazard 
nothing in print without authority, and one may scarcely 
quote Shakspeare without citing chapter and verse. This 
is the age of facts, —the age of facts, sir,” 

“Well,” said the old gentleman, | ^ith a pleasant smile, 
“ if we meet again, perhaps, at lek^t, I may direct your 
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researches to the proper source of intelligence.” And 
with that he buttoned his greatcoat, whistled to his dog, 
and departed. 

It so happened that I did meet again with the old gentle- 
man exactly four days after our brief conversation in Mr. 

D ’s bookshop, I was riding leisux'ely towards High- 

gate, when at the foot of its classic hill 1 recognized the 
stranger; he was mounted on a black pony, and before 
him trotted his dog, which was black also. 

If you meet the man whom you wish to know, on horse- 
back, at the commencement of a long hill, where, unless 
he has borrowed a friend’s favourite hack, he cannot in 
decent humanity to the brute creation ride away from you, 
I apprehend that it is your own fault if you have not gone 
far in your object before you have gained the top. In 
short, so well did I succeed, that on reaching Highgato, 
the old gentleman invited me to rest at his house, which 
was a little apart from the village ; and an excellent house 
it was, — small but commodious, with a large garden, and 
commanding from the windows such a prospect as Lucre- 
tius would recommend to philosophers; the spires and 
domes of London, on a clear day, distinctly visible ; here 
the Ketreat of the Hermit, and there the Mare Magnum 
of the world. , 

The walls of the principal rooms were embellished with 
pictures of extraordinary merit, and in that high school of 
art which is so little understood out of Italy. I was sui- 
prised to learn that they were all from the hand of tlu^ 
owner. My evident admiration pleased my new friend, 
and led to talk upon his part which showed him no less 
elevated in his theories of art than an adept in the prac- 
tice. Without fatiguing the reader with irrelevant criti- 
cism, it is necessary, perhaps, as elucidating much of the 
design and character of the work which these prefatory 
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page® introducej that I should .briefly observe that he 
insisted as much upon the Connection of the Arts as a 
distinguished author has upon that of the Sciences; that 
he held that in all works of imagination, whether expressed 
by words or by colours, the artist of the higher schools 
must make the broadest distinction between the Real and 
the True, in other words, between the imitation of actual 
life and the exaltation of Nature into the Ideal. 

^^The one,” said he, “is the Dutch School, the other is 
the Greek.” 

“ Sir, ” said I, “ the Dutch is the most in fashion. ” 

“Yes, in painting, perhaps,” answered my host, “but in 
literature — ” 

“ It was of literature I spoke. Our growing poets are 
all for simplicity and Betty Boy ; and our critics hold it 
the highest praise of a work of imagination to say that its 
characters are exact to common life. Even in sculpture — ” 

“In sculpture! No, no! there the high ideal must at 
least be essential ! ” 

“Pardon me; I fear you have not seen Souter Johnny 
and Tam O’Shanter.” 

“Ah,” said the old gentleman, shaking his head, “Hive 
very much out of the world, I see. I suppose Shakspeare 
has ceased to be admired ? ” 

“On the contrary; people make the adoration of Shaks- 
peare the excuse for attacking everybody else. But then 
our critics have discovered that Shakspeare is so real!^' 

“ Real ! The poet who has never once drawn a character 
to be met with in actual life, — who has never once de- 
scended to a passion that is false or a persoimge who is 

I was about to reply very severely to this paradox, when 
I perceived that my companion was growing a little out of 
temper. And he who wishes to catch a Rosierucian must 
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take care not to disturb the waters. I thought it better 
therefore, to turn the conversation. 

^‘Eevenons a nos moutons,^^ said I; ^'you promised to 
enlighten my ignorance as to the Rosicrucians. ’’ 

“Well,” quoth he, rather sternly, “but for what pur- 
pose? Perhaps you desire only to enter the temple in 
order to ridicule the rites ? ” 

“What do you take me for ? Surely, were I so inclined, 
the fate of the AhM de Villars is a sufficient warning to 
all men not to treat idly of the realms of the Salamander 
and the Sylph. Everybody knows how mysteriously that 
ingenious personage was deprived of his life in revenge for 
the witty mockeries of his ‘ Comte de Gabalis. ’ ” 

“ Salamander and Sylph ! I see that you fall into the 
vulgar error, and translate literally the allegorical lan- 
guage of the mystics. ” 

With that, the old gentleman condescended to enter into 
a very interesting, and, as it seemed to me, a very erudite 
relation, of the tenets of the Rosicrucians, some of whom, 
he asserted, still existed, and still prosecuted, in august 
secrecy, their profound researches into natural science and 
occult philosophy. 

“But this fraternity,” said he, “however respectable and 
virtuous — virtuous I say, for no monastic order is more 
severe in the practice of moral precepts, or more ardent in 
Christian faith, — this fraternity is but a branch of others 
yet more transcendent in the powers they have obtained, 
and yet more illustrious in their origin. Are you ac- 
quainted with the Platonists?” 

“I have occasionally lost my way in their labyrinth,” 
said L “Faith, they are rather difficult gentlemen to 
understand.” 

“Yet their knottiest problems have never yet been pub- 
lished. Their sublimest works are in manuscript, and 


INTRODUCTION. 


XT 


constitute tlie initiatory learning, not only of tlie Rosicru- 
cians, but of tlie nobler brotherhoods I have referred to. 
More solemn and sublime still is the knowledge to be 
gleaned from the elder Pythagoreans, and the immortal 
masterpieces of Apollonius. 

Apollonius the impostor of Tyanea ! are his writings 
extant ? 

Impostor!” cried my host; '^‘Apollonius an impostor!” 

‘‘I beg your pardon; I did not know he was a friend of 
yours; and if you vouch for his character, I will believe 
him to have been a very respectable man, who only spoke 
the truth when he boasted of his power to be in two places 
at the same time. ” 

‘‘ Is that so difficult ? ” said the old gentleman; “ if so, 
you have never dreamed ! ” 

Here ended our conversation; but from that time an 
acquaintance was formed between us which lasted till my 
venerable friend departed this life. Peace to his ashes! 
He was a person of singular habits and eccentric opinions; 
but the chief part of his time was occupied in acts of 
quiet and unostentatious goodness. He was an enthusiast 
in the duties of the Samaritan; and as his virtues were 
softened by the gentlest charity, so his hopes were based 
upon the devoutest belief. He never conversed upon his 
own origin and history, nor have I ever been able to pene- 
trate the darkness in which they were concealed. He 
seemed to have seen much of the world, and to have been 
an eyewitness of the first French Revolution, — a subject 
upon which he was equally eloquent and instructive. At 
the same time, he did not regard the crimes of that stormy 
period with the philosophical leniency with which enlight- 
ened writers (their heads safe upon their shoulders) are in 
the present day inclined to treat the massacres of the past ; 
he spoke not as a student who had read and reasoned, but 
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as a man wlio liad seen and suffered. The old ge^ntlenian 
seemed alone in the world ; nor did I know that he had 
one relation, till his executor, a distant corisiii, residing 
abroad, informed me of the very handsome legacy which 
my poor friend had bequeathed me. This consisted first 
of a sum about which I think it best to be guarded, fore- 
seeing the possibility of a new tax upon real and funded 
property; and secondly, of certain precious manuscripts, 
to which the following volumes owe their existence. 

I imagine I trace this latter bequest to a visit I paid the 
Sage, — if so I may be permitted to call him, — a few 
weeks before his death. 

Although he read little of our modern literature, my 
friend, with the affable good-nature which belonged to 
him, graciously permitted me to consult him upon various 
literary undertakings meditated by the desultory ambition 
of a young and inexperienced student. At that time I 
sought his advice upon a work of imagination intended to 
depict the effects of enthusiasm upon different modifica* 
tions of character. He listened to my conception, which 
was sufficiently trite and prosaic, with his usual patience ; 
and then thoughtfully turning to his bookshelves, took 
down an old volume, and read to me, first in Greek, and 
secondly in English, some extracts, to the following 
effect: — 

« Plato here expresses four kinds of Mania, by which I desire to un- 
derstand enthusiasm, and the inspiration of the gods ; Firstly, the musi- 
cal ; secondly, the telestic, or mystic ; thirdly, the prophetic, and fourthly, 
that which belongs to Love.” 

The author he quoted, after contending that there is 
something in the soul above intellect, and stating that 
there are in our nature distinct energies, — by the one of 
which we discover and seize as it were on sciences and 
theorems with almost intuitive rapidity; by another^ 
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throiigli whicli Mgh art is accomplished, ' like the statues 
of' Phidias, — proceeded to state that “enthusiasm, in the 
true ■ acceptation of the word, ' is when that, part of the 
bouT which is above intellect is excited to the gods, and 
thence derives its inspiration.’^ 

The author then, pursuing his comment upon Plato, 
observes that one of these manias may suffice (especially 
that which belongs to Love) to lead back the soul to its 
first divinity and happiness; but that there is an intimate 
union with them all ; and that the ordinary progress 
through which the soul ascends is, primarily, through 
the musical ; next, through the telestic or mystic ; thirdly, 
through the prophetic ; and lastly through the enthusiasm 
of Love. 

While with a bewildered understanding and a reluctant 
attention I listened to these intricate sublimities, my ad- 
viser closed the volume, and said with complacency, “ There 
is the motto for your book, the thesis for your theme.” 

“ ‘ Davus sum, non (Edipus, ’ ” said I, shaking my head 
discontentedly. “All this may be exceedingly fine, but 
Heaven forgive me, I don’t understand a word of it. The 
mysteries of your Rosicrucians and your fraternities are 
mere child’s play to the jargon of the Platonists.” 

“Yet, not till you rightly understand this passage can 
you understand the higher theories of the Rosicrucians, 
or of the still nobler fraternities you speak of with so 
much levity.” 

“ Oh, if that be the case, I give up in despair. Why not, 
since you are so well versed in the matter, take the motto 
for a book of your own ? ” 

“ But if I have already composed a book with that thesis 
for its theme, will you prepare it for the public ? ” 

“With the geatest pleasure,” said I — alas, too rashly! 

“I shall hold you to your promise.” returned the old 
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gentleman, ^‘^and when 1 am no more, yon will receive the 
manuscripts. From what you say of the prevailing taste 
in literature, I cannot flatter you with the hope that you 
will gain much by the undertaking; and I tell you before- 
hand that you will find it not a little laborious. ” 

“ Is your work a romance ? 

“ It is a romance, and it is not a romance. It is a truth 
for those who can comprehend it, and an extravagance for 
those who cannot. ” 

At last there arrived the manuscripts, with a brief note 
from my deceased friend reminding me of my imprudent 
promise. 

With mournful interest, and yet with eager impatience, 
I opened the packet and trimmed my lamp. Conceive my 
dismay when I found the whole written in an unintelli- 
gible cipher. I present the reader with a specimen ; 

£7 "S' V "v ? 

3 

and so on for nine hundred and forty 
mortal pages in foolscap. I could scarcely believe my eyes ; 
in fact, I began to think the lamp burned singularly blue ; 
and sundry misgivings as to the unhallowed nature of the 
characters I had so unwittingly opened upon, coupled with 
the strange hints and mystical language of the old gentle- 
man, crept through my disordered imagination. Cer- 
tainly, to say no worse of it, the whole thing looked 
uncanny ! I was about precipitately to hurry the papers 
into mv desk, with a pious determination to have nothing 
more to do with them, when my eye fell upon a book, neatly 
bound in blue morocco, and which in my eagerness I had 
hitherto overlooked. I opened this volume with great 
precaution, not knowing what might jump out, and — 
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gaess my delight — found that it contained a key or dic- 
tionary to the hieroglyphics. Not to weary the reader 
with an account of my labours, I am contented with saying 
that at last I imagined myself capable of construing the 
characters, and set to work in good earnest. Still it was 
no easy task, and two years elapsed before I had made 
much progress. I then, by way of experiment on the 
public, obtained the insertion of a few desultory chapters 
in a periodical with which for a few months I had the 
honour to be connected. They appeared to excite more 
curiosity than I had presumed to anticipate; and I re- 
newed, with better heart, my laborious undertaking. But 
now a new misfortune befell me ; I found as I proceeded 
that the Author had made two copies of his work, one 
much more elaborate and detailed than the other ; I had 
stumbled upon the earlier copy, and had my whole task 
to remodel, and the chapters I had written to retranslate. 
I may say then, that, exclusive of intervals devoted to 
more pressing occupations, my unlucky promise cost me 
the toil of several years before I could bring it to adequate 
fulfilment. The task was the more difficult, since the 
style in the original is written in a kind of rhythmical 
prose, as if the Author desired that in some degree his 
work should be regarded as one of poetical conception and 
design. To this it was not possible to do justice, and in 
the attempt I have, doubtless, very often need of the 
reader’s indulgent consideration. My natural respect for 
the old gentleman’s vagaries with a muse of equivocal 
character must be my only excuse, whenever the language, 
without luxuriating into verse, borrows flowers scarcely 
natural to prose. Truth compels me also to confess that 
with all my pains, I am by no means sure that I have 
invariably given the true meaning of the cipher; nay, that 
here and there either a gap in the narrative, or the sudden 
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aasumption of a new cipher, to which no key was afforded, 
has obliged me to resort to interpolations of my own, no 
donbt easily discernible, but which, I flatter myself, are 
not inharmonious to the general design. This confession 
leads me to the sentence with which I shall conclude : if, 
reader, in this book there be anything that pleases you, it 
is certainly mine; but whenever you come to something 
you dislike, — lay the blame upon the old gentleman ! 

Jjmmmf January, IH2. 

N.B. — The notes appended to the text are sometimes by the Author, 
sometimes by the Editor. I have occasionally (but not always) marked the 
distinction ; where, however, this is omitted, the ingenuity of the Reader will 
be rarely at fault 
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BOOK THE FIRST. 

THE MUSICIAN. 

, . . Due Fontane 

Che di diverso eiietto hanno liquore ! ^ 

Ariosto : Orland, Fur, canto i, 71. 


CHAPTEE I. 

Vbroina era 

D^alta belth, ma sua belfca non cum: 

Di natura, d^amor, de ’cieli amici 

Le negligeuze sue sono artifici.*^ 

GerusaL Lib, CB,uto ii.f 14: — 18, 

At Naples, in the latter half of the last century, a worthy- 
artist named Gaetano Pisani lived and flourished. He was a 
musician of great genius, but not of popular reputation; there 
ivas in all his compositions something capricious and fantas- 
tic, which did not please the taste of the dilettanti of Naples. 
He was fond of unfamiliar subjects, into which he introduced 
airs and symphonies that excited a kind of terror in those 
who listened. The names of his pieces will probably suggest 
their nature, I find, for instance, among his manuscripts, 

1 . . . ^'Two Founts 

That hold a draught of different effects ! ” 

® ** She was a virgin of a glorious beauty, but regarded not her beauty, 

, . Negligence itself is art in those favoured by nature, by love, and hy 
the heavens.” 
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these titles, “The Eeast of the Harpies,” “The Witches at 
Benevento,” “The Descent of Orpheus into Hades,” “The 
Evil Eye,” “The Eumenides,” and many others that evince a 
powerful imagination, delighting in the fearful and super- 
natural, but often relieved, by an airy and delicate fancy, 
with passages of exquisite grace and beauty. It is true that 
in the selection of his subjects from ancient fable, Gaetano 
Pisani was much more faithful than his contemporaries to the 
remote origin and the early genius of Italian Opera, That 
descendant, however effeminate, of the ancient union between 
Song and Drama, when, after long obscurity and dethrone- 
ment, it regained a punier sceptre, though a gaudier purple, 
by the banks of the Etrurian Arno, or amidst the Lagiuies of 
Venice, had chosen all its primary inspirations from the un- 
familiar and classic sources of heathen legend; and Pisani'^s 
“Descent of Orpheus”' was but a bolder, darker, and more 
scientific repetition of the “Euridice,” which Jacopi Peri set 
to music at the august nuptials of Henry of Navarre and Maiy 
of Medicis.^ Still, as I have said, the style of the Neapolitan 
musician was not on the whole pleasing to ears growm nice 
and.euphuistic in the more dulcet melodies of the day; and 
faults and extravagances easily discernible, and often to ap- 
pearance wilful, served the critics for an excuse for their 
distaste. Eortunately, or the poor musician might have 
starved, he was not only a composer, but also an excellent 
practical performer, especially on the violin, and by that in- 
strument he earned a decent subsistence as one of the or- 
chestra at the Great Theatre of San Carlo. Here, formal and 
appointed tasks necessarily kept his eccentric fancies in toler- 
able check, though it is recorded that no less than five times 
he had been deposed from his desk for having shocked the 
conoscenti^ and thrown the whole band into confusion, by im- 
promptu variations of so frantic and startling a nature that 
one might well have imagined that the harpies or witches 
who inspired his compositions had clawed hold of his instrii- 

^ Orpheus was the favourite hero of early Italian Opera, or Lyrical drama. 
The Orfeo ” of Angelo Folitiano was produced in H75. The Oyfeo of 
Monteverde was performed at Venice in 1667. 
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meat. The impoesiMlitT, ho«ver, to find ny one ot .^na! 
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Without it, he was nothing, a mere machine! With it, he 
was king over worlds of his own. Poor man, he had little 
enough in this! — At a manufacturing town in England there 
is a gravestone, on which the epitaph records ^^one Cladius 
Phillips, whose absolute contempt for riches, and inimitable 
performance on the violin, made him the admiration of all 
that knew him! ” Logical conjunction of opposite eulogies! 
In proportion, 0 Genius, to thy contempt for riches will be 
thy performance on thy violin! 

Gaetano Pisani’s talents as a composer had been chiefly ex- 
hibited in music appropriate to this his favourite instrument, 
of all unquestionably the most various and royal in its re- 
sources and power over the passions. As Shakspeare among 
poets is the Cremona among instruments. ISlevertheless, he 
had composed other pieces, of larger ambition and wider ac- 
complishments, and, chief of these, his precious, his iinpur- 
chased, his unpublished, his unpublishable and imperishable 
opera of the Siren.” This great work had been the dream 
of his boyhood, the mistress of his manhood; in advancing 
age stood beside him like his youth.” Vainly had he 
struggled to place it before the world. Even bland, un jealous 
Paisiello, Maestro di Capella, shook his gentle head when the 
musician favoured him with a specimen of one of his most 
thrilling seenas. And yet, Paisiello, though that music dif- 
fers from all Durante taught thee to emulate, there may — 
But patience, Gaetano Pisani! bide thy time, and keep thy 
violin in tune! 

Strange as it may appear to the fairer reader, this grotesque 
personage had yet formed those ties which ordinary mortals 
are apt to consider their special monopoly, — he was married 
and had one child. • What is more strange yet, his wife was a 
daughter of quiet, sober, unfantastie England ; she was much 
younger than himself ; she was fair and gentle, with a sweet 
English face; she had married him from choice, and — will 
you believe it? — she yet loved him. How she came to marry 
him, or how this shy, unsocial, wayward creature ever venb 
ured to propose, I can only explain by asking you to look 
round and explain first to me how half the husbands and half 
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the wItcs you meet ever found a mate! Yet, on reflection 
this union was not so extraordinary after all. The girl was 
a natural child of parents too noble ever to own and claim 
her. She was brought into Italy to learn the art by 'which 
she was to live, for she had taste and voice; she was a de- 
pendent and harshly treated, and poor Pisani was her master, 
and his voice the only one she had heard from her cradle that 
seemed without one tone that could scorn or chide. And so 
— well, is the rest natural? Idatural or not, they married. 
This young wife loved her husband; and young and gentle as 
she was, she might almost be said to be the protector of the 
two. From how many disgraces with the despots of San 
Carlo and the Conservatorio had her unknown officious media- 
tion saved him ! In how many ailments — for his frame was 
weak — had she nursed and tended him! Often, in the dark 
nights, she would wait at the theatre, with her lanthorn to 
light him, and her steady arm to lean on ; — otherwise, in his 
abstract reveries, who knows but the musician would have 
walked after his Siren into the sea!. And then she would so 
patiently, perhaps (for in true love there is not always the 
finest taste) so delightedly y listen to those storms of eccentric 
and fitful melody, and steal him — whispering praises all the 
way — from the unwholesome night-watch to rest and sleep! 
I said his music was a part of the man, and this gentle crea- 
ture seemed a part of the music; it was, in fact, when she sat 
beside him that whatever was tender or fairylike in his motley 
fantasia crept into the harmony as by stealth. Doubtless her 
presence acted on the music, and shaped and softened it; but 
he, who never examined how or what his inspiration, knew 
it not. All that he knew was, that he loved and blessed her. 
He fancied he told her so twenty times a day; but he never 
did, for he was not of many words, even to his wife. His 
language was his music, — as hers, her cares ! He was more 
communicative to his harhiton, as the learned Mersennus 
teaches us to call all the varieties of the great viol family. 
Certainly barbiton sounds better than fiddle ; and barbitoii let 
it be. He would talk to that by the hour together, praise it, 
scold it, coax it, nay (for such is man, even the most guile' 
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less), lie had been known to swear at it j but for that exeess 
he was always penitentially remorseful. And the barbiton 
had a tongue of his own, could take his own part, and when 
he also scolded had much the best of it. He was a noble 
felio-w, this violin; a Tyrolese, the handiwork of the illus- 
trious Steiu(?r. There was something mysterious in his great 
age. How many hands, now dust, had awakened his strings 
ere he became the Itobin G-oodfeilow and Familiar of Gaetano 
Pisani! His very case was venerable, — beautifully painted, 
it was said, by Caracci. An English collector had offered 
more for the case than Pisani had ever made by the violin. 
But Pisani, who cared not if he had inhabited a cabin him- 
self, was proud of a palace for the barbiton. His barbiton — 
it was his elder child! He had another child, and now we 
must turn to her. 

How shall I describe thee, Viola? Certainly the music had 
something to answer for in the advent of that young stranger; 
for both in her form and her character you might have traced 
a family likeness to that singular and spirit-like life of sound 
which night after night threw itself in airy and goblin sport 
over the starry seas . Beautiful she was, but of a very uncommon 
beauty, — a combination, a harmony of opposite attributes : her 
hair of a gold richer and purer than that wdiich is seen even 
in the North; but the eye, of all the dark, tender, subduing 
light of more than Italian — almost of oriental — splendour; 
the complexion exquisitely fair, but never the same, — vivid 
in one moment, pale the next. And with the complexion, 
the expression also varied; nothing now so sad, and nothing 
now so joyous. 

I grieve to say that what we rightly entitle education was 
much neglected for their daughter by this singular pair. To 
be sure, neither of them had much knowledge to bestow ; and 
knowledge was not then the fashion, as it is now. But acci- 
dent or nature favoured young Viola. She learned, as of 
course, her mother^s language with her father^s ; and she con- 
trived soon to read and to write; and her mother, who, by 
the way, was a Eoman Catholic, taught her betimes to pray. 
But then, to counteract all these acquisitions, the strange 
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habits of Pisani, ana the incessant watch and care which he 
required from his wife, often left the child alone with an old 
nurse,- who, to be sure, loved her dearly, but who was in no 

way calculated to instruct her. Dame Gionetta was every 

inch Italian and Neapolitan. Her youth had been all love, 
and her age was all superstition. She was garrulous, tend, 
a gossip. Now she would prattle to the girl of caW;^ aiu 
princes at her feet, and noiv she would freeze lei i oo wi 
tales and legends, perhaps as old as Greek or Etruiian a e, 

— of demon and vampire, of the dances round t '*6 
nut-tree at Benevento, and the haunting-spell ot the Lnl 
Eye. All this helped silently to weave charmed webs ovei 
Viola’s imagination, that afterthought and later years mig 
labour vainly to dispel ; and all this especially ntted her to 
hang, with a fearful joy, upon her father’s music. Those 
visionary strains, ever struggling to translate into v i an 
broken sounds the language of unearthly beings, )rea ec 
around her from her birth. Thus you might have said that 
her whole mind was full of music; associations, memories, 
sensations of pleasure or pain, — all were mixed up inexp i 
cably with those sounds that now delighted, and now terri- 
fied; that greeted her when her eyes opened to the sun, and 
woke her trembling on her lonely couch in the darkness of 
the night. The legends and tales of Gionetta only se^ed o 
make the child better understand the signification of those 
mysterious tones; they furnished her with words to the 
music. It was natural that the daughter of such a parent 
should soon evince some taste in his art. But this devebpec 
itself chiefly in the ear and the voice. She was yet a chi d 
when she sang divinely. A great cardinal- great alixyn 
the State and the Oonservatorio - heard of her gifts, and sen 
for her. From that moment her fate was decided, she w 
to be the future glory of Naples, the fvrma donna of San 

^ The cardinal insisted upon the accomplishment of hm own 
predictions, and provided her with the most renowned mas- 
ters To inspire her with emulation, his Eminence took hei 
oneevening to his own box: it would be something to see the 
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performance, sometliing more to liear tlie applause lavished 
upon the glittering signoras she was hereafter to excel! Ohj 
how gloriously that Life of the Stage, that fairy World of 
Music and Song, dawned upon her! It was the only world 
that seemed to correspond with her strange childish thoughts. 
It appeared to her as if, cast hitherto on a foreign shore, she 
was brought at last to see the forms and hear the language of 
her native land. Beautiful and true enthusiasm, rich with 
tlie promise of genius! Boy or man, thou wilt never be a 
poet, if thou hast not felt the ideal, the romance, the Calypso’s 
isle that opened to thee, when for the first time the magic 
curtain was drawn aside, and let in the World of Poetry on 
the World of Prose. 

And now the initiation was begun. She was to read, to 
study, to depict by a gesture, a look, the passions she was 
to delineate on the boards, — lessons dangerous, in truth, 
to some, but not to the pure enthusiasm that comes from Art; 
for the mind that rightly conceives Art is but a mirror which 
gives back what is cast on its surface faithfully only while 
unsullied. She seized on nature and truth intuitively. Her 
recitations became full of unconscious power; her voice moved 
the heart to tears, or warmed it into generous rage. But this 
arose from that sympathy which genius ever has, even in its 
earliest innocence, with whatever feels or aspires or suffers. 
It was no premature woman comprehending the love or the 
jealousy that the words expressed; her art was one of those 
strange secrets which the psychologists may unriddle to us if 
they please, and tell us why children of the simplest minds 
and the purest hearts are often so acute to distinguish, in the 
tales you tell them, or the songs you sing, the difference be- 
tween the true Art and the Palse, — Passion and Jargon, 
Homer and Eacine, — echoing back, from hearts that have 
not yet felt what they repeat, the melodious accents of the 
natural pathos. Apart from her studies, Yiola was a simple, 
affectionate, but somewhat wayward child; wayward, not in 
temper, for that was sweet and docile, but in her moods, 
which, as I before hinted, changed from sad to gay and gay 
to sad without an apparent cause. If cause there were, it 
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must be traced to tbe early and mysterious influences I have 
referred to, wben seeking to explain tbe effect produced on 
her imagination by tbose restless streams of sound tliat con- 
stantly played around it 5 for it is noticeable, that to those 
who are much alive to the effects of music, airs and tunes 
often come back, in the commonest pursuits of life, to vex, as 
it were, and haunt them. The music, once admitted to the 
soul, becomes also a sort of spirit, and never dies. It wanders 
perturbedly through the halls and galleries of the memory, 
and is often heard again, distinct and living as when it first 
displaced the wavelets of the air. How at times, then, these 
phantoms of sound floated hack upon her fancy: if gay, to 
call a smile from every dim|)le ; if mournful, to throw a shade 
upon her brow, to make her cease from her childish mirth, 
and sit apart and muse. 

nightly, then, in a typical sense, might this fair creature, 
so airy in her shape, so harmonious in her beauty, so unfa- 
miliar in her ways and thoughts, — rightly might she be 
called a daughter, less of the Musician than the Music., •—* a 
being for whom you could imagine that some fate was re- 
served, less of actual life than the romance which, to eyes 
that can see, and hearts that can feel, glides ever along ivith 
the actual life, stream by stream, to the Dark Ocean. 

And therefore it seemed not strange that Viola herself, 
even in childhood, and yet more* as she bloomed into the 
sweet seriousness of virgin youth, should fancy her life or- 
dained for a lot, whether of bliss or woe, that should accord 
with the romance and revery which made the atmosphere she 
breathed. Frequently she would climb through the thickets 
that clothed the neighbouring grotto of Posilipo — the mighty 
work of the old Cimmerians — and, seated by the haunted 
Tomb of Virgil, indulge those visions, the subtle vagueness 
of which no poetry can render palpable and defined, — for the 
Poet that surpasses all who ever sung is the heart of dreaming 
Youth! Frequently there, too, beside the threshold over 
which the vine-leaves clung, and facing that dark-blue, wave- 
less sea, she would sit in the autumn noon or summer twi- 
light, and build her castles in the air. Who doth not do the 
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same — not in youth alone, but with the dimmed hopes of 
age! It is man’s prerogative to dream, the common royalty 
of peasant and of king. But those daydreams of hers were 
more habitual, distinct, and solemn than the greater part of. 
us indulge. They seemed like the Drama of the Greeks,—* 
prophets while phantasma. 


CHAPTEB 11. 

Fu stupor, fu vagliezza, fu diletto ! ^ 

GenisaL Lib. canto ii. 21. 

Now at last the education is accomplished! Viola is nearly 
sixteen. The cardinal declares that the time is come when 
the new name must be inscribed in the Libro d’Oro, the 
Golden Book set apart to the children of Art and Song. Yes, 
but ill what character? To whose genius is she to give em- 
bodiment and form? Ah, that is the secret! Eumours go 
abroad that the inexhaustible Paisiello, charmed with her 
performance of his Nel cor pm non me seyito, and his lo son 
Lindoro^ will produce some new masterpiece to introduce the 
debutante. Others insist upon it that her forte is the comic, 
and that Cimarosa is hard at work at another Matrinionio 
Segreto.” But in the mean while there is a check in the di- 
plomacy somewhere. The cardinal is observed to be out of 
humour. He has said publicly — and the words are porten- 
tous — ^‘The silly girl is as mad as her father; what she asks 
is preposterous ! ” Conference follows conference ; the cardi- 
nal talks to the poor child very solemnly in his closet — all 
in vain. Naples is distracted with curiosity and conjecture. 
The lecture ends in a quarrel, and Viola comes home sul- 
len and pouting; she will not act, she has renounced the 
engagement. 

^ Desire it was ; was wonder, ’t was delight* Wifpen's transhtim. 
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Pisaniy too mexperienced to be aware of all the dangers of 
the stage, had been pleased at the notion that one at least of 
his name wonM add celebrity to his art. The girPs per- 
verseness displeased him. However, he said nothing — he 
never scolded in words ; but he took up the faithful barbiton. 
Oh, faithful barbiton, how horribly thou didst scold! It 
screeched, it gabbled, it moaned, it growled. And Viola^s 
eye filled with tears, for she understood that language. She 
stole to her mother and whispered in her ear; and when 
Fisani turned from his employment, lol both mother and 
daughter were weeping. He looked at them both with a won- 
dering stare; and then, as if he felt he had been harsh, he 
fiew again to his Familiar. And now you thought you heard 
the lullaby which a fairy might sing to some fretful change- 
ling it had adopted and sought to soothe. Liquid, low, sil- 
very, streamed the tones beneath the enchanted bow. The 
most stubborn grief would have paused to hear; and withal, 
at times, out came a wild, merry ringing note, like a laugh, 
but not mortal laughter. It was one of his most successful 
airs from his beloved opera, — the Siren in the act of charm- 
ing the waves and the winds to sleep. Heaven knows what 
next would have come, but his arm was arrested. Viola had 
thrown herself on his breast, and kissed him, with happy eyes 
that smiled through her sunny hair. At that very moment 
the door opened — ■ a message from the cardinal. Viola must 
go to his Eminence at once. Her mother went with her. All 
was reconciled and settled; Viola had her way, and selected 
her own opera. 0 ye dull nations of the i^Iorth, with your 
broils and debates, your bustling lives of the Pnyx and the 
Agora! you cannot guess what a stir throughout musical 
ISTaples was occasioned by the rumour of a new opera and a 
new singer. But whose the opera? Ho Cabinet intrigue ever 
was so secret. Pisani came back one night from the theatre, 
evidently disturbed and irate. Woe to thine ears hadst thou 
heard the barbiton that night! They had suspended him 
from his office, — they feared that the new opera, and the first 
d4hut of his daughter as a prima donna, would he too much 
for his nerves; and his variations, his of sirens and 
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liarpies, on sueh a night, made a hazard not to be eontem'* 
plated without awe. To be set aside, and on the very night 
that his child, whose melody was but an emanation of his 
own, was to perform, — set aside for some new rival — it was 
too much for a musician’s flesh and blood. For the first time 
he spoke in words upon the subject, and gravely asked — for 
that question the barbiton, eloquent as it was, could not ex- 
press distinctly — what was to be the opera, and what the 
part. And Viola as gravely answered that she was pledged 
to the cardinal not to reveal. Pisani said nothing, but dis- 
appeared with the violin; and presently they heard the Fa- 
miliar from the housetop (whither, when thoroughly out of 
humour, the Musician sometimes fled), whining and sighing 
as if its heart were broken. 

The affections of Pisani were little visible on the surface. 
He was not one of those fond caressing fathers whose chil- 
dren are ever playing round their knees; his mind and soul 
were so thoroughly in his art that domestic life glided by 
him, seemingly as if that vreie a dream, and the heart the 
substantial form and body of existence. Persons much culti- 
vating an abstract study are often thus; mathematicians pro- 
verbially so. When his servant ran to the celebrated French 
philosopher, shrieking, ^^The house is on fire, sir! ” ^^Go and 
tell my wife then, fool! ” said the wise man, settling back to 
Ms problems; ^^do I ever meddle with domestic affairs?” 
But what are mathematics to music, — music, that not only 
composes operas, but plays on the barbiton? Do you know 
what the illustrious Giardini said when the tyro asked how 
long it would take to learn to play on the violin. Hear, and 
despair, ye who would bend the bow to which that of Ulysses 
was a plaything, — Twelve hours a day, for twenty years 
together! ” Can a man, then, who plays the barbiton be 
always playing also with his little ones ? FTo, Pisani ! often, 
with the keen susceptibility of childhood, poor Viola had 
stolen from the room to weep at the thought that thou didst 
not love her. And yet, underneath this outward abstraction 
of the artist, the natural fondness flowed all the same; and as 
she grew up, the dreamer had understood the dreamer. And 
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HOW, sliiit oufc from all fame Mmself, to be forbidden to bail 
even bis daughter’s fame! and that daughter herself to be in 
the conspiraey against him ! Sharper than the serpent’s tooth 
was the ingratitude, and sharper than the serpent’s tooth was 
the wail of the pitying barbiton ! 

The eventful hour is come. Viola is gone to the theatre, 
her mother with her. The indignant musician remains at 
home. Gionetta bursts into the room. My Lord Cardinal’s 
carriage is at the door, the Padrone is sent for. He must lay 
aside his violin, he must put on his brocade coat and his lace 
ruffles. Here they are — quick, quick! And quick rolls the 
gilded coach, and majestic sits the driver, and statelily prance 
the steeds. Poor Pisani is lost in a mist of uncomfortable 
amaze. He arrives at the theatre ; he descends at the great 
door 5 he turns round and round, and looks about him and 
about; he misses something. Where is the violin? Alas! 
his soul, his voice, his self of self, is left behind! It is but 
an automaton that the lackeys conduct up the stairs, through 
the tier, into the cardinal’s box. But then, what bursts 
upon him! Does he dream? The first act is over (they did 
not send for him till success seemed no longer doubtful), — 
the first act has decided all. He feels that by the electric 
sympathy which every one heart has at once with a vast au- 
dience; he feels it by the breathless stillness of that multi- 
tude; he feels it even by the lifted finger of the cardinal. 
He sees his Viola on the stage, radiant in her robes and gems, 
he hears her voice thrilling through the single heart of the 
thousands! But the scene, the part, the music! It is his 
ofher child- — his immortal child, — the spirit-infant of his 
soul, his darling of many years of patient obscurity and pin- 
ing genius, his masterpiece, — his opera of the Siren” ! 

This, then, was the mystery that had so galled him; this 
the cause of the quarrel with the cardinal; this the secret 
not to be proclaimed till the success was won, and the daugh- 
ter had united her father’s triumph with her own! 

And there she stands, as all souls bow before ber, — ^ fairer 
than the very Siren he had called from the deeps of melody. 
Oh, long and sweet recompense of toil! Where is on earth 
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tlie rapture like that which is known to genius when at last 
it bursts from its hidden caTern into light and fame ! 

He did not speak, he did not move; he stood transfixed, 
breathless, the tears rolling down his cheeks ; only from time 
to time his hands still wandered about; mechanically they 
sought for the faithful instrument — why was it not there to 
share his triumph? 

At last the curtain fell; but on such a storm and diapason 
of applause! Up rose the audience as one man, as with one 
voice that dear name was shouted. She came on — trembling, 
pale — and in the whole crowd saw but her father’s face. 
The audience followed those moistened eyes, they recognized 
with a thrill the daughter’s impulse and her meaning. The 
good old cardinal drew him gently forward. Wild musician, 
thy daughter has given thee back more than the life thou 
gavest! 

“My poor violin!” said he, wiping his eyes, “they will 
^aver hiss thee again now!” 


CHAPTEE III. 

Fra s\ contrarie tempre in gliiaccio e in foco, 

In riso e in pianto, e fra paura e spene 
LVingannatrice Donna — ^ 

Gerusal. Lih, canto iv. 94. 

hTow, notwithstanding the triumph both of the singer and 
the opera, there had been one moment in the first act, and, 
consequently, before the arrival of Pisani, when the scah^ 
seemed more than doubtful. It was in a chorus replete with 
all the peculiarities of the composer. And when this Maeh 
Strom of Carried whirled and foamed, and tore ear and sense 
through every variety of sound, the audience simultaneously 

1 " Between sucli contrarions mixtures of ice and fire, laughter and tears, 
fear and hope, the deceiving dame — 
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recognized the kand of Pisani. A title had been given to the 
opera wMcii bad bitberto prevented all suspicion of its par- 
entage; and tbe overture and opening, in wbicb tbe music 
bad been regular and sweet, bad led tbe audience to fancy 
they detected tbe genius of their favourite Paisiello. Long 
accustomed to ridicule and almost to despise tbe pretensions 
of Pisani as a composer, they now felt as if they bad been 
unduly cheated into tbe applause with wbicb they had bailed 
tbe overture and tbe commencing scenas. An ominous buzz 
circulated round tbe bouse; the singers, the orchestra — elec- 
trically sensitive to tbe impression of tbe audience — grew 
themselves agitated and dismayed, and failed in tbe energy 
and precision wbicb could alone carry off the grotesqueness of 
tbe music. 

There are always in every theatre many rivals to a new 
author and a new performer, — a party impotent while all 
goes well, but a dangerous ambush tbe instant some accident 
throws into confusion tbe march to success. A hiss arose; it 
was partial, it is true, but tbe significant silence of all ap- 
plause seemed to forebode tbe coming moment when tbe dis- 
pleasure would grow contagious. It was the breath that 
stirred tbe impending avalanche. At that critical moment, 
Viola, tbe Siren queen, emerged for the first time from her 
ocean cave. As she came forward to tbe lamps, the novelty 
of her situation, the chilling apathy of the audience, — wbicb 
even the sight of so singular a beauty did not at the first 
arouse, — tbe whispers of tbe malignant singers on the stage, 
tbe glare of the lights, and more — far more than tbe rest — 
that recent hiss, wbicb bad reached her in her concealment, 
all froze up her faculties and suspended her voice; and in- 
stead of the grand invocation into which she ought rapidly to 
have burst, the regal Siren, retransformed into tbe trembling 
girl, stood pale and mute before tbe stern cold array of those 
countless eyes. 

At that instant, and when consciousness itself seemed about 
to fail her, as she turned a timid beseeching glance around 
the still multitude, she perceived, in a box near tbe svage, a 
countenance which at once, and like magic, produced on her 
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Blind an effect never to be analyzed nor forgotten. It was 
one that awakened an indistinct haunting reminiscence, as if 
she had seen it in those day-dreams she had been so wont 
from infancy to indulge. ' She could not withdraw her gaze 
from that face ; and as she gazed, the awe and coldness that had 
before seized her vanished, like a mist from before the sun. 

In the dark splendour of the eyes that met her own there 
was indeed so much of gentle encouragement, of benign and 
compassionate admiration; so much that warmed and animated 
and nerved, that any one — actor or orator — who has ever ob- 
served the effect that a single earnest and kindly look in the 
crowd that is to be addressed and won will produce upon his 
mind, may readily account for the sudden and inspiriting in- 
fluence which the eye and smile of the stranger exercised on 
the dihutoMe. 

And while yet she gazed, and the glow returned to her 
heart, the stranger half rose, as if to recall the audience to a 
sense of the courtesy due to one so fair and young; and the 
instant his voice gave the signal, the audience followed it b}’’ 
a burst of generous applause. For this stranger himself was 
a marked personage, and his recent arrival at hTaples had 
divided with the new. opera the gossip of the city. And then 
as the applause ceased, clear, full, and freed from every fet- 
ter, — like a spirit from the clay, — the Siren^s voice poured 
forth its entrancing music. From that time, Viola forgot the 
crowd, the hazard, the whole world — except the fairy one 
over which she presided. It seemed that the stranger’s pres- 
ence only served still more to heighten that delusion, in 
which the artist sees no creation without the circle of his art ; 
she felt as if that serene brow and those brilliant eyes in- 
spired her with powers never known before; and, as if 
searching for a language to express the strange sensations 
occasioned by his presence, that presence itself whispered to 
her the melody and the song. 

Only when all was over, and she saw her father and felt 
his joy, did this wild spell vanish before the sweeter one of 
the household and filial love. Yet again, as she turned from 
the stage, she looked bapk involuntarily, and the stranger’s 
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calm and half melancholy smile sank into her heart --to 
there— to be recalled with confused memories, half of pleas* 
ure and half of pain. 

Pass over the congratulations of the good Cardinal- Virtuoso, 
astonished at finding himself and all ISlaples had been hitherto 
in the wrong on a subject of taste, — still more astonished at 
finding himself and all I^aples combining to confess it; pass 
over the whispered ecstasies of admiration which buzzed in the 
singer’s ear, as once more, in her modest veil and quiet dress, 
she escaped from the crowd of gallants that choked up every 
avenue behind the scenes; pass over the sweet embrace of 
father and child, returning through the starlit streets and 
along the deserted Chiaja in the cardinal’s carriage; never 
pause now to note the tears and ejaculations of the good, 
simple-hearted mother — see them returned ; see the well- 
known room, venimus ad larem nostrum ; ^ see old Gionetta 
bustling at the supper; and hear Pisani, as he rouses the 
barbiton from its case, communicating all that has happened 
to the intelligent Familiar ; hark to the mother’s merry, low, 
English laugh! Why, Viola, strange child, sittest thou apart, 
thy face leaning on thy fair hands, thine eyes fixed on space ? 
Up, rouse thee ! Every dimple on the cheek of home must 
smile to-night.^ 

And a happy reunion it was round that humble table, — a 
feast Lucullus might have envied in his Hall of Apollo, in 
the dried grapes and the dainty sardines, and the luxurious 
jpolenta mjdi the old a present from the good 

cardinal. 

The barbiton, placed on a chair : — a tall, high-backed chair 
—beside the musician, seemed to take a part in the festive 
meal. Its honest varnished face glowed in the light of the 
lamp; and there was an impish, sly demureness in its very 
silence, as its master, between every mouthful, turned to talk 
to it of something he had forgotten to relate before. The 
good wife looked on affectionately, and could not eat for joy; 

1 " We come to our own house.” 

® Bidet© quidquid est domi cachinnorum. 

Catullus ; ad 52m. Pma 
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but suddenly slie rose, and placed on the artistes temples a 
laurel wreath, which she had woven beforehand in fond antici- 
pation; and Viola, on the other side her brother, the barbiton, 
rearranged the chaplet, and smoothing back her father’s hair, 
whispered, “ Caro Padre, you will not let hhn scold mw 
again!” 

Then poor Pisani, rather distracted between the two, and 
excited both by the Iderima and his triumph, turned to the 
younger child with so naive and grotesque a pride. I don’t 
know whicli to thank the most. You give me so much joy, 
child, — I am so proud of thee and myself. But he and I, 
poor fellow, have been so often unhappy together!” 

Viola’s sleep was broken; that was natural. The intoxica- 
tion of vanity and triumph, the happiness in the happiness 
she had caused, — all this was better than sleep. But still 
from all this, again and again her thoughts flew to those 
haunting eyes, to that smile with which forever the memory 
of the triumph, of the happiness, was to be united. Her 
feelings, like her own character, were strange and peculiar. 
They were not those of a girl whose heart, for the first time 
reached through the eye, sighs its natural and native lan- 
guage of first love. It was not so much admiration, though the 
face that reflected itself on every wave of her restless fancies 
was of the rarest order of majesty and beauty, nor a pleased 
and enamoured recollection, that the sight of this stranger 
had bequeathed ; it was a human sentiment of gratitude and 
delight, mixed with something more mysterious, of fear and 
awe. Certainly she had seen before those features ; but when 
and how? Only when her thoughts had sought to shape out 
her future, and when in spite of all the attempts to visior 
forth a fate of flowers and sunshine, a dark and chill fore- 
boding made her recoil back into her deepest self. It was a 
something found that had long been sought for by a thousand 
restless yearnings and vague desires, less of the heart than 
mind; not as when youth diseovers the one to be beloved, but 
rather as when the student, long wandering after the clew to 
some truth in science, sees it glimmer dimly before him, to 
beckon, to recede, to allure, and to wane again. She fell at 
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last into unquiet slumber, vexed bj deformed, fleeting, shape- 
less pbantoms; and, waking, as the sun, through a veil of 
hazy cloud, glinted with a sickly ray across the casement, she 
heard her father settled back betimes to his one pursuit, and 
calling forth from his Familiar a low mournful strain, like a 
dirge over the dead. 

•‘And why,” she asked, when she descended to the room 
below,— ‘‘why, my father, was your inspiration so sad, after 
the joy of last night? ” 

“I know not, child. I meant to be merry, and compose an j 

air in honour of thee, but he is an obstinate fellow, this- — 
and he would have it so,” I 


CHAPTER IV. 

E cosi i pigri e timidi desiri 
Sprona.1 

Gerusal. Lib. canto iv. 88. 

It was the custom of Pisani, except when the duties of his 
profession made special demand on his time, to devote a cer- 
tain portion of the mid-day to sleep, — a habit not so much a 
luxury as a necessity, to a man who slept very little during 
the night. In fact, whether to compose or to practise, the 
hours of noon were precisely those in which Pisani could not 
have been active if he would. His genius resembled those 
fountains full at dawn and evening, overflowing at night, and 
perfectly dry at the meridian. During this time, consecrated 
by her husband to repose, the signora generally stole out to 
make the purchases necessary for the little household, or to 
enjoy as what woman does not? — a little relaxation in gos- 
sip with some of her own sex. And the day following this 
brilliant triumph, how many congratulations would she have 
to receive ! 

^ “ And thus the slow and timid passions urged.” 
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At these times it was Viola’s habit to seat herself without 
the door of the house, under au awning which sheltered from 
the sun, without obstructing the view; and there now, with the 
prompt-book on her knee, on which her eye roves listlessly 
from time to time, you may behold her, the vine-leaves clus- 
tering from their arching trellis over the door behind, and 
the lazy white-sailed boats skimming along the sea^hat 
stretched before. 

As she thus sat, rather in revery than thought, a man eom- 
mg from the direction of Posilipo, with a slow step and down- 
cast eyes, passed close by the house, and Viola, lookino- up 
abruptly, started in a kind of terror as she recognized'" the 
stranger. She uttered an involuntary exclamation, and the 
cavalier turning, saw, and paused. 

He stood a moment or two between her and the sunlit 
ocean, contemplating in a silence too serious and gentle for 
the boldness of gallantry the blushing face and the young 
slight form before him. At length he spoke. 

“Are you happy, my child,” he said, in almost a paternal 
tone, “at the career that lies before you? Prom sixteen to 
thirty, the music in the breath of applause is sweeter than all 
the music your voice can utter! ” 

,, Viola, falteringly, but encouraged by 

the liquid softness of the accents that addressed her, “I 

know not whether I am happy now, but I was last night. 
And I feel, too. Excellency, that I have you to thank, though, 
perhaps, you scarce know why! ” 

^ “You deceive yourself,” said the cavalier, with a smile. 

_ I am aware that I assisted to your merited success, and it 
IS you who scMpe know how. The why I will tell you: 
because I saw in your heart a nobler ambition than that of 
the woman’s vanity; it was the daughter that interested 

me. Perhaps you would rather I should have admired the 
singer? ” 

“No; oh, no!” 

“_Well, I believe you. And now, since we have thus met, 

I will pause to counsel you. When next you go to the theatre 
you will have at your feet all the young gallants of Naple;;, 




Viola and the Strangeil 



ZANOHI. 


21 


Poor infant! tlie flame that dazzles the eye can scorch the 
wing. Eemember that the only homage that does not sully 
must be that which these gallants will not give thee. And 
whatever thy dreams of the future — and I see, while I speah 
to thee, how wandering they are, and wild — may only those 
be fulfilled which centre round the hearth of home. 

He paused, as Viola^s breast heaved beneath its robe. And 
with a burst of natural and innocent emotions, scarcely com- 
prehending, though an Italian, the grave nature of his advice, 
she exclaimed, — 

^^Ah, Excellency, you cannot know how dear to me that 
home is already. And my father — there would be no home, 
signor, without him!’’ 

A deep and melancholy shade settled over the face of the 
cavalier. He looked up at the quiet house buried amidst the 
vine leaves, and turned again to the vivid, animated face of 
the young actress. 

*Ht is well,” said he. “A simple heart may be its own 
best guide j and so, go on, and prosper. Adieu, fair singer.” 

Adieu, Excellency; but — ” and something she could not 
resist, — an anxious, sickening feeling of fear and hope, — 
impelled her to the question — shall see you again, shall 
I not, at San Carlo?” 

^‘iJiTot, at least, for some time. I leave ISTaples to-day.” 

^Hndeed;” and Viola’s heart sank within her: the poetry 
of the stage was gone. 

And,” said the cavalier, turning back, and gently laying 
his hand on hers,— and perhaps, before we meet, you may 
have suffered; known the first sharp griefs of human life; 
known how little what fame can gain repays what the heart 
can lose; but be brave and yield not, — not even to what may 
seem the piety of sorrow. Observe yon tree in your neigh- 
bour’s garden. Look how it grows up, crooked and distorted. 
Some wind scattered the germj from which it sprang, in the 
clefts of the rock; choked up and walled round by crags and 
buildings, by nature and man, its life has been one struggle 
for the light, — light which makes to that life the necessity 
and the principle. You see how it has writhed and twisted; 
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how, meeting the barrier in one spot, it has laboured and 
worked, stem and branches, towards the clear skies at last. 
What has preserved it through each disfavour of birth and 
circumstances ; why are its leaves as green and fair as those of 
the vine behind you, which, with all its arms, can embrace 
the open sunshine? My child, because of the very instinct 
that impelled the struggle,— because the labour for the light 
won to the light at length. So with a gallant heart, through 
every adverse accident of sorrow and of fate, to turn to the 
sun, to strive for the heaven, — this it is that gives knowledge 
to the strong and happiness to the weak. Ere we meet again, 
you will turn sad and heavy eyes to those quiet boughs j and 
when you hear the birds sing from them, and see the sunshine 
come aslant from crag and housetop to be the playfellow of 
their leaves, learn the lesson that Nature teaches you, and 
strive through darkness to the light! 

As he spoke he moved on slowly, and left Viola wondering, 
silent, saddened, with his dim prophecy of coming evil, and 
yet, through sadness, charmed. Involuntarily her eyes fol- 
lowed him ; involuntarily she stretched forth her arms, as if 
by a gesture to call him back. She would have given worlds 
to have seen him turn, to have heard once more his low, calm, 
silvery voice, to have felt again the light touch of his hand 
on hers. As moonlight that softens into beaxity every angle 
on which it falls, seemed his presence ; as moonlight vanishes, 
and things assume their common aspect of the rugged and 
the mean, he receded from her eyes, and the outward scene 
was commonplace once more. 

The stranger passed on, through that long and lovely road 
which reaches at last the palaces that face the public gardens,* 
and conducts to the more populous quarters of the city. 

A group of young, dissipated courtiers, loitering by the 
gateway of a house which was open for the favourite pastime 
of the day — the resort of the wealthier and more high-born 
gamesters — made way for him, as with a courteous inclina- 
tion he passed them by. 

said one, “is not that the rich Zanoni, of whom 
the town talks? 
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; they say Ms wealth is inealeulable ! 

They say — • who are they y what is the authority ? He has 
not heeii many days at Ivapiesj and I eannot j^et find any one 
who knows aught of his birthplace, his parentage, or, what is 
more important, his estates I “ 

^^That is true; but he arrived in a goodly vessel, which 
they say is his own. See — no, you cannot see it here, — but 
it rides yonder in the Bay. The bankers he deals with speak 
with awe of the sums placed in their hands/*' 

Whence came he? " 

^‘From some seaport in the East. My \udet learned from 
some of the sailors on the Mole that he had resided many 
years in the interior of India.’'* 

Ah, I am told that in India men pick up gold like pebbles, 
and that there are valleys where the birds build their nests 
with emeralds to attract the moths. Here conies our |)rince 
of gamesters, Cetoxa; be sure that he already must have made 
acquaintance with so wealthy a cavalier, — he has that attrac- 
tion to gold which the magnet has to steel. Well, Cetoxa, 
what fresh news of the ducats of Siguor Zanoni? ” 

“Oh,” said Cetoxa, carelessly, “my friend — ” 

“Ha, ha! hear him! — his friend — ” 

“Yes; my friend Zanoni is going to Eome for a short time; 
when he returns he has promised me to fix a day to sup with 
me, and I will then introduce him to you, and to the best 
society of Naples. Diavolo ! but he is a most agreeable and 
witty gentleman ! ” 

“Pray tell us how you came so suddenly to be his friend.” 
“My dear Belgioso, nothing more natural. He desired a 
boic at San Carlo; but I need not tell you that the expectation 
of a new opera (ah, how superb it is ! — that poor devil, Pisani ! 
who would have thought it?) and a new singer — what a face! 
what a voice! ah! — had engaged every corner of the house. 
I heard of Zanoni ’s desire to honour the talent of Naples, 
and, with my usual courtesy to dintinguished strangers, I 
sent to place my box at his disposal. He accepts it; I wait 
on him between the acts; he is most charming. lie invites 
me to supper. Cos^ettOf what a retinue! We sit late; T tell 
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Mm all tke news of Haples; we grow bosom friends; be 
presses on me tMs diamond before we part^ — it is a tribe be 
tells me, — tbe jewellers value it at five thousand pistoles I — 
the mtoiest evening I have passed these ten years I ” 

The cavaliers crowded round to admire the diamond. 
“Signor Count Cetoxa,” said one grave-looking, sombre 
man, who had crossed himself two or three times ^ during the 
]^eapolitan^s narrative, “ are you not aware of the strange 
reports about this person; and are you not afraid to receive 
from him a gift which may carry with it the most fatal con- 
sequences? Do you not know that he is said to be a sorcerer, 
to possess the mahoochio, to ■— ” 

“Prithee, spare us your antiquated superstition,” inter- 
rupted Getoxa, contemptuously. “They are out of fashion, 
nothing now goes down but scepticism and philosophy. And 
what, after all, do these rumours, when sifted, amount to? 
They have no origin but this, — a silly old man of eighty-six, 
quite in his dotage, solemnly avers that he saw this same 
Zanoni seventy years ago — he himself, the narrator, then a 
mere boy — at Milan. When this very Zanoni, as you all see, 
is at least as young as you or I, Belgioso.” 

“But that,” said the grave gentleman, — ^^that is, the mys- 
tery. Old Avelli declares that Zanoni does not seem a day 
older than when they met at Milan. He says that even then 
at Milan — mark this — where, though under another name, 
this Zanoni appeared in the same splendour, he was attended 
also by the same mystery. And that an old man the^^e 
memhered to have seen him sixty years before in Sweden.” 

“Tush,” returned Cetoxa, “the same thing has been said of 
the quack Cagliostro — mere fables ! I will believe them when 
I see this diamond turn to a wisp of hay. For the rest,” he 
added gravely, “I consider this illustrious gentleman my 
friend, and a whisper against his honour and repute will, in 
future, be equivalent to an affront to myself.” 

Cetoxa was a redoubted swordsman, and excelled in a pecul- 
iarly awkward manoeuvre, which he himself had added to 
the variations of stoccata. The grave gentleman, however 
anxious for the spiritual weal of the count, had an equal 
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regard for his own corporeal safety. He contented himself 
with, a look of compassioBj and turning through the gateway^ 
ascended the stairs to the gaming-table. 

^®Haj ha!” said Cetoxa^ laughing, ^‘our good Loredano is 
envious of my diamond. Gentlemen, you sup with me to- 
night. I assure you I never met a more delightful, sociable, 
entertaining person than my dear friend the Signor Zanoni.” 


CHAPTER V, 

Qubllo Ippogrifo, grande e strano aiigello 
Lo porta via.^ 

Chiand, Fur, canto vi. 18 . 

Aistd now, accompanying this mysterious Zanoni, am I com- 
pelled to bid a short farewell to Haples. Mount behind me, 
— mount on my hippogriff, reader; settle yourself at your 
ease. I bought the pillion the other day of a poet who loves 
his comfort; it has been newly stuffed for your special ac- 
commodation. So, so, we ascend! Look as we ride aloft, — 
look! — never fear, hippogriffs never stumble; and every hip- 
pogriff in Italy is warranted to carry elderly gentlemen — 
look down on the gliding landscapes! There, near the ruins 
of the Oscan’s old Atella, rises Aversa, once the stronghold 
of the hforman; there gleam the columns of Capua, above the 
Vulturnian Stream, Hail to ye, cornhelds, and vineyards 
famous for the old Ealernian! Hail to ye, golden orange 
groves of Mola di Gaeta! Hail to ye, sweet shrubs and wild- 
flowers, omnis copia narinm^ that clothe the mountain skirts 
of the silent Lautulse! Shall we rest at the Volscian Anxur, 
the modern Terracina, where the lofty rock stands like the 
giant that guards the last borders of the southern land of 
Love? Away, away! and hold your breath as we flit above 
the Pontine Marshes. Dreary and desolate, their miasma is 

^ That hippogriff, great and marvellons bird, benrs Mm away.'" 
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to the gardens we have passed what the rank commonplace of 
life is to the heart when it has left love behind. Mournful 
Campagna, thou openest on us in majewStic saainess. Eome, 
seven-hilled Eome! receive us as Memory receives the way- 
worn; receive us in silence, amidst ruins! Where is the 
traveller we pursue? Turn the hippogriif loose to graze: he 
loves the acanthus that wreathes round yon broken columiis* 
Yes, th<at is the Arch of Titus, the conqueror of Jerusalem, — 
that the Colosseum! Through one passed the triumph of the 
deified invader, in one fell the butchered gladiators. Monu- 
ments of murder, how poor the thoughts, how mean the mem- 
ories ye awaken, compared with those that speak to the heart 
of man on the heights of Phyle, or by thy lone mound, gray 
Marathon! We stand amidst weeds and brambles and long, 
waving herbage. Where we stand reigned Nero; here were 
his tessellated floors; here — 

Mighty in the Heaven, a second Heaven — 

hung the vault of his ivory roofs; here, arch upon arch, pillar 
on pillar, glittered to the world the golden palace of its mas- 
ter, — the Golden House of Nero. How the lizard watches us 
with his bright timorous eye! W’‘e disturb his reign. Gather 
that wild-flower: the Golden House is vanished, but the wild- 
flower may have kin to those which the stranger’s hand sca,t- 
tered over the tyrant’s grave; — see, over this soil, the grave 
of Eome, Nature strews the wild-flowers still ! 

In the midst of this desolation is an old building of the mid- 
dle ages. Here dw'ells a singular recluse. In the season of 
the malaria, the native peasant flies the rank vegetation round ; 
but he, a stranger and a foreigner, breathes in safety the pes- 
tilential air. He has no friends, no associates, no compan- 
ions, except books and instruments of science. He is often 
seen wandering over the grass-grown hills, or sauntering 
through the streets of the new city, not with the a.bsent brow 
and incurious air of students, but with observant, piercing 
eyes that seem to dive into the hearts of the passers by. An 
old man, but not infirm, — erect and stately, as if in his 
prime. None know whether he be rich or poor. He asks no 
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cliarity, and lie gives none; lie does no evil, and seems to 
confer no good. He is a man wlio -appears .to have -no world 
beyond himself; but appearances are deceitful; and Science, 
as weir as Benevolence, lives in the Universe. This abode, 
for the first time since thus occupied, a visitor enters. It is 
Zanoni. 

You observe these two men seated together, conversing 
earnestly. Years long and many have down away since they 
met last, — at least, bodily, and face to face. But if they arr 
sages, thought can meet thought, and spirit spirit, though 
oceans divide the forms. Death itself divides not the wise. 
Thou meetest Plato when thine eyes moisten over the 
^^Phaedo.” May Homer live Yvitli all men forever! 

They converse, they confess to each other, they conjure up 
the past, and repeople it; but note how differently Cio such 
remembrances affect the two. On Zanoni’s face, despite its 
habitual calm, the emotions change and go. He lias acted in 
the past he surveys; but not a trace of tlie humanity that 
participates in joy and sorrow can be detected on tlu' jiassion-" 
less visage of his companion; the Past, to him, as is now the 
Present, has been but as nature to the sage, the volume to the 
student, — a calm, and spiritual life, a study, a coTiteiu{)lation. 

From the Past they turn to the Future. Ah! at the close 
of the last century, the future seemed a thing tangible, — it 
was woven up in all men’s fears and hopes of the Present. 

At the verge of that hundred years, Man, the ripest-born of 
Time,^ stood as at the death-bed of the Old World, and beheld 
the ]^ew Orb, blood-red amidst cloud and vax.)Our, — uiieertaiu 
if a comet or a sun. Behold the icy and profound {Usdaiii on 
the brow of the old man, the lofty yet touching sadness that 
darkens the glorious countenance of Zanoni. Is it that one 
views with contempt the struggle and its issue, and tiie other 
with awe or pity? Wisdom contemplating mankind leads but 
to two results,— compassion or disdain. He who bfd loves in 
other worlds can accustom himself to look on this as the natu- 

^ An (ies Jahrlmnclerts Neige, 

Der reifsfce Sohn der Zeit 

Die Knnstler, 
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ralist on tlie revolutions of an ant-liill or of a leaf. What is 
the Earth to Infinity, what its duration to the Eternal? Oh, 
how much greater is the soul of one man than the vicissitudes 
of the whole globe! Child of heaven, and heir of immor- 
tality, how from some star hereafter wilt thou look back on 
the ant-hill and its commotions, from Clovis to Eobespierre, 
from Noah to the Final Fire! The spirit that can contem- 
plate, that lives only in the intellect, can ascend to its star, 
even from the midst of the Burial-ground called Earth, and 
while the Sarcophagus called Life immures in its clay the 
Everlasting! 

But thou, Zanoni, thou hast refused to live only in the 
intellect j thou hast not mortified the heart. Thy pulse still 
beats with the sweet music of mortal passion, thy kind is to 
thee still something warmer than an abstraction, thou wouldst 
look upon this Eevolution in its cradle, which the storms 
rock, thou wouldst see the world while its elements yet strug- 
gle through the chaos! 

Go! 


CHAPTEE VL 

Precepteurs ignorants de ce faible univers. ^ 

Voltaire. 

Nons etions a tablw ^*bez nn de nos confreres rAcademie, Grand Seigneur 
ct bomme d’esprit.^ — La Harpe. 

One evening, au Paris, several months after the date of our 
last chapter, there was a reunion of some of the most eminent 
wits of the time, at the house of a personage distinguished 
alike by noble birth and liberal aceoinplisbments. Nearly ail 
present were of the views that were then the mode. For as 
there came afterwards a time when nothing was so unpopular 
as the people, so that was the time when nothing was so vul- 

^ Ignorant teachers of this Weak world.” 

® “ We supped with one of out confreres of the Academy, a great nobleman 

'and'wit-”'' , ■ ' 
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gar as aristocracy. Tlie airiest fine gentleman and tlie haugli- 
tiest noble prated of equality, and lisped enlightenment. 

Among the more remarkable guests were Oondorcet, then 
in the prime of his reputation, the correspondent of the King 
of Prussia, the intimate of Voltaire, the member of half the 
academies of Europe, — noble by birth, polished in manners, 
republican in opinions. There, too, was the venerable Males- 
herbes, ^^Famour et les delices de la Nation.”^ There Jean 
Silvain Bailly, the accomplished scholar, the aspiring poli- 
tician. It was one of those jpetits sou'pers for which the 
capital of all social pleasures was so renowned. The conver- 
sation, as might be expected, w^as literary and intellectual, 
enlivened by graceful pleasantry. Many of the ladies of that 
ancient and proud noblesse — for the noblesse yet existed, 
though its hours were already numbered — added to the 
charm of the society ; and theirs were the boldest criticisms, 
and often the most liberal sentiments. 

Vain labour for me — vain labour almost for the grave Eng- 
lish language — to do justice to the sparkling paradoxes that 
flew from lip to lip. The favourite theme was the superiority 
of the Moderns to the Ancients. Condorcet on this head was 
eloquent, and to some, at least, of his audience, most convinc- 
ing. That Voltaire was greater than Homer few there were 
disposed to deny. Keen was the ridicule lavished on the dull 
pedantry which finds everything ancient necessarily sublime. 

^‘Yet,” said the graceful Marquis de , as the cham- 

pagne danced to his glass, more ridiculous still is the super- 
stition that finds everything incomprehensible holy! But 
intelligence circulates, Condorcet; like water, it finds its 
level. My hair-dresser said to me this morning, ‘ Though I 
am but a poor fellow, I belieye as little as the finest 
gentleman! ^ ’V 

“Unquestionably, the great Eevolution draws near to its 
final completion, — a jpas de geant, as Montesquieu said of his 
own immortal work. ” 

Then there rushed from all — - wit and noble, courtier and 
republican — a confused chorus, harmonious only in its antici- 

i ** The idol and delight of the nation ” (so called by his historian, Gaillard). 
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pation of tlie brilliant things to wbicli the great Ee volution 
was to give birth. Here Condorcet is more eloquent than 
before. 

faut absolument que la Superstition et le Fanatisme 
fassent place a la philosophie.^ Kings persecute persons;, 
priests opinion. Without kings, men must be safe; and 
without priests, minds must be free.” 

‘‘^Ah,” murmured the marquis, and as ce diet Diderot has 
so well sung, — 

*Et des boyaux du dernier prStre 
Serrez le cou du dernier roi/ ^ 

“And then,” resumed Condorcet, — “then commences the 
Age of Eeason! — Equality in instruction, equality in insti- 
tutions, equality in wealth! The great impediments to knowl- 
edge are, first, the want of a common language, and next, the 
short duration of existence. But as to the first, when all men 
are brothers, why not a universal language? As to the sec- 
ond, the organic perfectibility of the vegetEible world is un- 
disputed: is Nature less powerful in the nobler existence of 
thinking man? The very destruction of the two most active 
causes of physical deterioration — here, luxurious wealth,- — 
there, abject penury— must necessarily prolong the general 
term of life.® The art of medicine will then be honoured in 
the place of war, which is the art of murder; the noblest 
study of the acutest minds will be devoted to the discovery 
and arrest of the causes of disease. Life, I grant, cannot be 
made eternal; but it may be prolonged almost indefinitely. 
And as the meaner animal bequeaths its vigour to its off- 
spring, so man shall transmit his improved organization, 
mental and physical, to his sons. Oh, yes, to such. a consum- 
mation does our age approach ! ” 

^ ** It must necessarily happen that superstition and fanatieism give place 
to philosophy/’ 

^ “ And throttle the nech of the last king with a string from the bowels of 
the last priest.” 

2 See Condorcet’s posthumous work on the progress of the human 
mind. — 


2AN0M. 


81 


Tile venerable Malesbexbes sighed. Perhaps he feared thv 
consummation might not come in time for him. The hand' 
some Mar(|n.is de and the ladies^ jet' handsomer than' he, ' 
looked conviction and delight. 

But two men there were, seated next to each other, who 
joined not in the general talk, — the one, a stranger newly 
arrived in Paris, where his wealth, his person, and Ms ac- 
complishments had already made him remarked and courted*, 
the other, an old man, somewhere about seventy,— the witty 
and virtuous, brave and still light-hearted Cazotte, the author 
of Biable Amoureux.” 

These two conversed familiarly, and apart from the rest, 
and only by an oecasional smile testified their attention to 
the general conversation. 

said the stranger, ^‘^yes, we have met before.''’ 
thought I could not forget your countenance; yet I task 
in vain my recollections of the past.” 

will assist you. Eecall the time when, led by curiosity, 
or perhaps the nobler desire of knowledge, you sought initia- 
tion into the mysterious order of Martines de Pasqnalis.” ^ 

^^Ah, is it possible! You are one of that theurgic 
brotherhood?” 

i It is so recorded of Cazotte. Of Martines de Pasqiialis little is known ; 
even the country to wdiich he belonged is matter of conjecture. Equally so 
the rites, ceremonies, and nature of the cabalistic order he established. Saint- 
Martin was a disciple of the school, and that, at least, is in its favour ; for in 
spite of his mysticism, no man more beneficent, generous, pure, and virtuous 
than Saint-Martin adorned the last century. Above all, no man more distin- 
guished himself from the herd of sceptical philosophers by the gallantry and 
fervour with which he combated materialism, and vindicated the necessity of 
faith amidst a chaos of un])eliei It may also be observed that Cazotte, what- 
ever else he learned of the brotherhood of Martines, learned nothing that 
diminished the excellence of his life and the sincerity of his religion. At 
once gentle and brave, he never ceased to oppose the excesses of the Revolu- 
tion. To the last, unlike the Liberals of his time, ho was a devout and sincere 
Christian. Before his execution, he demanded a pen and paper, to write these 
words : “ Ma femme, mes enfants, ne me pleurez pas, ne m’oubliez pas, mais 
souvenez-vous surtout de ne jamais oSenser Dieu’’ (My wife, my children, 
weep not for me; forget me not; but remember above everything never 
to oiKend God), — Editor. 
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I attended their ceremonies but to see how vainly 
they sought to revive the ancient marvels of the cabala.’* 
Such studies please you? I have shaken of! the influence 
they once had on my own imagination.’'’ 

‘‘You have not shaken it off/’ returned the stranger, gravely. 
“It is on you still, ^ — on you at this hour; it beats in your 
heart; it kindles in your reason; it will speak in your 
tongue!” 

And then with a yet lower voice, the stranger continued to 
address him, to remind him of certain ceremonies and doc- 
trines, — to explain and enforce them by references to the 
actual experience and history of his listener, which Cazotte 
thrilled to find so familiar to a stranger. 

Gradually the old man’s pleasing and benevolent counte- 
nance grew overcast, and he turned, from time to time, 
searching, curious, uneasy glances towards his companion. 

The charming Duchesse de G archly pointed out to the 

lively guests the abstracted air and clouded brow of the poet; 
and Condorcet, who liked no one else to be remarked when he 
himself was present, said to Cazotte, “Well, and what do ^ou 
predict of the Eevolution, — how, at least, will it affect us?” 

At that question Cazotte started; his cheeks grew pale, 
large drops stood on his forehead; his lips writhed. His gay 
companions gazed on him in surprise. 

“Speak!” whispered the stranger, laying his hand gently 
upon the arm of the old wit. 

At that word, Gazette’s face grew locked and rigid, his eyes 
dwelt vacantly on space, and in a low, hollow voice, he thus 
answered, — ^ 

“You ask how it will affect y ourselves, -r- you, its most 
learned and its least selfish agents. I will answer you: you, 
Marquis de Condorcet, will die in prison, but not by the hand 

^ The following prophecy (not unfamiliar perhaps to some of my readers), 
with some slight variations, and at greater length, in the text of the authority 
I am about to cite, is to be found in La Harpers posthumous works. The 
manuscript is said to exist still in La Harpers handwriting, and the story is 
given on M. Petitot^s authority, vol. i. p. 62. It is not for me te inquire if 
there be doubts of its foundation on fact, — Editor. 
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of tine executioner. In the peaceful happiness of that day, 
the philosopher will carry about with him, not the elixir, but 
the poison.’^ 

«My poor Cazotte,” said Condoreet, with his gentle smile, 
“what have prisons, executioners, and poison to do with an 
age of liberty and brotherhood?” 

“ It is in the names of Liberty and Brotherhood that the 
prisons will reek and the headsman be glutted.” 

“ You are thinking of priestcraft, not philosophy, Cazotte, 
said Champfort.^ “And what of me? ” 

“ You will open your own veins to escape the fraternity of 
Cain. Be comforted; the last drops will not follow the razor. 
Bor you, venerable Malesherbes, for you, Aimar hricolai, for 
you, learned Bailly, I see them dress the scaffold! And all 
the while, 0 great philosophers, your murderers will have no 
word but philosophy on their lips! 

The hush was complete and universal, when the pupil of 
Voltaire, the prince of the academic sceptics, hot La Harpe, 
cried, with a sarcastic laugh, “ Do not flatter mo, 0 prophet, 
by exemption from tbe fate of my companions. Shall I have 
no part to play in this drama of your fantasies? ” 

At this question, Gazette’s countenance lost its unnatural 
expression of awe and sternness ; the sardonic humour most 
common to it came back and played in his brightening 
eyes. 

“Yes, La Harpe, the most wonderful part of all! You will 
become — a Christian!” 

This was too much for the audience that a moment before 
seemed grave and thoughtful, and they burst into an immod- 
erate fit of laughter, while Cazotte, as if exhausted by his 
predictions, sank back in his chair, and breathed hard anrl 
heavily. 

i Cliampfort, one of those men of letters who, though misled by the first 
fair show of the Revolution, refused to follow the baser men of action into its 
horrible excesses, lived to express the murderous philanthropy of its agents 
by the best bon mot of the time. Seeing written on the walls, “ Fraternite ou 
la Mort,” he observed that the sentiment should be interpreted thus, Soi$ mm 
frheyoujete tm (“Be my brother, or I kill thee ”). 

3 . : 
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said Madame de G— , ^^yoti who liave j)redicted 
sncb. grave things concerning us, must prophesy something 
also about yourself.” 

A convulsive tremor shook the involuntary prophet j it 
passed, and left his countenance elevated by an expression 
of resignation and calm, Madame,” said he, after a long 
pause, “during the siege of Jerusalem, we are told by its his- 
torian that a man for seven successive days went round the 
ramparts, exclaiming, MVoe to thee, Jerusalem, woe to 
myself! ’ ” 

“Well, Cazotte, well?” 

“And on the seventh day, while he thus spoke, a stone 
from the machines of the Komans dashed him into atoms! ” 

With these words Cazotte rose; and the guests, awed in 
spite of themselves, shortly afterwards broke up and retired. 


CHAPTEE VII. 

Qui done t^a donne la mission s^annoncer an peuple qne la divinitd n'existe 
pas '? Quel avantage trouves-tu a persuader a rhomme qu’uue force aveugle 
preside k ses destine'es et frappe au hasard le crime et la vertu ? ^ — Robbs- 
riEKRE, Discours, Mai 7, 1794. 

It was some time before midnight when the stranger re- 
turned home. His apartments were situated in one of those 
vast abodes which may be called an epitome of Paris itself,— 
the cellars rented by mechanics, scarcely removed a step from 
paupers; often by outcasts and fugitives from the la^v; often 
by some daring writer, who, after scattering amongst the 
people doctrines the most subversive of order, or the most 
libellous on the characters of priest, minister, and king, re- 
tires amongst the rats, to escape the persecution tliat attends 

^ “ Who then invested you with the mission to announce to t}ie people that 
there is no God What advantage find you in persuading man that nothing 
but blind force presides over his destinies, and strikes hap-hajuard both crimo 
and virtu©?/* 
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tlie virtuous,-— the groimd-fioor occupied by shops, the entresol 
by artists, the principal stories by nobles, and the garrets by 
journeyraen or grisettes. 

As the stranger passed up the stairs, a young man of a 
form and countenance singularly unprepossessing emerged 
from a door in the entresol, and brushed beside him. His 
glance was furtive, sinister, savage, and yet timorous; the 
man’s face was of an ashen paleness, and the features worked 
convulsively. The stranger paused, and observed him with 
thouglitful looks, as he hurried down the stairs. While he 
thus stood, he heard a groan from the room which the young 
man had just quitted; the latter had pulled to the door with 
hasty vehemence, but some fragment, probably of fuel, had 
prevented its closing, and it now stood slightly ajar. The 
stranger pushed it open and entered; he passed a small ante- 
room, meanly furnished, and stood in a bedchamber of meagre 
and sordid discomfort. Stretched on the bed, and writhing 
in pain, lay an old man; a single candle lit the room, and 
threw its feeble ray over the furrowed and deathlike face of 
the sick person. Ho attendant was by; he seemed left alone 
to breathe his last. Water,” he moaned feebly,-— water! 
I parch, I burn ! ” The intruder approached the bed, bent 
over him, and took his hand. ^VOh, bless tbee, Jean, bless 
thee!” said the sufferer; “hast thou brought back the physi- 
cian already? Sir, I am poor, but I can pay you welL I 
would not die yet, for that young man’s sake.” And he sat 
upright in his bed, and fixed his dim eyes anxiously on his 
visitor. 

“What are your symptoms, your disease? ” 

“Eire, fire, fire in the heart, the entrails! I burn! ” 

“How long is it since you have taken food? ” 

“Eood! only this broth. There is the basin, all I have 
taken these six hours. I had scarce drunk it ere these pains 
began.” . 

The stranger looked at the basin; some portion of the 
contents was yet left there. 

“Who administered this to you?” 

“Who? Jean! Who else should? I have no servant,— 
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none! I am poor, very poor, sir. But no! you physicians 
do not care for the poor. I am rich f can you cure me? 

^‘Yes, if Heaven permit. Wait but a few moments.^' 

The old man was fast sinking under the rapid effects of 
poison. The stranger repaired to his own apartments, and 
returned in a few moments with some preparation that had 
the instant result of an antidote. The pain ceased, the blue 
and livid colour receded from the lips ; the old man fell into 
a profound sleep. The stranger drew the curtains round the 
bed, took up the light, and inspected the apartment. The 
walls of both rooms were hung with drawings of masterly ex- 
cellence. A portfolio was filled with sketches of equal skill ; 
but these last were mostly subjects that appalled the eye and 
revolted the taste j they displayed the human figure in every 
variety of suffering, — the rack, the wheel, the gibbet, all that 
cruelty has invented to sharpen the pangs of death, seemed 
yet more dreadful from the passionate gusto and earnest 
fojTce of the designer. And some of the countenances of 
those thus delineated were sufficiently removed from the ideal 
to show that they were portraits; in a large, bold, irregular 
hand, was written beneath these drawings, “The Future ofc' 
the Aristocrats.” In a corner of the room, and close by an 
old bureau, was a small bundle, over which, as if to hide it, 
a cloak was thrown carelessly. Several shelves were filled 
with books; these were almost entirely the works of the phi- 
losophers of the time, — the philosophers of the material 
school, especially the Encyclopaedists, whom Bohespierre 
afterwards so singularly attacked, when the coward deemed 
it unsafe to leave his reign without a God.^ A volume lay on 

^ Cexte secte (les Encyclopedistes) propagea avec beaucoup de zele Topiniois 
dll materialisme, qui prevalut parmi les grands et parmi les beaux esprits ; 
on lui doit en partie eette espece de philosopliie pratique qui, reduisant 
FEgoisme en systbme, regarde la societe huinaiiie comme un guerre de 
ruse, le succes coirime la regie du juste et de rinjuste, la probite comme une 
alfaire de gout ou de bienseance, le monde comme le patrimoine des fripons 
adroits.* — Discoues be RoBESPiEREJi, Mai 7, 1794. 


^ This sect (the Encyclopaedists) propagate with much zeal the doctrine 
of umtcrinlir'-m, which prevails among the great and the wits ; we owe to it, 
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tbe table; it was one of Yoltaire’s, and tbe page was opened 
at bis argumentative assertion of tbe existence of tbe Supreme 
Being.^ Tbe margin was covered with pencilled notes, in tbe 
stiff but tremulous band of old age, — all in attempt to refute 
or to ridicule tbe logic of tbe sage of Eerney. Voltaire did 
not go far enough for the annotator! Tbe clock struck two, 
when the sound of steps was beard without. Tbe stranger 
silently seated himself on tbe farther side of tbe bed, and its 
drapery screened him, as be sat, from tbe eyes of a man wbo 
now entered on tiptoe; it was tbe same person who had passed 
him on the stairs. Tbe new-comer took up the candle and 
approached the bed. The old man’s face was turned to tbe 
pillow; but be lay so still, and bis breathing was so inaudi- 
ble, that bis sleep might well, by that hasty, sbrinking, 
guilty glance, be mistaken for tbe repose of death. The new- 
comer drew back, and a grim smile passed over bis face; be 
replaced the candle on tbe table, opened the bureau with a 
key which be took from bis pocket, and loaded himself with 
several rouleaus of gold, that be found in the drawers. At 
this time tbe old man began to wake. He stirred, be looked 
up; be turned bis eyes towards tbe light now waning in its 
socket; he saw tbe robber at bis work; be sat erect for an 
instant as if transfixed, more even by astonishment than ter- 
ror. At last be sprang from bis bed. 

“Just Heaven! do I dream! Thou, thou, thou for whom I 
toiled and starved ! — thou ! ” 

Tbe robber started; tbe gold fell from bis band, and rolled 
on tbe floor. 

“What! ” be said, “art thou not dead yet? Has tbe poison 
failed? ” 

“ Poison, boy ! Ab ! ” shrieked the old man, and covered 
bis face with bis bands; then, with sudden energy, be ex- 

^ Histoire de Jenni. 

partly, tliat kind of practical philosophy which, rednciri.i^ Egotism to a system 
looks upon society as a war of cunning, success the rule of right and wrong, 
honesty as an affair of taste or decency, and the world as the patrimony of 
derer scoundrels/^ 
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claimed, ^^Jean, Jean! recail that word. Eob, plunder me if 
thou wilt, but do not say thou couldst murder one who only 
lived for thee! There, there, take the gold: I hoarded it but 
for thee. Go, go!” and the old man, who, iu his passion, 
had quitted his bed, fell at the feet of the foiled assassin, 
and writhed on the ground, — the mental agony more intoler- 
able than that of the body, which he had so lately undergone. 
The robber looked at him with a hard disdain. 

“What have I ever done to thee, wretch? cried the old 
man, “what but loved and cherished thee? Thou wert an 
orphan, an outcast. I nurtured, nursed, adopted thee as my 
son. If men call me a miser, it was but that none might 
despise thee, my heir, because nature has stunted and de- 
formed thee, when I was no more. Thou wouldst have had 
all when I was dead. Couldst thou not spare me a few 
months or days, — nothing to thy youth, all that is left to 
my age? What have I done to thee? ” 

“Thou hast continued to live, and thou wouldst make no 
will.” 

“MonDieuI MonDieu!” 

Dieu! Thy God! Fool! Hast thou not told me 
from my childhood that there is no God? Hast thou not fed 
me on philosophy? Hast thou not said, ^ Be virtuous, be 
good, he just, for the sake of mankind; but there is no life 
after this life’? Mankind! Why should I love mankind? 
Hideous and misshapen, mankind jeer at me as 1 pass the 
streets. What hast thou done to me? Thou hast taken 
away from me, who am the scoif of this world, the hopes 
of another! Is there no other life? Well, then, I want 
thy gold, that at least I may hasten to make the best of 
this!” 

“Monster! Curses light on thy ingratitude, thy — ” 

“And who hears thy curses? Thou knowest there is no 
God! Mark me; I have prepared all to fly. See, I have my 
passport; my horses wait without; relays are ordered. I 
have thy gold.” (And the wretch as he spoke continued 
coldly to load his person with the rouleaus.) “ And now, if 
I spare thy life, how shall I be sure that thou wilt not inform 
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against mine? He advanced with a gloomy scowl and a 
menacing gesture as he spoke. 

The old man's anger changed to fear. He cowered before 
the savage. “ Let me live I let me live ! — that — that — ’’ 

“ That ~~ what? 

“I may pardon thee! Yes, thou hast nothing to fear from 
me. I swear it! ” 

Swear! But by whom and what, old man? I cannot be- 
lieve thee, if thou believest not in any God! Ha, ha! behold 
the result of thy lessons.’*’ 

Another moment, and those murderous lingers would have 
strangled their prey; but between the assassin and his victim 
rose a form that seemed almost to both a visitor from the 
world that both denied, — stately with majestic strength, 
glorious with awful beauty. 

The ruffian recoiled, looked, trembled, and then turned and 
fled from the chamber. The old man fell again to the ground 
insensible. 


CHAPTEE VIII. 

To know how a bad man will act when in power, reverse ail the doctrines 
he preaches when obscure. — S. Montague. 

Antipathies also form a part of magic (falsely) so called. Man naturally 
lias the same instinct as the animals, which warns them involuntarily against 
the creatures that are hostile or fatal to their existence. But he so often ne- 
glects it that it becomes dormant. Not so the true cultivator of the Great 
Science, ciJc. — Trisivibgistus THE Fourth. (A liosicrucian.) 

When he again saw the old man the next day, the stranger 
found him calm, and surprisingly recovered from the scene 
and sufferings of the night. He expressed his gratitude to 
his preserver with tearful fervour, and stated that he had 
already sent for a relation, who would make arrangements for 
his future safety and mode of life. /‘For I h.ave money yet 
left:,” said the old man; “ and henceforth have no motive to 
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be a miser.” He proceeded then briefly to relate tlie origin 
and circumstances of bis connection with his intended 
murderer. 

It seems that in earlier life he had quarrelled with his rela- 
tions, — from a difference in opinions of belief. Rejecting all 
religion as a fable, he yet cultivated feelings that inclined 
him — for though his intellect was weak, his dispositions 
were good — to that false and exaggerated sensibility which 
its dupes so often mistake for benevolence. He had no chil- 
dren; he resolved to adopt an enfant du peuple. He resolved 
to educate this boy according to “Reason.” He selected an 
orphan of the lowest extraction, whose defects of person and 
constitution only yet the more moved his pit}', and finally en- 
grossed his affection. In this outcast he not only loved a 
son, — he loved a theory ! He brought him up most philosoph- 
ically. Helvetius had proved to him that education can do 
all; and before he was eight years old, the little Jean’s fa- 
vourite expressions were, “La lumiere et la vertu.”^ The 
boy showed talents, especially in art. The protector sought 
for a master who was as free from “ superstition” as himself, 
and selected the painter David. That person, as hideous as 
his pupil, and whose dispositions were as vicious as his pro- 
fessional abilities were undeniable, was certainly as free from 
“superstition” as the protector could desire. It was reserved 
for Robespierre hereafter to make the sanguinary painter be- 
lieve in the iltre Supreme. The boy was early sensible of 
his ugliness, which was almost preternatural. His bene- 
factor found it in vain to reconcile him to the malice of nature 
by his philosophical aphorisms ; but when he pointed out to 
him that in this world money, like charity, covers a multi- 
tude of defects, the boy listened eagerly and was consoled. 
To save money for his proHg^ — for the only thing in the 
world he loved — this became the patron’s passion. Yerily, 
he had met with his reward. 

“But I am thankful he has escaped,” said the old man, 
wiping his eyes. “Had he left me a beggar, I could never 
have accused him.” 


^ Light and virtue.’ 
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for you are tiie author of Ms crimes.” 

^^Howl who never ceased to inculcate the beauty of 
virtue? Explain yourself.” 

^‘Alas, if thy pupil did not make this clear to thee last 
night from his own lips, an angel might come from Heaven to 
preach to thee in vain.” 

The old man moved uneasily, and was about to reply, when 
the relative he had sent for, and who, a native of Kancy, hap- 
pened to be in Paris at the time, entered the room. He was 
a man somewhat past thirty, and of a dry, saturnine, meagre 
countenance, restless eyes, and compressed lips. He listened, 
with many ejaculations of horror, to his relation’s recital, and 
sought earnestly but in vain to induce him to give informa- 
tion against his protegL 

^^Tush, tush, E4n6 Dumas! ” said the old man, “yon are a 
lawyer. You are bred to regard human life with contempt. 
Let any man break a law, and you shout, ^ Execute him!’ ” 

“I,” cried Dumas, lifting up his hands and eyes: “venerable 
sage, how you misjudge me! I lament more than any one the 
severity of our code. I think the State never should take 
away life — no, not even the life of a murderer, I agree with 
that young statesman — Maxirniilien Robespierre — that the 
executioner is the invention of the tyrant. My very attach- 
ment to our advancing revolution is, that it must sweep away 
this legal butchery.” 

The lawyer paused out of breath. The stranger regarded 
him fixedly, and turned pale. 

“You change countenance, sir,” said Dumas; “you do not 
agree with me.” 

“Pardon me, I was at that moment repressing a vague fear 
which seemed prophetic — ” 

“And that — ” 

“Was that we should meet again, when your opinions on 
Death and the philosophy of Revolutions might be different.” 

“Hever!” 

“You enchant me, cousin Ren4,” said the old man, who 
had listened to his relation with delight. “Ah, I see you 
have proper sentiments of justice and philanthropy. Why 
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did I not seek to know you before? You admire tlie Bevolu- 
tion; you, equally with me, detest the barbarity of kings and 
the fraud of priests? ’’ 

Detest! How could I love mankind if I did not? 

^^And,” said the old man, hesitatingly, you do not thiDk, 
with this noble gentleman, that I erred in the precepts I in- 
stilled into that wretched man?’’ 

‘‘ Erred 1 W as Socrates to blame if Alcibiades was an adul- 
terer and a traitor? ” 

“You hear him! you hear him! But Socrates had also a 
Plato 5 henceforth you shall be a Plato to me. You hear 
him?” exclaimed the old man, turning to the stranger. 

But the latter was at the threshold. Who shall argue 
with the most stubborn of all bigotries, — the fanaticism of 
unbelief? 

“Are you going?” exclaimed Dumas, “and before I have 
thanked you, blessed you for the life of this dear and vener- 
able man? Oh, if ever I can repay you, if ever you want the 
heart’s blood of B4ne Dumas!” Thus volubly delivering 
himself, he followed the stranger to the threshold of the 
second chamber, and there gently detaining him, and after 
looking over his shoulder, to be sure that he was not heard 
by the owner, he whispered, “I ought to return to Xancy. 
One would not lose one’s time; you don’t think, sir, that that 
icoundrel took away all the old fool’s money?” 

“Was it thus Plato spoke of Socrates, Monsieur Dumas? ” 

“Ha! ha! you are caustic. W’ell, you have a right. Sir, 
we shall meet again.” 

“Again!” muttered the stranger, and his brow darkened. 
He hastened to his chamber, he passed the day and the night 
alone, and in studies, no matter of what nature, — they served 
to increase his gloom. 

What could ever connect his fate with Eeiie Dumas, or the 
fugitive assassin? Why did the buoyant air of Paris seem to 
him heavy with the streams of blood? Why did an instinct 
urge him to fly from those sparkling circles, from that focus 
of the world’s awakened hopes, warning him from return, — 
he whose lofty existence defied But away these dreams and 


ZANOHL 


43 


omens! ' He leaves France behind. ' Back, 0 Italji to thy 
majestic wrecks ! On the Alps bis soul breathes the free air 
once more. Free air! Alas, let the world-healers exhaust 
their chemistry; Man never shall be as free in the market- 
place as on the mountain. But we, reader, we too, escape 
from these scenes of false wisdom clothing godless crime. 
Away, once more, — 

In den heitern Regionen 
Wo die reinen Formen wotnen 1 ” 

Away, to the loftier realm where the pnre dwellers are! Un- 
polluted by the Actual, the Ideal lives only with Art and 
Beauty. Sweet Viola, by the shores of the blue Parthenope, 
by VirgiPs tomb, and the Cimmerian cavern, we return to 
thee once more. 


CHAPTEE IX. 

Che non vnol che 1 destrier piii vada in alto ; 

Poi lo lega nel margine marine 
A nn verde mirto in mezzo un lanro e un pino}- 

Orland. Fur. canto vi. 23. 

0 musician! art thou happy now? Thou art reinstalled at 
thy stately desk; thy faithful bar biton has its share in the 
triumph. It is thy masterpiece which fills thy ear, it is thy 
daughter that fills the scene, — the music, the actress so 
united, that applause to one is applause to both. They make 
way lor thee at the orchestra; they no longer jeer and wink, 
when, with a fierce fondness, thou dost caress thy Familiar, 
that plains and wails and chides and growls under thy re- 
morseless hand. They understand now how irregular is ever 
the symmetry of real genius. The inequalities in its sur- 

^ ” As he did nofc wish that his charger [the hippogriff] should take any 
further excursions into the higher regions for the present, he bound him at 
Ihe sea-shore to a green myrtle between a laurel and a vine.” 
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face make the moon Inminons to man. Giovanni Paisiello, 
Maestro di Gapella, if thy gentle soul could know envy, then 
must sicken to see thy ‘‘ Elfrida” and thy ^‘Pirro” laid askle^ 
and all Naples turned fanatic to the “ Siren/'’ at whose rneas^ 
ures shook querulously thy gentle head ! 

But thou, Paisiello, calm in the long prosperity of fame, 
knowest that the New will have its day, and comfortest thy'' 
self that the “Elfrida’’ and the “Pirro” will live forever. 
Perhaps a mistake, but it is by such mistakes that true genius 
conquers envy. “To be immortal,” says Schiller, “live in 
the whole.” To be superior to the hour, live in thy self- 
esteem. The audience now would give their ears for those 
variations and flights they were once wont to hiss. No! -— 
Pisani has been two-thirds of a life at silent work on his 
masterpiece : there is nothing he can add to thatj however he 
might have sought to improve on the masterpieces of others. 
Is not this common? The least little critic, in reviewing 
some work of art, will say, “Pity this, and pity that; ” “This 
should have been altered, that omitted.” Yea, with his wiry 
fiddlestring will he creak out his accursed variations. But 
let him sit down and compose, himself. He sees no improve- 
ment in variations then ! Every man can control his fiddle 
when it is his own work with which its vagaries would play 
the devil. 

And Viola is the idol, the theme of Naples. She is the 
spoiled Sultana of the boards. To spoil her acting may be 
easy enough — shall they spoil her nature? No, I think not. 
There, at home, she is still good and simple; and there, under 
the awning by the doorway,— there she still sits, divinely 
musing. How often, crook-trunked tree, she looks to thy 
green boughs; how often, like thee, in her dreams and fan- 
cies, does she struggle for the light! — not the light of the 
stage-lamps. Poor child! be contented with the lamps, even 
with the rushlights. A farthing candle is more convenient 
for household purposes than the stars. 

Weeks passed, and the stranger did not reappear; months 
had passed, and his prophecy of sorrow was not yet ful- 
filled. One evening, Pisani was taken ill. His success had 
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broiigM on tlie long-neglected composer pressing applications 
for comerti and sonata, adapted to liis more peculiar science 
on tlie violin. He bad been employed for some weeks, day 
and night, on a piece in which he hoped to excel himself. 
He took, as nsnal, one of those seemingly impracticable sub- 
jects which it was his pride to subject to the expressive 
powers of his art, — the terrible legend connected with the 
transformation of Philomel. The pantomime of sound opened 
with the gay merriment of a feast. The monarch of Thrace is 
at his banqnet : a sudden discord brays through the joyous notes 
— the string seems to screech with horror. The king learns 
the murder of his son by the hands of the avenging sisters. 
Swift rage the chords, through the passions of fear, of horror, 
of fury, and dismay. The father pursues the sisters. Hark! 
what changes the dread, the discord, into that long silvery, 
mournful music? The transformation is completed j and Phi- 
lomel, now the nightingale, pours from the myrtle-bough the 
full, liquid, subduing notes that are to tell evermore to the 
world the history of her woes and wrongs. hTow, it was in 
the midst of this complicated and difficult attempt that the 
health of the over-tasked musician, excited alike by past 
triumph and new ambition, suddenly gave way. He was 
taken ill at night. The next morning the doctor pronounced 
that his disease was a malignant and infectious fever. His 
wife and Viola shared in their tender watch; hut soon that 
task was left to the last alone. The Signora Pisani caught 
the infection, and in a few hours was even in a state more 
alarming than that of her husband. The Neapolitans, in 
common with the inhabitants of all warm climates, are apt to 
become selfish and brutal in their dread of infectious dis- 
orders. Gionetta herself pretended to be ill, to avoid the 
sick-chamber. Tbe whole labour of love and sorrow fell on 
Viola. It was a terrible trial T am willing to hurry over 
the details. The wife died first! 

One clay, a little before sunset, Pisani woke, partially re- 
covered from the delirium which had preyed upon him, with 
few intervals, since the second day of the disease ; and cast- 
ing about him his dizzy and feeble eyes, he recognized Viola, 
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and smiled. He faltered lier name as b.e rose and stretched 
Ms arms. She fell upon his breast, and strove to suppress 
her tears. 

Thy mother? he said. “Does she sleep? 

“ She sleeps — ah, yes! ” and the tears gushed forth. 

“ I thought — eh! I know not ‘what I have thought. But 
do not weep; I shall be well now, — quite well. She will 
come to me when she wakes, will she? ’’ 

Viola could not speak; but she busied herself in pouring 
forth an anodyne, which she had been directed to give the 
sufferer as soon as the delirium should cease. The doctor 
had told her, too, to send for him the instant so important a 
change should occur. 

She went to the door, and called to the woman who, during 
Gionetta^s pretended illness, had been induced to supply her 
place; but the hireling answered not. She flew through the 
chambers to search for her in vain — the hireling had caught 
Gionetta^s fears and vanished. What was to be done? The 
case was urgent, the doctor had declared not a moment should 
be lost in obtaining his attendance; she must leave her 
father, — she must go herself! She crept back into the room; 
the anodyne seemed already to have taken benign effect, the 
patient^ s eyes were closed, and he breathed regularly, as in 
sleep. She stole away, threw her veil over her face, and hur- 
ried from the house. 

Now, the anodyne had not produced the effect which it 
appeared to have done; instead of healthful sleep, it had 
brought on a kind of light-headed somnolence, in which the 
mind, preternaturally restless, Avandered about its accustomed 
haunts, waking up its old familiar instincts and inclinations. 
It Avas not sleep, it was not delirium; it was the dream-wake- 
fulness which opium sometimes induces, when every nerve 
grows tremulously alive, and creates a corresponding activity in 
the frame, to which it gives a false and hectic vigour. Pisani 
missed something — what, he scarcely knew; it was a com- 
bination of the two wants most essential to his mental life,— 
the voice of his wife, the touch of his Familiar. He rose, he 
left Ms bed, he leisurely put on his old dressing-robe, in 
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wMcK he liad been wont to compose. He smiled compla- 
cently as the associations connected with the garment came 
over his memory ; he walked tremulously across the room, and 
entered the small cabinet next to his chamber, in which his 
wife had been accustomed more often to watch than sleep, 
when illness separated her from his side. The room was 
desolate and void. He looked round wistfully, and muttered 
to himself, and then proceeded regularly, and with a noiseless 
step, through the chambers of the silent house, one by one. 

He came at last to that in which old G-ionetta — faithful to 
her own safety, if nothing else — nursed herself, in the re- 
motest corner of the house, from the danger of infection. As 
he glided in, — wan, emaciated, with an uneasy, anxious, 
searching look in his haggard eyes, — the old woman shrieked 
aloud, and fell at his feet. He bent over her, passed his thin 
hands along her averted face, shook his head, and said in a 
hollow voice, — 

I cannot find them ; where are they? ” 

^‘Who, dear master? Oh, have compassion on yourself; 
they are not here. Blessed saints! this is terrible! he has 
touched me; I am dead!” 

“Dead! who is dead? Is any one dead?” 

“Ah, don’t talk sol You must know it well; my poor mis- 
tress — ^she caught the fever from you; it is infectious enough 
to kill a whole city. San Gennaro, prvotect me! My poor 
mistress! she is dead, buried, too; and I, your faithful 
Gionetta, woe is me ! Go, go — to — to — bed again, dearest 
master, — -go!” 

The poor musician stood for one moment mute and unmov- 
ing, then a slight shiver ran through his frame; he turned and 
glided back, silent and spectre-like, as he had entered. He 
came into the room where he had been accustomed to com- 
pose, — where his wife, in her sweet patience, had so often 
sat by his side, and praised and flattered when the world had 
but jeered and scorned. In one corner he found the laurel- 
wreath she had placed on his brows that happy night of fame 
and triumph; and near it, half hid by her mantilla, lay in its 
case the neglected instrument. 
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Viola was not long gone j she had found the physician j she 
returned with himj and as they gained the threshold, they 
heard a strain of music from within , a strain of piercing, 
heart-rending anguish: it was not like some senseless instru- 
ment, mechanical in its obedience to a human hand, — it was 
as some spirit calling in wail and agony from the forlorn 
shades, to the angels it beheld afar beyond the Eternal Gulf. 
They exchanged glances of dismay. They hurried into the 
house, they hastened into the room. Pisani turned, and his 
look, full of ghastly intelligence and stern command, awed 
them back. The black mantilla, the faded laurel-leaf, lay 
there before him. Viola’s heart guessed all at a single glance. 

She sprang to his knees, she clasped them. Father, Father, 
Jam left thee still. ” 

The wail ceased, the note changed; with a confused associ- 
ation — half of the man, half of the artist — the anguish, still 
a melody, was connected with sweeter sounds and thoughts. 
The nightingale had escaped the pursuit; soft, airy, bird- 
like, thrilled the delicious notes a moment, and then died 
away. The instrument fell to the floor, and its cords snapped. 
You heard that sound through the silence. The artist looked 
on his kneeling child, and then on the broken cords. '“'Bury 
me by her side,” he said, in a very calm, low voice; ^^and that 
by mine.” And with these words his whole frame became 
rigid, as if turned to stone. The last change passed over his 
face. He fell to the ground, sudden and heaver. The cords 
th&re^ too, — the cords of the human instrument, — were 
snapped asunder. As he fell, his robe brushed the laurel- 
wreath, and that fell also, near, but not in reach of, the dead 
man’s nerveless hand. 

Broken instrument, broken heart, withered laurel-wreath ! — 
the setting sun through the vine-clad lattice streamed on all I 
So smiles the eternal ITature on the wrecks of all that make 
life glorious ! And not a sun that sets not somewhere on the 
silenced music, on the faded laurel! 
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OHAPTEE X. 

Ch^ difesa migiior cli’ usbergo e sciido 
E la Santa innocenza al petto ignndo ! ^ 

GVusa/. canto viii. 41. 

And they buried the Musician and his barbiton togetherj 
in the same coffin. That famous Steiner — Primeval Titan 
of the great Tyrolese race — often hast thou sought to scale 
the heavens, and therefore must thou, like the meaner chil- 
dren of men, descend to the dismal Hades! Harder fate for 
thee than thy mortal master; for thj/ soul sleeps with thee in 
the coffin, and the music that belongs to Ms, separate from 
the instrument, ascends on high, to be heard often by a 
daughter’s pious ears, when the heaven is serene and the 
earth sad. Por there is a sense of hearing that the vulgar 
know not; and the voices of the dead breathe soft and fre- 
quent to those who can unite the memory wuth the faith. 

And now Viola is alone in the world, — alone in the home 
where loneliness had seemed from the cradle a thing that was 
not of nature. And at first the solitude and the stillness were 
insupportable. Have you, ye mourners, to whom these sibyl 
leaves, weird with many a dark enigma, shall be borne, have 
you not felt that when the death of some best-loved one has 
made the hearth desolate, — have you not felt as if the gloom 
of the altered home was too heavy for thought to bear? — you 
would leave it, though a palace, even for a cabin. And yet 
— sad to say — when you obey the impulse, when you fly from, 
the walls, when in the strange place in which you seek your 
refuge, nothing speaks to you of the lost, have ye not felt 
again a yearning for that very food to memory which was just 
before but bitterness and gall? Is it not almost impious and 

1 “ Better defence than shield or breastplate is holy innocence to the naked 
breast” 
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profane to abandon that dear beartli to strangers? And the 
desertion of the home where your parents dweltj, and blessed 
youj upbraids your conscience as if you had sold their tombs. 
Beautiful was the Etruscan superstition that the ancestors be- 
come the household gods. Deaf is the heart to which the Lares 
call from the desolate doors in vain. At first Viola had, in her 
intolerable anguish, gratefully welcomed the refuge which the 
house and family of a kindly neighbour, much attached to her 
father, and who was one of the orchestra that Pisani shall per- 
plex no more, had proffered to the orphan. But the company 
of the unfamiliar in our grief, the consolation of the stranger 
— how it irritates the wound ! And then, to hear elsewhere the 
name of father, mother, child, — as if death came alone to you! 
to see elsewhere the calm regularity of those lives united in 
love and order, keeping account of happy hours, the unbroken 
timepiece of home, — as if nowhere else the wheels were ar- 
rested, the chain shattered, the hands motionless, the chime 
still! No, the grave itself does not remind us of our loss like 
the company of those who have no loss to mourn. Go back 
to thy solitude, young orphan, — go back to thy homej the 
sorrow that meets thee on the threshold can greet thee, even 
in its sadness, like the smile upon the face of the dead. And 
there, from thy casement, and there, from without thy door, 
thou seest still the tree, solitary as thyself, and springing 
from the clefts of the rock, but forcing its way to light, — as, 
through all sorrow, while the seasons yet can renew the ver- 
dure and bloom of youth, strives the instinct of the human 
heart! Only when the sap is dried up, only when age comes 
on, does the sun shine in vain for man and for the tree. 

Weeks and months —months sad and many — again passed, 
and Naples will not longer suffer its idol to seclude itself 
from homage. The world ever plucks us back from ourselves 
with a thousand arms. And again Viola’s voice is heard 
upon the stage, which, mystically faithful to life, is in nought * 
more faithful than this, — that it is the appearances that fill 
the scene; and we pause not to ask of what realities they are 
the proxies. When the actor of Athens moved all hearts as 
he clasped the burial urn, and burst into broken sobs, how 
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fewj tliere, knew tliat it keld the ashes of his son ! Gold, as 
well as fame, was showered upon the young actress; hut she 
still kept to her simple mode of life, to her lowly home, to 
the one servant, whose faults, selfish as they were, Viola was 
too inexperienced to perceive. And it was Gionetta who had 
placed her, when first born, in her father^s arms ! She was 
surrounded by every snare, wooed by every solicitation that 
could beset her unguarded beauty and her dangerous calling. 
But her modest virtue passed unsullied through them all. 
It is true that she had been taught by lips now mute the 
maiden duties enjoined by honour and religion ; and all love 
that spoke not of the altar only shocked and repelled her. 
But besides that, as grief and solitude ripened her heart, and 
made her tremble at times to think how deeply it could feel, 
her vague and early visions shaped themselves into an ideal 
of love. And till the ideal is found, how the shadow that it 
throws before it chills us to the actual ! W ith that ideal, 
ever and ever, unconsciously, and, with a certain awe and 
shrinking, came the shape and voice of the warning stranger. 
Illearly two years had passed since he had appeared at Naples. 
Nothing had been heard of him, save that his vessel had 
been directed, some months after his departure, to sail for 
Leghorn. By the gossips of Naples, his existence, supposed 
so extraordinary, was well-nigh forgotten; but the heart of 
Viola was more faithful. Often he glided through her dreams, 
and when the wind sighed through that fantastic tree, asso- 
ciated with his remembrance, she started, with a tremor and 
a blush, as if she had heard him speak. 

But amongst the train of her suitors was one to whom she 
listened more gently than to the rest; partly because, per- 
haps, he spoke in her mother’s native tongue; partly because 
in his diffidence there was little to alarm and displease; partly 
because his rank, nearer to her own than that of lordlier 
wooers, prevented his admiration from apx3earing insult ; partly 
because he himself, eloquent and a dreamer, often uttered 
thoughts that were kindred to those buried deepest in her 
mind. She began to like, perhaps to love him, but as a sister 
loves; a sort of privileged familiarity sprang up between 
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them. If, in the Englishman’s breast, arose wild and nn- 
worthy hopes, he had not yet expressed them. Is there 
danger to thee here, lone Viola j or is the danger greater in 
thynnfonnd ideal? 

And now, as the overture to some strange and wizard spec- 
tacle, closes this opening prelude. Wilt thou hear more? 
Come with thy faith prepared. I ask not the blinded eyes, 
but the awakened sense. As the enchanted Isle, remote from 
the homes of men, — 

ove alcun legno 

Rado, 0 non mai va dalle nostre sponde/^ — ^ 

is the space in the weary ocean of actual life to which the 
Muse or Sibyl (ancient in years but ever young in aspect) 
offers thee no unhallowed sail — 

“ Quinci ella in cima a una montagne ascende 
Disabitataj e d*orabre oscnra e bruna ; 

E par incanto a lei nevose rende 
Le spalle e i fianchi ; e sensa neve alcuna 
Gli lascia il capo verdeggiante e vago , 

E vi fonda un palagio appresso un lago.^’ 2 


1 Where ship seldom or never comes from our coasts. 

Gerusal, Lib. canto xiv. 69. 

There, she a mountain's lofty peak ascends, 

Unpeopled, shady, shagg’d with forests brown, 

Whose sides by power of magic half way down 
She heaps with slippery ice and frost and snow, 

But sunshiny and verdant leaves the crown 
With orange woods and myrtles, — speaks, and lo! 
Rich from the bordering lake a palace rises slow. 

WiFFiN^s translatim 


BOOK THE SECOND. 


ART, LOVE, AND WONDER. 

Diversi aspetti in un confnsi e niisti.^ 

G&rusaL Lib. canto It. S. 

CHAPTER L 

Centauri, e Sfingi, e pallide Gorgoni.^ 

GmtsaL Lib. canto iv. 5. 

Owe moonlit nightj in the Gardens at Naples, some four or 
five gentlemen were seated under a tree, drinking their sher- 
bet, and listening, in the intervals of conversation, to the 
music which enlivened that gay and favourite resort of an 
indolent population. One of this little party was a young 
Englishman, who had been the life of the whole group, but 
who, for the last few- moments, had sunk into a gloomy and 
abstracted revery. One of his countrymen observed this sud- 
den gloom, and, tapping him on the back, said, “What ails 
yon, Glyndon? Are you ill? You have grown quite pale, 
you tremble. Is it a sudden chill? You had better go 
home ; these Italian nights are often dangerous to our English 
constitutions.” 

“No, I am well now! it was a passing shudder. I cannot 
account for it myself.” 

A man, apparently of about thirty years of age, and of a 
mien and countenance strikingly superior to those around 
him, turned abruptly, and looked steadfastly at Glyndon. 

“I think I understand what you mean,” said he; “and per- 
haps,” he added, with a grave smile, “I could explain it bet- 
ter than yourself.” Here, turning to the others, he added, 

1 ^‘Different appearances, confused and mixed in one.” 

“ Centaurs, and Sphinxes/and pallid Gorgons."* 


54 


ZANONI. 


“You must often have felt, gentlemen, each and all of you. 
especially when sitting alone at night, a strange and unac- 
countable sensation of coldness and awe creep over you; your 
blood curdles, and the heart stands still; tlie limbs shiver, 
the hair bristles ; you are afraid to look up, to turn your eyes 
to the darker corners of the room; you have a horrible fancy 
that something unearthly is at hand; presently the whole 
spell, if I may so call it, passes away, and you are ready to 
laugh at your own weakness. Have you not often felt what 
I have thus imperfectly described? If so, you can understand 
what our young friend has just experienced, even amidst the 
delights of this magical scene, and amidst the balmy whispers 
of a July night.” 

“Sir,” replied Glyndon, evidently much surprised, “you 
have defined exactly the nature of that shudder which came 
over me. But how could my manner be so faithful an index 
to my impressions? ” 

“ I know the signs of the visitation, ” returned the stranger, 
gravely ; “ they are not to be mistaken by one of 
experience. ” 

All the gentlemen present then declared that they could 
comprehend, and had felt, what the stranger had described. 

“According to one of our national superstitions,” said Mer- 
vale, the Englishman who had first addressed Glyndon, “the 
moment you so feel your blood creep, and your hair stand on 
end, some one is walking over the spot which shall be your 
grave.” 

“There are in all lands different superstitions to account 
for so common an occurrence,” replied the stranger; “one 
sect among the Arabians holds that at that instant God is de- 
ciding either the hour of your death or of some one dear to 
you. The African savage, whose imagination is darkened by 
the hideous rites of his gloomy idolatry, believes that the 
Evil Spirit is pulling you towards him by the hair: so do the 
Grotesque and the Terrible mingle with each other.” 

“It is evidently a mere physical accident,— a derangement 
of the stomach, a chill of the blood,” said a young Neapoli- 
tan, with whom Glyndon had formed a slight acquaintance. 
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Then wliy is it always coupled in all nations with some 
superstitions presentiment or terror, — some connection be- 
tween the material frame and the supposed world wdthout 
us? For my part, I think — ■* 

^'Ay, what do you think, sir?” asked Glyndon, curiously, 
think, continued the stranger, ‘Hhat it is the repug- 
nance and horror with which our more human elements recoil 
from something, indeed, invisible, but antipathetic to our 
own nature; and from a knowledge of which we are happily 
secured by the imperfection of our senses.” 

“You are a believer in spirits, then?” said Mervale, with 
an incredulous smile. 

“Nay, it was not precisely of spirits that I spoke; but 
there may be forms of matter as invisible and impalpable to 
us as the animalculfe in the air we breathe, in the water that 
plays in yonder basin. Such beings may have passions and 
powers like our own, — as the animalculse to which I have 
compared them. The monster that lives and dies in a drop 
of water' — carnivorous, insatiable, subsisting on the creatures 
minuter than himself — is not less deadly in his wrath, 
less ferocious in his nature, than the tiger of the desert. 
There may be things around us that would be dangerous 
and hostile to man, if Providence had not placed a wall be- 
tween them and us, merely by different modifications of 
matter.’'' 

“And think you that wall never can be removed? ” asked 
young Glyndon, abruptly. “ Are the traditions of sorcerer 
and wizard, universal and immemorial as they are, merely 
fables?” 

“ Perhaps yes, perhaps no, ” answered the stranger, indif- 
ferently. “But who, in an age in which the reason has 
cdiosen its proper bounds, would be mad enough to break the 
partition that divides him from the boa and the lion, to repine 
a.t and rebel against the law which confines the shark to the 
great deep? Enough of these idle speculations.” 

Here the stranger rose, summoned the attendant, paid for 
his sherbet, and, bowing slightly to the company, soon dis" 
appeared among the trees. 
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*‘Who is that gentleman?^' asked Gljndon, eagerly. 

The rest looked at each other, without replyiug, for some 
moments. 

never saw him before,” said Mervale, at last, 

“E'er!.” 

“NorL” 

know him well,” said the Neapolitan, who was, indeed, 
the Count Cetoxa. “If you remember, it was as my com- 
panion that he joined you. He visited Naples about two 
years ago, and has recently returned; he is very rich,— in- 
deed, enormously so. A most agreeable person. I am sorry 
to hear him talk so strangely to-night; it serves to encourage 
the various foolish reports that are circulated concerning 
him.” 

“And surely,’’ said another Neapolitan, “the circumstance 
that occurred but the other day, so well known to yourself, 
Cetoxa, justifies the reports you pretend to deprecate.” 

“Myself and my countryman,” said Glyndon, “mix so little 
in Neapolitan society, that we lose much that appears well 
worthy of lively interest. May I inquire what are the re- 
ports, and what is the circumstance you refer to? ” 

“As to the reports, gentlemen,” said Cetoxa, courteously, 
addressing himself to the two Englishmen, “ it may suffice to 
observe, that they attribute to the Signor Zanoni certain 
qualities which everybody desires for himself, but damns any 
one else for possessing. The incident Signor Belgioso al- 
ludes to illustrates these qualities, and is, I must own, some- 
what startling. You probably play, gentlemen?” (Here 
Cetoxa paused; and, as both Englishmen had occasionally 
staked a few scudi at the public gaming-tables, they bowed 
assent to the conjecture.) Cetoxa continued: “Well, then, 
not many days since, and on the very day that Zanoni re- 
turned to Naples, it so happened that I had been playing 
pretty high, and had lost considerably. I rose from the 
table, resolved no longer to tempt fortune, when I suddenly 
perceived Zanoni, whose acquaintance I had before made (and 
who, I may say, was under some slight obligation to me), 
standing by, a spectator. Ere I could express my gratifi- 
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cation at tliis unexpected recognition, he laid his hand on mj 
arm. ‘ Yon have lost much/ said he; ‘ more than you can 
afford. For my part, I dislike play; yet I wish to have 
some interest in what is going on. Will you play this siiin 
for me? The risk is mine, the half profits yours.’ I was 
startled, as you may suppose, at such an address ; but Zanoiii 
had an air and tone with him it was impossible to resist; 
besides, I was burning to recover my losses, and should not 
have risen had I had any money left about me. I told him I 
would accept his offer, provided we shared the risk as well 
as profits. ^ As you will,’ said he, smiling; ^ we need have 
no scruple, for you will he sure to win.’ I sat down; Zanoiii 
stood behind me; my luck rose; I invariably won. In fact, 
I rose from the table a rich man.” 

There can be no foul play at the public tables, especially 
when foul play would make against the bank?” This q[ues- 
tion was put by Glyndon. 

‘^Certainly not,” replied the count. ^^But our good for- 
tune was, indeed, marvellous,— so extraordinary, that a Sici- 
lian (the Sicilians are all ill-bred, bad-tempered fellows) 
grew angry and insolent. ‘ Sir, ’ said he, turning to my new 
friend, ‘ you have no business to stand so near to the table. 
I do not understand this; you have not acted fairly.’ Zanoni 
replied, with great composure, that he had done nothing 
against the rnles; that he was very sorry that one man could 
not win without another man losing; and that he could not 
act unfairly even if disposed to do so. The Sicilian took the 
stranger’s mildness for apprehension, and blustered more 
loudly. In fact, he rose from the table, and confronted 
Zanoni in a manner that, to say the least of it, was pro- 
voking to any gentleman who has some quickness of temper, 
or some skill with the small-sword.” 

“And,” interrupted Belgioso, “the most singular part of 
the whole to me was, that this Zanoni, who stood oj^posite to 
where I sat, and whose face I distinctly saw, made no re- 
mark, showed no resentment. He fixed his eyes steadfastly 
on the Sicilian; never shall I forget that look! it is impossi- 
ble to describe it, it froze the blood in my veins. The Sicilian 
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staggered back, as if struck. I saw liim tremble; he sauk 
OB. the bench. And then-—” 

‘‘^Yes, then,*’ said Cetoxa, ^‘to my infinite surprise, our 
gentleman, thus disarmed by a look from Zanoni, turned his 
whole anger upon me, — the — but perhaps you do not know, 
gentlemen, that 1 have some repute with my w^eapon? ” 
“The best swordsman in Italy,” said Belgioso. 

“Before I could guess why or wherefore,” resumed Cetoxa, 
“I found myself in the garden behind the house, with Ughelli 
(that was the Sicilian’s name) facing me, and five or six gen- 
tlemen, the witnesses of the duel about to take place, around. 
Zanoni beckoned me aside. This man will fall, ’ said he. 
^ When he is on the ground, go to him, and ask whether he 
will be buried by the side of his father in the church of San 
Gennaro?’ ^ Do you then know his family?’ I asked, with 
great surprise. Zanoni made me no answer, and the next 
moment I was engaged with the Sicilian. To do him justice, 
his imbrogllato was magnificent, and a swifter lunger never 
crossed a sword; nevertheless,” added Cetoxa, with a pleas- 
ing modesty, “ he was run through the body. I went up to 
him; he could scarcely speak. ‘ Have you any request to 
make, — any affairs to settle? ’ He shook his head. Where 
would you wish to be interred? ’ He pointed towards the 
Sicilian coast. ‘ What! ’ said I, in surprise, * by the side 
of your father, in the church of San Gennaro? ’ As I spoke, 
his face altered terribly; he uttered a piercing shriek, the 
blood gushed from his mouth, and he fell dead. The most 
strange part of the story is to come. We buried him in the 
church of San Gennaro. In doing so we took up his father’s 
coffin; the lid came oif in moving it, and the skeleton was 
visible. In the hollow of the skull we found a very slender 
wire of sharp steel; this caused surprise and inquiry. The 
father, who was rich, and a miser, had died suddenly, and 
been buried in haste, owing, it was said, to the heat of the 
weather. Suspicion once awakened, the examination became 
minute. The old man’s servant was questioned, and at last 
confessed that the son had murdered the sire : the contrivance 
was ingenious; the wire was so slender, that it pierced to the 
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brain, and drew but one drop of blood, wbicb tbe gray hairs 
concealed. The accomplice will be executed.” 

^^And Zanoni — did he give evidence? Bid he account 
for---” 

“No,'* interrupted the count; ^^he declared that he had by 
accident visited the church that morning; that he had ob- 
served the tombstone of the Count Ughelli; that his guide 
had told Mm the Gount'’'s son vras in Naples, — a spendthrift 
and a gambler. While we were at play, he had heard the 
count mentioned by name at the table; and when the chal- 
lenge was given and accepted, it had occurred to him to name 
the place of burial, by an instinct which he either could not 
or would not account for.” 

'‘A very lame story,” said Mervale. 

^‘Yes! but we Italians are superstitious; the alleged in- 
stinct was regarded by many as the whisper of Providence. 
The next day the stranger became an object of universal in- 
terest and curiosity. His wealth, his manner of living, his 
extraordinary personal beauty, have assisted also to make 
him the rage ; besides I have had pleasure in introducing so 
eminent a person to our gayest cavaliers and our fairest 
ladies.” 

“A most interesting narrative,” said Mervale, rising. 
^^Come, Glyndon, shall we seek our hotel? It is almost 
daylight. Adieu, signor!” 

“What think you of this story?” said Glyndon, as the 
young men walked homeward. 

“Why, it is very clear that this Zanoni is some impostor, 
— some clever rogue; and the Neapolitan shares the booty, 
and puffs him off with all the hackneyed charlatanism of the 
Marvellous. An unknown adventurer gets into society by 
being made an object of awe and curiosity; he is more than 
ordinarily handsome; and the women are quite content to 
receive him without any other recommendation than his own 
face and Cetoxa'S fables.” 

“I cannot agree with you. Cetoxa, though a gambler and 
a rake, is a nobleman of birth and high repute for courage 
and honour. Besides^ this stranger, with his noble presence, 
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and lofty air — so calm, so unobtrusive — bas nothing in eoin- 
mon with the forward garrulity of an impostor.’^ 

“My dear Glyndon, pardon me; but you have not yet ac- 
quired any knowledge of the world 1 The stranger makes the 
best of a fine person, and his grand air is but a trick of the 
trade. But, to change the subject — how advances the love 
affair? ” 

“Oh, Viola could not see me to-day?’ 

“You must not marry her. What would they ail say at 
home?’’ 

“Let us enjoy the present,” said Glyndon, with vivacity; 
“we are young, rich, good-looking; let us not think of 
to-morrow.” 

“Bravo, Glyndon! Here we are at the hotel. Sleep sound, 
and don’t dream of Signor ZanonL” 


CHAPTEE II. 

Pebnde, giovine audace e impaziente, 

L’occasione offerta avidamente.^ 

canto vi 29. 

CLARBisrcE Glyndon was a young man of fortune, not large, 
but easy and independent. His parents were dead, and his 
nearest relation was an only sister, left in England under the 
care of her aunt, and many years younger than himself. 
Early in life he had evinced considerable promise in the art 
of painting, and rather from enthusiasm than any pecuniary 
necessity for a profession, he determined to devote himself to 
a career in which the English artist generally commences with 
rapture and historical composition, to conclude with avari- 
cious calculation and portraits of Alderman Simpkins. Glyn- 
clon was supposed by Ms friends to possess no inconsiderable 
genius; hut it was of a rash and presumptuous order. He 

i'* Take, youth, bold and impatient, the offered occasion eagerly/* 
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was averse from continuous and steady labour, and bis ambi- 
tion rather souglit to gatber tlie fruit than to plant the tree. 
In common with many artists in their youth, he was fond of 
pleasure and excitement, yielding with little forethought to 
whatever impressed his fancy or appealed to his passions. 
He had travelled through fche more celebrated cities of Europe, 
with the avowed purpose and sincere resolution of studying 
the divine masterpieces of his art. But in each, pleasure had 
too often allured him from ambition, and living beauty dis- 
tracted his worship from the senseless canvas. Brave, ad- 
venturous, vain, restless, inquisitive, he was ever involved in 
wild projects and pleasant dangers, — the creature of impulse 
and the slave of imagination. 

It was then the period when a feverish spirit of change 
was working its way to that hideous mockery of human as- 
pirations, — ’the Ee volution of France; and from the chaos 
into which were already jarring the sanctities of the world^s 
Venerable Belief, arose many shapeless and unformed chi- 
meras. Heed I remind the reader, that while that was the day 
for polished scepticism and affected wisdom, it was the day 
also for the most egregious credulity and the most mystical 
superstitions ; the day in which magnetism and magic found 
converts amongst the disciples of Diderot; when prophecies 
were current in every mouth; when the salon of a philosophi- 
cal deist was converted into a Heraclea, in which necromancy 
professed to conjure up the shadows of the dead; when the 
Crosier and the Book were ridiculed, and Me smer and Cagli- 
ostro were believed? In that Heliacal Eisiiig, heralding the 
new sun before which all vapours were to vanish, stalked 
from their graves in the feudal ages all the phantoms that 
had flitted before the eye of Paracelsus and Agrippa. Daz- 
zled by the dawn of the Eevolution, Glyndon was yet more 
attracted by its strange accompaniments, and natural it was 
with him, as with others, that the fancy which ran riot 
amidst the hopes of a social Utopia should grasp with avid- 
ity all that promised, out of the dusty tracks of the beaten 
science, the bold discoveries of some marvellous Elysium. 

In his travels, he had listened with vivid interest at least, 
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if not with implicit belief, to the wonders told of each more 
renowned Ghostseer, and his mind was therefore prepared for 
the impression which the mysterious Zanoni at first sight had 
produced upon it. 

There might be another cause for this disposition to credu- 
lity. A remote ancestor of Glyndon on the mother’s side had 
achieved no inconsiderable reputation as a philosopher and 
alchemist. Strange stories were afloat concerning this wise 
progenitor. He was said to have lived to an age far exceed- 
ing the allotted boundaries of mortal existence, and to have 
preserved to the last the appearance of middle life. He had 
died at length, it was supposed, of grief for the sudden death 
of a great-grandchild, the only creature he had ever appeared 
to love. The works of this philosopher, though rare, were 
extant, and found in the library of Glyndon’s home. Their 
Platonic mysticism, their bold assertions, the high promises 
that might be detected through their figurative and typical 
phraseology, had early made a deep impression on the young 
imagination of Clarence Glyndon. His parents, not alive to 
the consequences of encouraging fancies which the very en- 
lightenment of the age appeared to them sufficient to prevent 
or dispel, were fond, in the long winter nights, of conversing 
on the traditional history of this distinguished progenitor; 
and Clarence thrilled with a fearful pleasure when his mother 
playfully detected a striking likeness between the features of 
the young heir and the faded portrait of the alchemist that 
overhung their mantelpiece, and was the boast of their house- 
hold and the admiration of their friends. The child is, in- 
deed, more often than we think, ^Hhe father of the man.” 

I have said that Glyndon was fond of pleasure. Facile, as 
genius ever must he, to cheerful impression, his careless 
Artist-life, ere Artist-life settles down to labour, had wan- 
dered from flower to flower. He had enjoyed, almost to the 
reaction of satiety, the gay revelries of !Kaples, when he fell 
in love with the face and voice of Viola Pisani. But his 
love, like his ambition, was vague and desultory. It did not 
satisfy his whole heart and fill up his whole nature, — not 
from want of strong and noble passions, but because his mind 
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was not yet matured and settled enough for their develop- 
ment, As there is one season for the blossom^ another for 
the fruit, so it is not till the bloom of fancy begins to fade 
that the heart ripens to the passions that the bloom precedes 
and foretells. Joyous alike at his lonely easel or amidst his 
boon companions, he had not yet known enough of sorrow to 
love deeply; for man must be disappointed with the lesser 
things of life before he can comprehend the full value of the 
greatest. It is the shallow sensualists of France, who, in 
their mlori language, call love folly; ” — Love, better un- 
derstood, is wisdom. Besides, the world was too much with 
Clarence Glyndon. His ambition of art was associated with 
the applause and estimation of that miserable minority of the 
Surface that we call the Public. 

Like those who deceive, he was ever fearful of being him- 
self the dupe. He distrusted the sweet innocence of Viola. 
He could not venture the hazard of seriously proposing mar- 
riage to an Italian actress ; but the modest dignity of the 
girl, and something good and generous in his own nature, 
had hitherto made him shrink from any more worldly but 
less honourable designs. Thus the familiarity between them 
seemed rather that of kindness and regard than passion. He 
attended the theatre; he stole behind the scenes to converse 
with her; he filled his portfolio with countless sketches of a 
beauty that charmed him as an artist, as well as lover. And 
day after day he floated on through a changing sea of doubt 
and irresolution, of affection and distrust, — the last, indeed, 
constantly sustained against his better reason, by the sober 
admonitions of Mervale, a matter-of-fact man! 

Tbe day following that eve on which this section of my 
story opens, Glyndon was riding alone by the shores of the 
Neapolitan sea, on the other side of the Cavern of Posilipo. 
It was past noon; the sun had lost its early fervour, and a 
cool breeze sprang up voluptuously from the sparkling sea. 
Bending over a fragment of stone near the road-side, he per- 
ceived the form of a man; and when he approached^ he recog- 
nized Zanoni. 

The Englishman saluted him courteously. Have you dis' 
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covered some antique?” said he, with a smile; they are 
common as pebbles on this road.” 

“No,” replied Zanoni; “it was but one of those antiques 
that have their date, indeed, from the beginning of the world, 
but which Nature eternally withers and renews.” So saying, 
he showed Glyndon a small herb, with a pale blue flower, and 
then placed it carefully in his bosom. 

“You are a herbalist?” 

“lam.” 

“It is, I am told, a study full of interest.” 

“To those who understand it, doubtless.” 

“Is the knowledge, then, so rare? ” 

“Bare! The deeper knowledge is perhaps rather, among 
the arts, lost to the modern philosophy of commonplace and 
surface ! Do you imagine there was no foundation for those 
traditions which come dimly down from remoter ages — as 
shells now found on the mountain-tops inform us where the 
seas have been? What was the old Colchian magic but the 
minute study of Nature in her lowliest works? What the 
fable of Medea but a proof of the powers that may be ex- 
tracted from the germ and leaf? The most gifted of all the 
Priestcrafts, the mysterious sisterhoods of Cuth, concerning 
whose incantations Learning vainly bewilders itself amidst 
the maze of legends, sought in the meanest herbs what, per- 
haps, the Babylonian Sages explored in vain amidst the lofti- 
est stars. Tradition yet tells you that there existed a race ^ 
who could slay their enemies from afar, without weapon, 
without movement. The herb that ye tread on may have 
deadlier powers than your engineers can give to their mighti- 
est instruments of war. Can you guess, that to these Italian 
shores, to the old Circsean Promontory, came the Wise from 
the farthest East, to search for plants and simples which your 
Pharmacists of the Counter would fling from them as weeds? 
The first Herbalists — the master-chemists of the world — 
were the tribe that the ancient reverence called by the name 
of ‘Titans.^ 2 I remember once, by the Hebrus, in the reign 
^ Plutarch, 1. 5, c. 7. 

2 Syocellus, p. 14. — Chemistry, the Invention of the Giants/' 
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of — But' this talk/^ said Zanoni, checking liimseif abruptly^ 
and ■witli a cold smile, ^‘serves only fco waste your time and 
my ownd^ He paused, looked steadily at Glyndoii, and con- 
tinued: Young man, think you that vague curiosity will 
supply the place of earnest labour? I read your heart. You 
wish to know me, and not this humble herb: but pass on; 
your desire cannot be satisfied:” 

^^You have not the politeness of your countrymen/’ said 
Glyndon, somewhat discomposed. Suppose I were desirous 
to cultivate your acquaintance, why should you reject my 
advances?” 

“I reject no man’s advances,” answered Zanoni; must 
know them if they so desire; but me, in return, they can 
never comprehend. If you ask my acquaintance, it is yours; 
but I would warn you to shun me.” 

And why are you, then, so dangerous? ” 

On this earth, men are often, without their own agency, 
fated to be dangerous to others. If I were to predict your 
fortune by the vain calculations of the astrologer, I should 
tell you, in their despicable jargon, that my planet sat darkly 
in your house of life. Cross me not, if you can avoid it. I 
warn you now for the first time and last.” 

“You despise the astrologers, yet you utter a jargon as 
mysterious as theirs. I neither gamble nor quarrel; why, 
then, should I fear you? ” 

“As you will; I have done.” 

“Let me speak frankly, — your conversation last night in- 
terested and perplexed me.” 

“I know it; minds like yours are attracted by mystery.” 

Glyndon was piqued at these words, though in the tone in 
which they were spoken there was no contemx-)t. 

“I see you do not consider me worthy of your friendshix). 
Be it so. Good-day I ” Zanoni coldly replied to the saluta- 
tion; and, as the Englishman rode on, returned to his botani- 
cal employment. 

The same night, Glyndon went, as usual, to the theatre. 
He was standing behind the scenes watching Yiola, who was 
on the stage in one of her most brilliant parts. The house 
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resounded with applause. G-lyndon was transported with a 
young man’s passion and a young man’s pride : This glorious 
creature,” thought he, ^‘may yet be mine! ” 

He felt, while thus rapt in a delicious re very, a slight touch 
upon his shoulder; he turned, and beheld Zanoni. You are- 
in danger,” said the latter. “Bo not walk home to-night; or 
if you do, go not alone.” 

Before Glyndon recovered from his surprise, Zanoni dis- 
appeared; and when the Englishman saw him again, he was 
in the box of one of the Neapolitan nobles, where Glyndon 
could not follow him. 

Viola now left the stage, and Glyndon accosted her with an 
unaccustomed warmth of gallantry. But Viola, contrary to 
her gentle habit, turned with an evident impatience from the 
address of her lover. Taking aside Gionetta, who was her 
constant attendant at the theatre, she said, in an earnest 
whisper, — 

“Oh, Gionetta! He is here again — the stranger of whom 
J spoke to thee ! — and again, he alone, of the whole theatre, 
withholds from me his applause.” 

“Which is he, my darling?” said the old woman, with 
fondness in her voice. “He must indeed be dull, — not worth 
a thought.” 

The actress drew Gionetta nearer to the stage, and pointed 
out to her a man in one of the boxes, conspicuous amongst all 
else by the simplicity of his dress, and the extraordinary 
beauty of his features. 

“Not worth a thought, Gionetta!” repeated Viola,— “not 
worth a thought! Alas, not to think of him seems the ab- 
sence of thought itself!” 

The prompter summoned the Signora Pisani. “Bind out 
his name, Gionetta,” said she, moving slowly to the stage, 
and passing by Glyndon, who gazed at her with a look of 
sorrowful reproach. 

The scene on which the actress now entered was that of the 
final catastrophe, wherein all her remarkable powers of voice 
and art were pre-eminently called forth. The house hung on 
every word with breathless worship; but the eyes of Viola 
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souglit only those of one calm and mimoved spectator: ' she 
exerted herself as if inspired. Zanoiii listened, and observed 
her with an attentive gaze, but no approval escaped his lips; 
no emotion changed the expression of his cold and half dis- 
dainful aspect. Viola, who was in the character of one who 
loved, but without return, never felt so aeutel}' the part she 
played. Her tears were truthful; her passion that of nature, 
it was almost too terrible to behold. She was borne from the 
stage exhausted and insensible, amidst such a tempest of 
admiring rapture as Continental audiences alone can raise. 
The crowd stood up, handkerchiefs waved, garlands and 
flowers were thrown on the stage, men wiped their eyes, and 
women sobbed aloud. 

By heavens! ” said a Heapolitan of great rank, “she has 
fired me beyond endurance. To-night, this very night, she 
shall be mine! You have arranged all, Mascari?” 

“All, signor. And the young Englishman? ” 

“The presuming barbarian! As I before told thee, let him 
bleed for his folly. I will have no rival.” 

“But an Englishman! There is always a search after the 
bodies of the English. 

“Fool! is not the sea deep enough, or the earth secret 
enough, to hide one dead man? Our ruffians are silent as the 
grave itself ; and I! who would dare to suspect, to arraign the 

Prince di ? See to it — this night. I trust him to you; 

robbers murder him — you understand; the country swarms 
with them; plunder and strip him, the better to favour such 
report. Take three men; the rest shall be my escort.” 

Mascari shrugged his shoulders, and bowed submissively. 

The streets of Naples were not then so safe as now, and 
carriages were both less expensive and more necessary. The 
vehicle which was regularly engaged by the young actress was 
not to be found. Gionetta, too aware of the beauty of her 
mistress and the number of her admirers to contemplate 
without alarm the idea of their return on foot, communicated 
her distress to Glyndon, and he besought Viola, who recovered 
but slowly, to accept his own carriage. Perhaps before that 
night she would not have rejected so slight a service. Now, 
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for some reason or other, she refused. Glyndon, offended, 
was retiring sullenly, when Gionetta stopped him. Stay, 
signor/’ said she, coaxingly; /‘the dear signora is not well; 
do not be angry with her; I will make her accept your offer.” 

Glyndon stayed, and after a few moments spent in expostu- 
lation on the part of Gionetta, and resistance on that of Viola, 
the offer was accepted. Gionetta and her charge entered the 
carriage, and Glyndon was left at the door of the theatre to 
return home on foot. The mysterious warning of Zanoni then 
suddenly occurred to him; he had forgotten it in the interest 
of his lover’s quarrel with Viola. He thought it now advisa- 
ble to guard against danger foretold by lips so mysterious : he 
looked round for some one he knew ; the theatre was disgorg- 
ing its crowds; they hustled, and jostled, and pressed upon 
him; but he recognized no familiar countenance. While 
pausing irresolute, he heard Mervale’s voice calling on him, 
and, to his great relief, discovered his friend making his way 
through the throng. 

“I have secured you,” said he, place in the Count 
Cetoxa’s carriage. Come along, he is waiting for us.” 

“How kind in you! how did you find me out? ” 

“ I met Zanoni in the passage. — ^ Your friend is at the door 
of the theatre,’ said he; ‘do not let him go home on foot to- 
night; the streets of Naples are not always safe.’ I immedi- 
ately remembered that some of the Calabrian bravos had been 
busy within the city the last few weeks, and suddenly meet- 
ing Cetoxa — but here he is.” 

Further explanation was forbidden, for they now joined the 
count. As Glyndon entered the carriage and drew up the 
glass, he saw four men standing apart by the pavement, who 
seemed to eye him with attention. 

Cospetto ! cried one, “that is the Englishman!” Glyn- 
don imperfectly heard the exclamation as the carriage drove 
on. He reached home in safety. 

The familiar and endearing intimacy which always exists 
in Italy between the nurse and the child she has reared, and 
which the “Romeo and Juliet” of Shakspeare in no way ex- 
aggerates, could not but, be dra;wxi yet closer than usual in a 
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situation so friendless as tliat of tiie orplian-actress. In all tkat 
concerned the weaknesses of the heart, Gionetta had large ex- 
perience; and when, three nights before, Viola, on returning 
from the theatre, had wept bitterly, the nurse had succeeded 
ill extracting from her a confession that she had seen one — 
not seen for two weary and eventful years — but never for- 
gotten, and who, alas, had not evinced the slightest recogni- 
tion of herself. Gionetta could not comprehend all the vague 
and innocent emotions that swelled this sorrow; but she re- 
solved them all, with her plain blunt understanding, to the 
one sentiment of love. And here she w^as well-fitted to sym- 
pathize and console. Confidante to Viola^s entire and deep 
heart she never could be — for that heart never could have 
words for all its secrets. But such confidence as she could 
obtain, she was ready to repay by the most unreproving pity 
and the most ready service. 

“Have you discovered who he is?’’ asked Viola, as she was 
now alone in the carriage with Gionetta. 

“ Yes ; he is the celebrated Signor Zanoni, about whom all 
the great ladies have gone mad. They say he is so rich ! — 
oh, so much richer than any of the Inglesi ! — not but what 
the Signor Glyndon — ” 

“Cease! ” interrupted the young actress. “Zanoni! speak 
of the Englishman no more.” 

The carriage was now entering that more lonely and remote 
part of the city in which Viola’s house was situated, when it 
suddenly stopped. 

Gionetta, in alarm, thrust her head out of the window, and 
perceived by the pale light of the moon that the driver, torn 
from his seat, was already pinioned in the arms of two men; 
the next moment, the door was opened violently, and a tall 
figure, masked and mantled, appeared. 

“Tear not, fairest Pisani,” said he, gently, “no ill shall 
befall you.” As he spoke, he wound his arms round the form 
of the fair actress, and endeavoured to' lift her from the car- 
riage. But Gionetta was no ordinary ally; she thrust back 
the assailant with a force that astonished him, and followed 
the shock by a volley of the most energetic reprobation.^^^ ^ 
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The mask drew back, and composed his disordered mantle. 

“By the body of Bacchus! ” said he, half laughing, “ she is 
well protected. Here, Luigi, Giovanni! seize the hag!-— 
quick! — why loiter ye?” 

The mask retired from the door, and another and yet taller 
form presented itself. “Be calm, Viola Pisani,” said he, in 
a low voice ; “ with me you are indeed safe ! ” He lifted his 
mask as he spoke, and showed the noble features of Zanoni. 

“Be calm, be hushed, — I can save you.” He vanished, 
leaving Viola lost in surprise, agitation, and delight. There 
were in all nine masks. Two were engaged with the driver; 
one stood at the head of the carriage horses ; a fourth guarded 
the well trained steeds of the party; three others (besides 
Zanoni and the one who had first accosted Viola) stood apart 
by a carriage drawn to the side of the road. To these three 
Zanoni motioned: they advanced; he pointed towards the 
first mask, who was in fact the Prince di , and to his un- 

speakable astonishment, the prince was suddenly seized from 
behind. 

“Treason!” he cried. “Treason among my own men! 
What means this?” 

“ Place him in his carriage ! If he resist, his blood be on 
his own head!” said Zanoni, calmly. 

He approached the men who had detained the coachman. 

“You are outnumbered and outwitted,” said he; “join your 
lord; you are three men, — we six, armed to the teeth. Thank 
our mercy that we spare your lives. Go ! ’’ 

The men gave way, dismayed. The driver remounted. 

“Cut the traces of their carriage and the bridles of their 
horses,” said Zanoni, as he entered the vehicle containing 
Viola, which now drove on rapidly, leaving the discomfited 
ravisher in a state of rage and stupour impossible to describe. 

“Allow me to explain this mystery to you,” said Zanoni. 
“I discovered the plot against you — no matter how; I frus- 
trated it thus: The head of this design is a nobleman, who 
has long persecuted yon in vain. He and two of his creatures 
watched you from the entrance of the theatre, hawing directed 
six others to await him on the spot where you were attacked; 
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jiiyself and five of my servants supplied tiieir place^ and were 
mistaken for Ms own followers* I had previously ridden 
alone to tke spot where the men were waiting* and informed 
them that their master would not require their services that 
night. They believed me, and accordingly dispersed. I 
then joined my own band, whom I had left in the rear. You 
know all. We are at your door.” 


CHAPTER III. 

When most I wink, then do mine eyes best see, 

For all the clay they view things un respected ; 

But when I sleep, in dreams they look on thee, 

And darkly bright, are bright in dark directed. 

Shakspbahe. 

Zanoni followed the young Keapolitan into her house; 
Gionetta vanished, they were left alone. 

Alone, in that room so often filled, in the old happy days, 
with the wild melodies of Pisani; and now, as she saw this 
mysterious, haunting, yet beautiful and stately stranger, 
standing on the very spot where she had sat at her father^s 
feet, thrilled and spellbound, she almost thought, in her fan- 
tastic way of personifying her own airy notions, that that 
spiritual Music had taken shape and life, and stood before 
her glorious in the image it assumed. She was unconscious 
all the while of her own loveliness. She had thrown aside 
her hood and veil; her hair, somewhat disordered, fell over 
the ivory neck which the dress partially displayed; and as 
her dark eyes swam with grateful tears, and her cheek 
flushed with its late excitement, the god of light and miisi(.t 
himself never, amidst his Arcadian valleys, wooed, in his 
mortal guise, maiden or liymph more fair. 

Zanoni gazed at her with a look in which admiration seemed 
not unmingled with compassion. He muttered a few words 
to himself, and then addressed her aloud 
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Viola, I have saved yc'a from a great peril,— not from dis* 
honour only, but perhaps from death. The Prince di — — , 
under a weak despot and a venal administration, is a man 
above the law. He is capable of every crime; but amongst 
his passions he has such prudence as belongs to ambition; if 
you were not to reconcile yourself to yoiir shame, you would 
never enter the world again to tell your tale. The ravisher 
has no heart for repentance, but he has a hand that can mur- 
der. I have saved you, Viola. Perhaps you would ask me 
wherefore? ” Zanoni paused, and smiled mournfully, as he 
added, “You will not wrong me by the thought that he who 
has preserved is not less selfish than he who would have in- 
jured. Orphan, I do not speak to you in the language of 
your wooers; enough that I know pity, and am not ungrate- 
ful for affection. Why blush, why tremble at the word? I 
read your heart while I speak, and I see not one thought that 
should give you shame. I say not that you love me yet; 
happily, the fancy may be roused long before the heart is 
touched. But it has been my fate to fascinate your eye, to 
influence your imagination. It is to warn you against what 
could bring you but sorrow, as I warned you once to prepare 
for sorrow itself, that I am now your guest. The English- 
man Glyndon loves thee well, — better, perhaps, than lean 
ever love; if not worthy of thee yet, he has but to know thee 
more to deserve thee better. He may wed thee, he may bear 
thee to his own free and happy land, the land of thy mother’s 
kin. Forget me; teach thyself to return and deserve his 
love: and I tell thee that thou wilt be honoured and be 
happy.” 

Viola listened with silent, inexpressible emotion and burn- 
ing blushes to this strange address, and when he had con- 
cluded, she covered her face with her hands, and wept. And 
yet, much as his words were calculated to humble or irritate, 
to produce indignation or excite shame, those were not the 
feelings with which her eyes streamed and her heart swelled. 
The woman at that moment was lost in the child; and as a 
child with all its exacting, craving, yet innocent desire to be 
loved weeps in unrebuking sadness when its affection is 
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thrown austerely back upon itself, so, without anger and 
without shame, wept Viola. 

Zanoni contemplated her thus, as her graceful head, shad- 
owed by its redundant tresses, bent before him; and after a 
mementos pause he drew near to her, and said, in a voice of 
the most soothing sweetness, and with a half smile upon his 
lip,— 

Do you remember, when I told you to struggle for the 
light, that I pointed for example to the resolute and earnest 
tree; I did not tell you, fair child, to take exanxpie by the 
moth, that would soar to the star, but fails scorched beside 
the lamp. Gome, I will talk to thee. This Englishman — 

Viola drew herself away, and wept yet more passionately. 

^‘This Englishman is of thine own years, not far above 
thine own rank. Thou mayst share his thoughts in life, thou 
mayst sleep beside him in the same grave in death! And 1 
— but if view of the future should concern us not. Look 
into thy heart, and thou wilt see that till again my shadow 
crossed thy path, there had grown up for this thine equal a 
pure and calm affection that would have ripened into love. 
Hast thou never pictured to thyself a home in which thy part- 
ner was thy young wooer? ” 

“Hever!” said Viola, with sudden energy, “never, but to 
feel that such was not the fate ordained me. And, oh,” she 
continued, rising suddenly, and putting aside the tresses that 
veiled her face, she fixed her eyes upon the questioner, — 
“and, oh! whoever thou art that thou wouldst read my soul 
and shape my future, do not mistake the sentiment that — 
that — ” (she faltered an instant, and went on with downcast 
eyes) — “ that has fascinated my thoughts to thee. Do not 
think that I could nourish a love unsought and unreturned. 
It is not love that I feel for thee, stranger. Why should I? 
Thou hast never spoken to me but to admonish, and now, to 
wound!” Again she paused, again her voice faltered; the 
tears trembled on her eyelids; she brushed them away and 
resumed: “Ho, not love — if that be love which I have heard 
and read of, and sought to simulate on the stage, — but a more 
solemn, fearful, and, it seems to me, almost preternatural at- 
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traction wliich makes me associate tliee, waking or dreaming, 
with, images that at once charm and awe. Thinkest thou, if 
it were love, that I could speak to thee thus; that” (she 
raised her looks suddenly to his) “mine eyes could thus 
search and confront thine own? Stranger, I ask but at times 
to see, to hear thee! Stranger, talk not to me of others, 
Forewarn, rebuke, bruise my heart, reject the not unworthy 
gratitude it offers thee, if thou wilt but come not always to 
me as an omen of grief and trouble. Sometimes have I seen 
thee in my dreams surrounded by shapes of glory and light, 
thy looks radiant with a celestial joy which they wear not 
now. Stranger, thou hast saved me, and I thank and bless 
thee. Is that also a homage thou wouldst reject? ” With 
these words she crossed her arms meekly on her bosom, and 
inclined lowlily before him. Nor did her humility seem un- 
womanly or abject, nor that of mistress to lover, of slave to 
master, but rather of a child to its guardian, of a neophyte 
of the old religion to her priest. Zanoni’s brow was melan- 
choly and thoughtful. He looked at her with a strange ex- 
pression of kindness, of sorrow, yet of tender affection, in 
his eyes; but his lips were stern, and his voice cold, as he 
replied, — 

“Do you know what you ask, Viola? Do you guess the 
danger to yourself — perhaps to both of us — which you court? 
Do you know that my life, separated from the turbulent herd 
of men, is one worship of the Beautiful, from which I seek to 
banish what the Beautiful inspires in most? As a calamity, 
I shun what to man seems the fairest fate, — the love of the 
daughters of earth. At present, I can warn and save thee 
from many evils ; if I saw more of thee, would the power still 
be mine? You understand me not. What I am about to add. 
it will be easier to comprehend. I bid thee banish from thy 
heart all thought of me, but as one whom the Future cries 
aloud to thee to avoid. Glyndon, if thou acceptest his hom- 
age, will love thee till the tomb closes upon both. I too” (he 
added, with emotion) ^ — “I, too, might love thee! ” 

“You!” cried Viola, with the vehemence of a sudden im- 
pulse of delight, of rapture, which she could not suppress; 
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but the instant: afterj she would have given worlds to recall 
the exclamation. ' 

Yes, Viola, I might love thee; but in that love what sor- 
row and what change! The flower gives perfume to the rock 
on whose heart it grows. A little while, and the flower is 
dead; but the rock still endures, the snow at its breast, the 
sunshine on its summit. Pause, think well. Danger besets 
thee yet. For some days thou shalt be safe from thy remorse- 
less persecutor; but the hour soon comes when thy only secu- 
rity will be in flight. If the Englishman love thee worthily, 
thy honour will be dear to him as his own; if not, there are 
yet other lands where love will be truer and virtue less in 
danger from fraud and force. Farewell; my own destiny I 
cannot foresee except through cloud and shadow. I know, 
at least, that we shall meet again; but learn ere then, sweet 
flower, that there are more genial resting-places than the 
rock.^’ 

He turned as he spoke, and gained the outer door, where 
Gionetta discreetly stood. Zanoni lightly laid his hand on 
her arm. With the gay accent of a jesting cavalier, he 
said, — 

The Signor Glyndon woos your mistress ; he may wed her. 
I know your love for her. Disabuse her of any caprice for 
me. I am a bird ever on the wing.” 

He dropped a purse into Gionetta’s hand as he spoke, and 
was gone. 


7 ® 


JSANOML 


CHAPTEE IV. 

Les Intelligences C<aestes se font voir, et se commnniquent pins volontiers, 
dans le silence et dans la tranquillite de la solitude. On aura done une petite 
cliambre ou un cabinet secret, etc.^ — Les Clavicules de Rabbi Salomon, chap. 
3 ; traduites exactement du text Hebreu par M. Pierre Morissoneau, Professeur 
des Langnes Orientales, et Sectateur de la Philosophie des Sages Cabalistes. 
(Manuscript Translation.) 

The Palace retained by Zanoni was in one of the less fre- 
quented quarters of the city. It still stands, now ruined and 
dismantled, a monument of the splendour of a chivalry long 
since vanished from Naples with the lordly races of the Nor- 
man and the Spaniard. 

As he entered the rooms reserved for his private hours, two 
Indians, in the dress of their country, received him at the 
threshold with the grave salutations of the East. They had 
accompanied him from the far lands in which, according to 
rumour, he had for many years fixed his home. But they 
could communicate nothing to gratify curiosity or justify sus- 
picion. They spoke no language hut their own. With the 
exception of these two, his princely retinue was composed of 
the native hirelings of the city, whom his lavish but imperi- 
ous generosity made the implicit creatures of his will. In his 
house, and in his habits, so far as they were seen, there was 
nothing to account for the rumours which were circulated 
abroad. He was not, as we are told of Albertus Magnus or 
the great Leonardo da Vinci, served by airy forms; and no 
brazen image, the invention of magic mechanism, communi- 
cated to him the influences of the stars. None of the appara- 
tus of the alchemist — the crucible, and the metals — gave 

i The Celestial Intelligences exhibit and explain themselves most freely 
in the silence and tranquillity of solitude. One will have then a little 
chamber, or a secret cabinet,” etc. 
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solemnity to„„Ms. . eiiamberSj ' or aecoimted- for his wealth ; nor 
did;;h.e eYen se.em to interest himself in, those serener, studies 
which might be supposed to colour his peculiar coiiYersatioii 
with abstract notions^ and often with recondite learning. Ko 
books spoke to him in his solitude; and if ever he had drawn 
from them his knowledge, it seemed now that the only page 
he read was the wide one of Nature, and that a capacious and 
startlmg memory supplied the rest. Yet was there one ex- 
ception to what in all else seemed customary and comiiioii- 
place, and which, according to the authority we have prefixed 
to this chapter, might indicate the follower of the occult 
sciences. Whether at Rome or Naples, or, in fact, whereYer 
his abode, he selected one room remote from the rest of the 
house, which was fastened by a lock scarcely larger than the 
seal of a ring, yet which sutficed to baffle the most cuiuimg 
instruments of the locksmith, — at least, one of his serYants, 
prompted by irresistible curiosity, had made the attempt in 
vain ; and though he had fancied it was tried in the most fa- 
vourable time for secrecy — not a soul near, in the dead of 
night — Zaiioni himself absent from home, yet his supersti- 
tion, or his conscience, told him the reason why the next day 
the Major Domo quietly dismissed him. He compensated 
himselE for this misfortune by spreading his own story, with 
a thousand amusing exaggerations. He declared that, as he 
approached the door, invisible hands seemed to pluck him 
away; and that when he touched the lock, he was struck as 
by a palsy to the ground. One surgeon, who heard the tale, 
observed, to the distaste of the wunder-mongers, that pos- 
sibly Zanoni made a dexterous use of electricity. Howbeit, 
this room, once so secured, was never entered save by Zanoni 
himself. 

The solemn voice of Time, from the neighbouring church, 
at last aroused the lord of the palace from the deep and mo- 
tionless re very, rather resembling a trance than thought, in 
which his mind was absorbed. 

“It is one more sand out of the mighty Hour-glass,’^ said 
he, murmur ingly ; “and yet time neither adds to nor steals 
from an atom in the Infinite ! — Soul of mine, the luminous. 
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the Augoeides,^ why descendest thou from thy sphere; why 
from the eternal, starlike, and passionless Serene, shrinkest 
thou hack to the mists, the dark sarcophagus ? How long, too 
austerely taught that companionship with the things that die 
brings with it but sorrow in its sweetness, hast thou dwelt 
contented with thy majestic solitude?” 

As he thus murmured, one of the earliest birds that salute 
the dawn broke into sudden song from amidst the orange 
trees in the garden below his casement. And as suddenty 
song answered song; the mate, awakened at the note, gave 
back its happy answer to the bird. He listened; but not the 
soul he had questioned, but the heart replied. He rose, and 
with restless strides paced the narrow floor. ‘‘Away from 
this world ! ” he exclaimed at length, with an impatient tone. 
“Can no time loosen its fatal ties? As the attraction that 
holds the earth in space, is the attraction that fixes the soul 
to earth. Away, from the dark-gray planet! Break, ye fet- 
ters: arise, ye wings ! ” 

He passed through the silent galleries, and up the lofty 
stairs, and entered the secret chamber. 


CHAPTEE V. 

I AND my fellows 
Are ministers of Fate. 

The Tempest 

The next day, Glyndon bent his steps towards Zanoni^s 
palace. The young man’s imagination, naturally inflamma- 
ble, was singularly excited by the little he had seen and heard 

1 AvyoeiSrfy — a word favoured by the mystical Platonists — <r<^a7/)a ij/vxv^ 
ahyoeWnjs, Hrap fi'ffre iKreiPTjrm ^ttI ti^ crvvrpix^ crvpt^dp-p, dXAck 

<f>Spri xAfxwrfrai, 5 r^p dX-fjOeiap dp^ r^p TrdprtaPf Ka\ t^p ip avr^, — Marcits 

Antoninus, lib. 2. — The sense of which beautiful sentence of the old philo- 
sophy, which, as Bayle well observes, in his article on Cornelius Agrippa, the 
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of 'this strange, being, a spell he could iie.ither master nor ae- 
count for attracted him towards the stranger. Zaiioni’s power 
seemed mysterious and great, his motives kindly and benevo- 
lent, yet his manners cdiiiling and repellent. Why at one 
moment reject Glyndon^s acquaintance, at another save liiiu 
from danger? How had Zanoni thus acquired the knowl- 
edge of enemies unknown to Giyndon himself? His in- 
terest was deeply roused, his gratitude appealed to; he 
resolved to make another effort to conciliate the ungracious 
herbalist. ' , , .I 

The signor was at home, and Giyndon was admitted into a 
lofty saloon, where in a few moments Zanoiii joined him. j 

“ I am come to thank you for your warning last night/’ said I 

he, and to entreat you to complete my obligation by inform- 
ing me of the quarter to which I may look for enmity and 
peril.” 

“You are a gallant,” said Zanoiii, with a smile, and in the 
English language, “and do you know so little of the South avS 
not to be aware that gallants have always rivals? ” 

“Are you serious? ” said Giyndon, colouring. 

“Most serious. You love Viola Pisani; you have for rival 
one of the most powerful and relentless of the Neapolitan 
princes. Your danger is indeed great.” 

“But pardon me ! — how came it knowm to you? ” 

“I give no account of myself to mortal man,” replied Za- 
noni, haughtily; “and to me it matters nothing whether you 
regard or scorn my warning,” 

“Well, if I may not question you, be it so; but at least 
advise me what to do. ” 

“Would you follow my advice? ” 

“Why not?” 

“Because you are constitutionally brave ; you are fond of 
excitement and mystery; you like to be the hero of a ro- 
mance. Were I to advise you to leave Naples, would you do 

modern Qnietists have (however impotently) sought to imitate, is to the effect 
that “ the sphere of the soul is luminous, when nothing external has contact 
with the soul itself; but when lit by its own light, it sees the truth of all 
things andthe truth centred in itself.'^ 
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so while Naples contains a foe to eonfrontj or a mistress to 
pursue? 

You are right/’ said the young Engiisiimaiij with energy. 
^^No! and you cannot reproach me for such a resolution.” 

“But there is another course left to you: do you love Viola 
Pisani truly and fervently? — if so, marry her, and take a 
bride to your native land.” 

“Nay! ” answered Glyndon, embarrassed; “Viola is not of 
iny rank. Her profession, too, is In short, I am en- 
slaved by her beauty, but I cannot wed her.” 

Zanoni frowned. 

“Your love, then, is but selfish lust, and I advise you to 
your own happiness no more. Young inan. Destiny is less 
inexorable than it appears. The resources of the great Euler 
of the Universe are not so scanty and so stern as to deny to 
men the divine privilege of Free Will ; all of us can carve out 
our own way, and God can make our very contradictions har- 
monize with His solemn ends. You have before you an op- 
tion. Honourable and generous love may even now work out 
your happiness, and effect your escape; a frantic and selfish 
passion will but lead you to misery and doom.” 

“Do you pretend, then, to read the Future? ” 

“ I have said all that it pleases me to utter. ” 

“While you assume the moralist to me, Signor Zanoni,” 
said Glyndon, with a smile, “are you yourself so indifferent to 
beauty as to act the stoic to its allurements? ” 

“ If it were necessary that practice square with precept, ” 
said Zanoni, with a bitter smile, “onr monitors would be but 
few. The conduct of the individual can affect but a small 
circle beyond himself; the permanent good or evil that he 
works to others lies rather in the sentiments he can diffuse. 
His acts are limited and momentary ; his sentiments may per- 
vade the universe, and inspire generations till the day of 
doom. All onr virtues, all our laws, are drawn from books 
and maxims, which are sentiments, not from deeds. In con- 
duct, Julian had the virtues of a Christian, and Constantine 
the vices of a Pagan. The sentiments of Julian reconverted 
thousands to Paganism; those of Constantine helped, under 
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Heaveii^s will, to bow to Christianity the nations of the 
earth. In coiiduet, the humblest fisherman on yonder sea 
who believes in the miracles of San Gennaro, may be a better 
man than Luther. To the sentiments of Luther the mind of 
modern Eiirox^e is indebted for the noblest revoluti<jn it has 
known. Our opinions, young Englishman, are the angel part 
of us 5 our acts, the earthly.” 

“You have reflected deeply for an Italian/' said Glyndon. 

“ Who told you I was an Italian? 

“Are you not? And yet, when I hear you speak my own 
language as a native, I — ” 

“Tush!” interrupted Zauoni, impatiently turning away. 
Then, after a pause, he resumed in a mild voice, “Gl3Uidoij, 
do you renounce Viola Pisani? Will you take some days to 
consider what I have said?” 

“ Renounce her ! never ! ” 

“ Then you will marry her? ” 

“Impossible!” 

“Be it so: she will then renounce you. I tell you that you 
have rivals.” 

“ Yes ; the Prince di ; but I do not fear him.” 

“ You have another, whom you will fear more.” 

“And who is he? ” 

“Myself.” 

Glyndon turned pale and started from his seat. 

“You, Signor Zauoni! — you! and you dare to tell me so?” 

“Dare! Alas! there are times when I wish that I could 
fear.” 

These arrogant words were not uttered arrogantly, but in a 
tone of the most mournful dejection. Glyndon was enraged, 
confounded, and yet awed. However, he had a brave English 
heart within his breast, and he recovered himself quickly. 

“Signor,” said he, calmly, “I am not to be duped by these 
solemn phrases and these mystical assumptions. You may 
have powers which I cannot comprehend or emulate, or you 
may be but a keen impostor.” 

: Well, proceed! ” ' 

“I mean, then,” continued Glyndon, resolutely, though 
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somewhat disconcerted, mean you to understand, that, 
though I am not to be persuaded or compelled by a stranger 
to marry Viola Pisani, I am not the less determined neyer 
tamely to yield her to another/^ 

Zanoni looked gravely at the young man, whose sparkling 
eyes and heightened colour testified the spirit to support his 
words, and replied, “So bold! well, it becomes you. But 
take my advice : wait yet nine days, and tell me then if you 
will marry the fairest and the purest creature that ever 
crossed your path.” 

“But if you love her, why — why — ” 

“Why am I anxious that she should wed another? To save 
her from myself! Listen to me. That girl, humble and un- 
educated though she be, has in her the seeds of the most lofty 
qualities and virtues. She can be all to the man she loves, — 
all that man can desire in wife. Her soul, developed by af- 
fection, will elevate your own; it will influence your fortunes, 
exalt your destiny: you will become a great and a prosperous 
man. If, on the contrary, she fall to me, I know not what 
may be her lot ; but I know that there is an ordeal which few 
can pass, and which hitherto no woman has survived.” 

As Zanoni spoke, his face became colourless, and there was 
something in his voice that froze the warm blood of the 
listener. 

“What is this mystery which surrounds you?” exclaimed 
Glyndon, unable to repress his emotion. “ Are you in truth 
different from other men? Have you passed the boundary of 
lawful knowledge? Are you, as some declare, a sorcerer, or 
only a — ” 

“Hush,” interrupted Zanoni, gently, and with a smile of 
singular but melancholy sweetness; “have you earned the 
right to ask me these questions? Though Italy still boast 
an Inquisition, its power is rivelled as a leaf which the first 
wind shall scatter. The days of torture and persecution 
are over, and a man may live as he pleases, and talk as 
it suits him, without fear of the stake and the rack. Since 
I can defy persecution, pardon me if I do not yield to 
curiosity.” 
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Glyndon blushed, and rose. In spite of his love for Viola, 
and his natural terror of such a rival, he felt himself irresis- 
tibly drawn towards the very man he had most cause to sus- 
pect and dread. He held out his hand to Zanoni, saying, 
^^Well, then, if we are to be rivals, our swords must settle 
our rights; till then I would fain be friends.’’ 

“ Friend! You know not what you ask.” 

Enigmas again! ” 

‘^‘Enigmas!” cried Zanoni, passionately, — ‘^^ay! can you 
dare to solve them? Not till then could I give you my right 
hand, and call you friend.” 

‘‘ I could dare everything and all things for the attainment 
of superhuman wisdom,” said Glyndon, and his countenance 
was lighted up with wild and intense enthusiasm. 

Zanoni observed him in thoughtful silence. 

“The seeds of the ancestor live in the son,” he muttered; 
“he may — yet — ” He broke off abruptly; then, speaking 
aloud, “Go, Glyndon,” said he; “we shall meet again, but I 
will not ask your answer till the hour presses for decision.” 


GHAPTEE VL 

^Tis certain that tins man has an estate of fifty thousand livres, and 
seems to be a person of very great accomplishments. But then, if he a 
■wizard, are wizards so devoutly given as this man seems to be '? In short, I 
could make neither head nor tail on ’t. — The Count de Gabalis : Transh’ 
tion affixed to the Second Edition of the “ Bape of the Lock/’ 

Of all the weakness which little men rail against, there is 
none that they are more apt to ridicule than the tendency to 
believe ; and of all the signs of a corrupt heart and a feeble 
head, the tendency of incredulity is the surest. 

Real philosophy seeks rather to solve than to deny. W 
we hear, every day, the small pretenders to science talk of 
the absurdities of Alchemy and the dream of the Philosopher’s 
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Btoiie^ a more erudite knowledge is aware that by Alchemists 
the greatest discoveries in science have been made ; and much 
which still seems abstruse, had we the key to the mystic 
phraseology they were compelled to adopt, might open the 
way to yet more noble acquisitions. The Philosopher's Stone 
itself has seemed no visionary chimera to some of the sound- 
est chemists that even the present century has produced^ 
Man cannot contradict the Laws of Nature ; but are all the 
Laws of Nature yet discovered? 

•^Give me a xn*oof of your Art,’- says the rational inquirer. 
“When I have seen the effect, I will endeavour, with you, to 
ascertain the causes.” 

Somewhat to the above effect were the first thoughts of 
Clarence Glyndon on quitting Zanoni. But Clarence Glyndon 
was no “rational inquirer.” The more vague and mysterious 
the language of Zanoni, the more it imposed upon him. A 
proof would have been something tangible, with which he 
would have sought to grapple. And it would have only dis- 
appointed his curiosity to find the supernatural reduced to 
Nature. He endeavoured, in vain, at some moments rousing 
himself from credulity to the scepticism he deprecated, to 
reconcile what he had heard with the probable motives and 
designs of an impostor. Unlike Mesmer and Cagliostro, 
Zanoni, whatever his pretensions, did not make them a source 
of profit} nor was Glyndon’s position or rank in life sufficient 
to render any influence obtained over his mind subservient to 
schemes, whether of avarice or ambition. Yet, ever and anon, 
with the suspicion of worldly knowledge, he strove to per- 
suade himself that Zanoni had at least some sinister object in 
inducing him to what his English pride and manner of 
thought considered a derogatory marriage with the poor ac- 
tress. Might not Viola and the Mystic be in league with 

i Mr. Disraeli, in liis ^‘Curiosities of Literature’^ (Article Alchem), after 
quoting the sanguine judgments of modern chemists as to the transmutation 
of metals, observes, of one yet greater and more recent than those to whicli 
Glyndon’s thoughts could have referred, “ Sir Humphrey Davy told me that 
he did not consider tliis undiscovered art as impossible ; but should it ever be 
discovered, it would certainly be useloss.^^ 
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e^cli dtker?' . not airtkis Jargon 'c-'propliecy and men'- 
,aee' be'kiit' artiices to^ dupe Min?/’ He felt' an - unjust resent- 
ment towards Viola at lier having secured suck an ally. But 
with that reseiitnieiit was mingled a natural jealousy. Zanoni 
threatened Mm with rivalry, — Zanoni, who, whatever Ms 
character or his arts, possessed at least all the external attri- 
butes that dazzle and command. Impatientiof his owm doubts, 
he plunged into the society of such acquaintances as he had 
made at Naples,— chiefly artists, like himself, men of letters, 
and the rich eommercialists, who were already vying wdth the 
splendour, though debarred from the privileges, of the nobles. 
From these he heard much of Zanoni, already with them, as 
with the idler cdasses, an object of curiosity and speculation. 

He had noticed, as a thing remarkable, that Zanoni had 
conversed with him in English, and with a command of the 
language so complete that he might have passed for a native. 
On the other hand, in Italian Zanoni was equally at ease. 
Glyndon found that it -was the same in languages less usually 
learned by foreigners. A painter from Sweden, who had con- 
versed with him, was positive that he was a S^vede;. and a 
merchant from Constantinople, who had sold some of his 
goods to Zanoni, professed his conviction that none but a 
Turk, or at least a native of the East, could have so thor- 
oughly mastered the soft Oriental intonations. Yet, in all 
these languages, when they came to compare their several 
recollections, there was a slight, scarce perceptible distinc- 
tion, not in x>i*onunciation, nor even accent, but in the key 
and chime, as it ’were, of the voice between himself and a 
native. This faculty was one which, Glyndon called to mind, 
that sect, whose tenets and powers have never been more than 
most partially ex^flored -- the Bosicrueians — especially arro- 
gated. He remembered to have heard in Germany of the 
work of John Bringeret,^ asserting that all the languages of 
earth were known to the genuine Brotherhood of the Eosy 
Cross. Did Zanoni belong to this mystical Fraternity, who, 
in an. earlier age, boasted of secrets of which the Philoso- 
pher’s Stone was but the least j who considered themselves 

i Printed 3111615. 
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the heirs of all that the ChaldmnSj the Magi, the Gymnoso- 
phists, and the Flatonists had taught; and who differed from 
all the darker Sons of Magic in the virtue of their lives, the 
purity of their doctrines, and their insisting, as the founda- 
tion of all wisdom, on the subjugation of the senses, and the 
intensity of Eeligious Faith? — a glorious sect, if they lied 
not! And, in truth, if Zanoni had powers beyond the race of 
worldly sages, they seemed not unworthily exercised. The 
little known of his life was in his favour. Some acts, not of 
indiscriminate, but judicious generosity and beneficence, were 
recorded, — in repeating which, still, however, the narrators 
shook their heads, and expressed surprise how a stranger 
should have possessed so minute a knowledge of the quiet 
and obscure distresses he had relieved. Two or three sick 
persons, when abandoned by their physicians, he had visited 
and conferred with alone. They had recovered; they ascribed 
to him their recovery; yet they could not tell by what medi- 
cines they had been healed. They could only depose that he 
came, conversed with them, and they were cured; it usu- 
ally, however, happened that a deep sleep had preceded the 
recovery. 

Another circumstance was also beginning to be remarked, 
and spoke yet more in his commendation. Those with whom 
he principally associated — the gay, the dissipated, the 
thoughtless, the sinners and publicans of the more polished 
world, — all appeared rapidly, yet insensibly to themselves, to 
awaken to purer thoughts and more regulated lives. Even 
Cetoxa, the prince of gallants, duellists, and gamesters, was 
no longer the same man since the night of the singular events 
which he had related to Glyndon. The first trace of his re- 
form was in his retirement from the gaming-houses ; the next 
was in his reconciliation with an hereditary enemy of his 
house, whom it had been his constant object for the last six 
years to entangle in such a quarrel as might call forth his 
inimitable manoeuvre of the JSTor when Getoxa and 

his young companions were heard to speak of Zanoni, did it 
seem that this change had been brought about by any sober 
lectures or admonitions. They all described Zanoni as a man 
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keenly alive to enjoyment, of manners tiie reverse of formal ; 
not precisely gay, but equable, serene, and cheerful; ever 
ready to listen to the talk of others, however idle, or to charm 
all ears with an inexhaustible fund of brilliant anecdote and 
worldly experience. All manners, all nations, all grades of 
men, seemed familiar to him. He was reserved only if allu- 
sion were ever yentiired to his birth or history. The more 
general opinion of his origin certainly seemed the more plau- 
sible. His riches, his familiarity with the languages of the 
East, his residence in India, a certain gravity which never 
deserted his most cheerful and familiar hours, the lustrous 
darkness of his eyes and hair, and even the peculiarities of 
his shape, in the delicate smallness of the hands, and the 
Arah-like turn of the statelj" head, appeared to fix him as be- 
longing to one at least of the Oriental races. And a dabbler 
in the Eastern tongues even sought to reduce the simple name 
of Zanoni, which a century before had been borne by an in- 
offensive naturalist of Bologna,^ to the radicals of the extinct 
language, Zan was unquestionably the Chaldeean appellation 
for the sun. Even the G-reeks, who mutilated every Oriental 
name, had retained the right one in this ease, as the Cretan 
inscription on the tomb of Zeus ® significantly showed. As to 
the rest, the Zan, or Zaun, was, with the Sidonians, no un- 
common prefix to On. Adonis was but another name for- 
Zanonas, whose worship in Sidon Hesychiiis records. To 
this profound and unanswerable derivation, Mervale listened 
with great attention, and observed that he now ventured to 
announce an erudite discovery he himself had long since 
made, — namely, that the numerous family of Smiths in Eng- 
land were undoubtedly the ancient priests of the Phrygian 
Apollo, ^^Eor,” said he, “was not Apollo’s surname, in 
Phrygian, Smintheus? How clear all the ensuing corrup- 
tions of the august name, — Smintheus — Smitheus — Smithd 
— Smith! And even now, I may remark that the more an- 
cient branches of that illustrious family, unconsciously anx- 

^ The author of two works on botany and rare plants, 

® /cetTtti ZcCy Here lies great Jove ” ). 

Cyril contra Julian^ 
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ions to approximate at least by a letter nearer to tJie true 
title, take a pious pleasure in writing tbeir names Sinitke! ” 
Tbe Philologist was much struck with this discovery, and 
begged Mervale^s permission to note it down as an illustration 
to a work he was about to publish on the origin of languages, 
to be called Babel, and published in three quartos by 
subscription. 

^ ^ 


CHAPTEE VII. 

Learn to be poor in spirit, my son, if you would penetra-te tbe sacred night 
which environs truth. Learn of the Sages to allow to the Devils no power 
in nature, since the fatal stone has shut ’em up in the depth of the abyss. 
Learn of the plnlosophers always to look for natural causes in all extraor- 
dinary events ; and when such natural causes are wanting, recur to God. 

The Count de Gabalis. 

All these additions to his knowledge of Zanoni, picked up 
in the various lounging-places and resorts that he frequented, 
were unsatisfactory to Grlyndon. That night Viola did not 
perform at the theatre; and the next da3^, still disturbed by 
.bewildered fancies, and averse to the sober and sarcastic com- 
panionship of Mervale, Glyndon sauntered musingly into the 
public gardens, and paused under the very tree under which 
he had first heard the voice that had exercised upon his mind 
so singular an influence. The garden was deserted. He 
threw himself on one of the seats placed beneath the shade ; 
and again, in the midst of his revery, the same cold shudder 
came over him which Zanoni had so distinctly defined, and to 
which he had ascribed so extraordinary a cause. 

He roused himself with a sudden effort, amd started to see, 
seated next to him, a figure hideous enough to have person- 
ated one of the malignant beings of whom Zanoni had spoken. 
It was a small man, dressed in a fashion strikingly at vari- 
ance with the elaborate costume of the day. An affectation 
of homeliness and poverty approaching to squalor, in the loose 
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trousers, coarse ' US a skip’s ■ sail, ia -tke rough jacket, wliiek 
appeared rent : wilfully into holes, and -the 'black, ragged, tan- 
gled locks that streamed from their confinement under a 
woollen cap, accorded but ill with other details which spoke 
of comparative wealth. The shirt, open at the throat, was 
fastened by a brooch of gaudy stones; and two pendent mas-* 
sive gold chains announced the foppery of two watches. 

The man’s figure, if not absolutely deformed, was yet mar- 
vellously ill-favoured, — his shoulders high and square; his 
chest flattened, as if crushed in; his gloveless hands were 
knotted at the Joints, and large, bony, and miiseular, dangled 
from lean emaciated wrists, as if not belonging to them. His 
features had the painful distortion sometimes seen in the 
countenance of a cripple,-— large, exaggerated, with the nose 
nearly touching the chin; the eyes small, but glowing with a 
cunning fire as they dwelt on Glyndon; and the mouth wus 
twisted into a grin that displayed rows of jagged, black, 
broken teeth. Yet over this frightful face there still played 
a kind of disagreeable intelligence, an expression at once astute 
and bold; and as Glyndon, recovering from the first impres- 
sion, looked again at his neighbour, he blushed at his own 
dismay, and recognized a French artist with whom he had 
formed an acquaintance, and who was possessed of no incon- 
siderable talents in Ms calling. Indeed, it was to be re- 
marked that this creature, whose externals were so deserted 
by the Graces, particularly delighted in designs aspiring to 
majesty and grandeur. Though his colouring was hard and 
shallow, as was that generally of the French school at the 
time, his drmvmgs were admirable for symmetry, simple ele- 
gance, and classic vigour; at the same time they unquestion- 
ably wanted ideal grace. He was fond of selecting subjects 
from Roman History, rather than from the copious world of 
Grecian beauty, or those stilT more sublime stories of scrip- 
tural record from which Raphael and Miehuji Angelo borrowed 
their inspirations. His grandeur was that, not of gods and 
saints, but mortals. His delineation of beauty was that 
which the eye cannot blame and the soul does not acknowl- 
edge. In a word, as it was said of Dionysius, he was an 
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Anthropograplios, or Painter of Men. It was also a notable 
contradiction in this person — who was addicted to the most 
extravagant excesses in every passion, whether of hate or 
love, implacable in revenge, and insatiable in debauch that 
he was in the habit of uttering the most beautiful sentiments 
of exalted purity and genial philanthropy. The world was not 
good enough for him; he was, to use the expressive German 
phrase, a world-^betterer f Nevertheless, his sarcastic lip often 
seemed to mock the sentiments he uttered, as if it sought to 
insinuate that he was above even the world he would construct. 

Finally, this painter was in close correspondence with the 
Republicans of Paris, and was held to be one of those mis- 
sionaries whom, from the earliest pei'iod of the Revolution, 
the regenerators of mankind were pleased to despatch to the 
various States yet shackled, whether by actual tyranny or 
wholesome laws. Certainly, as the historian of Italy ^ has 
observed, there was no city in Italy where these new doc- 
trines would be received with greater favour than Naples, 
partly from the lively temper of the people; principally 
because the most hateful feudal privileges, however partially 
curtailed some years before by the great minister, Tanuccini, 
still presented so many daily and practical evils as to make 
change wear a more substantial charm than the meretricious 
bloom on the cheek of the harlot, — Novelty. This man, 
whom I will call Jean Nicot, was, therefore, an oracle among 
the younger and bolder spirits of Naples ; and before Glyn- 
don had met Zanoni, the former had not been among the 
least dazzled by the el6<][uent aspirations of the hideous 
Philanthrox-jist. 

^‘It is so long since we have met, cher confrere^’’'’ said Nicot, 
drawing his seat nearer to Glyndon^s, ^Hhat you cannot be 
sur]}rised that I see you with delight, and even take the 
liberty to intrude on your meditations.” 

“They were of no agreeable nature,” said Glyndon; “and 
never was intrusion more welcome.” 

“You will be charmed to hear,’’ said Nicot, drawing several 
letters from his bosom, “that the good work proceeds with 

1 Botta. 
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marvellous rapidity. Mirabeau, indeed, is no more; but, mort 
Biahlef the Frencli people are now a Mirabeau tbemselves.'' 

With this remark, M. Kicot proceeded to read and to com- 
ment upon several animated and interesting passages in his 
correspondence, in which the word Virtue was introduced 
twenty-seven times, and God not once. And then, warmed 
by the cheering prospects thus opened to him, he began to 
indnlge in those anticipations of the future, the outline of 
which we have already seen in the eloquent extravagance of 
Condorcet. All the Old Virtues were dethroned for a new 
Pantheon: Patriotism was a narrow sentiment; Philanthropy 
was to be its successor. ISfo love that did not embrace all 
mankind, as warm for Indus and the Pole as for t/^e hearth 
of home, was worthy the breast of a generous man. Opinion 
was to be free as air ; and in order to make it so, it was 
necessary to exterminate all those whose opinions were not 
the same as M. Jean ISTicot’s. Much of this amused, much 
revolted Glyndon ; but when the Painter turned to dwell 
upon a science that all should comprehend, and the results 
of which all should enjoy,— a science that, springing from 
the soil of equal institutions and equal mental cultivation, 
should give to all the races of men wealth without labour, 
and a life longer than the Patriarchs^ without care, — then 
Glyndon listened with interest and admiration, not nnmixed 
with awe. ‘^Observe,’* said hficot, “how much that we now 
cherish as a virtue will then be rejected as meanness. Our 
oppressors, for instance, j)reach to us of the excellence of 
gratitude. Gratitude, the confession of inferiority! What 
so hateful to a noble spirit as the humiliating sense of obliga- 
tion? But where there is equality there can be no means for 
power thus to enslave merit. The benefactor and the client 
will alike cease, and — ” 

“ And in the mean time,” said a low voice at hand, “in the 
mean time, Jean Nicot? ” 

The two artists started, and Glyndon recognized Zanoni. 

He gazed with a brow of unusual sternness on ISTicot, who, 
lumped together as he sat, looked up at him askew, and with an 
expression of fear and dismay upon his distorted countenance. 
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Ho, ho! Messire Jean Kieot, then who fearest^^n^ God 
nor Deyil, why fearest thou the eye of a Man? 

is not the first time I have been a witness to your opin- 
ions on the infirmity of gratitude, ’Vsakl Zanoni. 

Nicot suppressed an exclamation, and, after gloomily sur- 
Yeyiiig Zanoni with an eye vigilant and sinister, but full of 
hate impotent and unutterable, said, know' you not; what 
would you of me? 

Your absence. Leavens!” 

Nicot sprang forwmrd a step, with hands clenched, and 
showing his teeth from ear to ear, like a wild beast incensed. 
Zanoni stood motionless, and smiled at him in scorn. ITicot 
halted abruptly, as if fixed and fascinated by the look, shiy*^ 
ered from head to foot, and sullenly, and with a visible effort, 
as if impelled by a power not his owui, turned away. 

Glyndon’s eyes followed him in surprise. 

And what know you of this man? ” said Zanoni. 
know^ him as one like myself, — a follower of art.” 

“Of akt! Do not so profane that glorious wwd. What 
ISTature is to God, Art should be to Man, — a sublime, benefi- 
cent, genial, and warm creation. The wretch may be a painter^ 
not BXL artist. 

“And pardon me if I ask what you know’ of one you thus 
disparage.” 

“I know thus much, that you are beneath my care if it be 
necessary to warn you against him; his owui lips show'- the 
hideousness of his heart. Why should I tell of the crimes he 
has committed? He speaks crime! ” 

“You do not seem, Signor Zanoni, to be one of the ad- 
mirers of the dawning Revolution. Perhaps you are preju- 
diced against the man because you dislike his opinions?” 

“ What opinions? ” 

Glyndon paused, somewhat puzzled to define : l)ut at length 
he said, “Kay, I must wrong you; for you, of all men, I sup- 
pose, cannot discredit the doctrine that preaches the infinite 
improvement of the human species.” 

“You are right: the few in every age improve the many; 
the many now may be as wise as the few were; but improve- 
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meiit is at: a standstill,^ tell me tliat tlie many now are 

as wise, as tlie, few are.” " 

^ I coinprelieiid you ; you will not allow the law of universal 
■equality! 

^^Law! If the whole world conspired to enforee the false- 
hood, they could not make it law. Level ail conditions to-day, 
and you only smooth away all obstacles to tyranny to-morrow. 
A nation that aspires to equaliti/ is unfit for f reed o w . Tlirougli- 
out all creation, from the archangel to the worm, from t)lym- 
pus to the pebble, from the radiant and completed planet to 
the nehnla that hardens through ages of mist and slime into 
the habitable world, the fi:rst law of nature is inequality.'* 

Harsh doctrine, if applied to States. Are the cruel dis- 
parities of life iieYer to be removed?” 

Dispaiities of the life? Oh, let us hope so. But 

disparities of the InteUecttud md the moral, never ! Fniversal 
equality of intelligence, of mind, of genius, of virtue! — no 
teacher left to the world, no men wiser, better than others — 
were it not an impossible Gondition, what a hopekins prospeet 
for lumMutty I ISIo; while the world lasts, the sun will gild 
the mountain-top before it shines upon the plain. Diffuse all 
the knowledge the earth contains equally over all mankind 
to-day, and some men will be wiser than the rest to-morrow. 
And this is not a harsh, but a loving law, — the real law of 
Improvement; the wiser the few in one generation, the wiser 
will be the multitude the next! ” 

As Zanoiii thus spoke, they moved on through the smiling 
gardens, and the bveantiful ba}^ lay sparkling in the noontide. 
A gentle breeze just cooled the sunbeam, and stirred the 
ocean; and in the inexpressible clearness of the atmosphere, 
there was something that rejoiced the senses. The very soul 
seemed to grow lighter and purer in that lucid air. 

^Find these men, to commence their era of iiii])rovemeiit 
and equality, are jealous even of the Creator. They would 
deny an Intelligence,-~a G-od! ” , said Zanoni, as if involun- 
tarily. “Are you an Artist, and, looking on the world, can 
you listen to such a dogma? Between God and Genius tller•^ 
is % necessary link, — there Is axSuCst a correspondent Ian- 
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guage. Well said the Pythagorean,^ good intellect is the 
chorus of divinity/ ” 

Struck and touched with these sentiments, which he little 
expected to fall from one to whom he ascribed those powers 
which the superstitions of childhood ascribe to the darker 
agencies, Glyndon said, ^‘And yet you have confessed that 
your life, separated from that of others, is one that man 
should dread to share. Is there then a connection between 
magic and religion? ” 

Magic! And what is magic? When the traveller beholds 
in Persia the ruins of palaces and temples, the ignorant in- 
habitants inform him they were the work of magicians! 
What is beyond their own power, the vulgar cannot compre- 
hend to be lawfully in the power of others. But if by magic 
you mean a perpetual research amongst all that is more latent 
and obscure in nature, I answer, I profess that magic, and 
that he who does so comes but nearer to the fountain of all 
belief. Knowest thou not that magic was taught in the 
schools of old? But how, and by whom? As the last and 
most solemn lesson, by the Priests who ministered to the 
Temple,^ And you, who would be a painter, is not there a 
magic also in the art you would advance? Must you not, after 
long study of the Beautiful that has been, seize upon new and 
airy combinations of a beauty that is to be? See you not 
that the Grander Art, whether of poet or of painter, ever 
seeking for the trite, abhors the real; that you must seize 
Nature as her master, not lackey her as her slave? You de- 
mand mastery over the past, a conception of the future. Has 
not the Art that is truly noble for its domain the Future and 
the Past? You would conjure the invisible beings to your 
charm; and what is painting but the fixing into substance the 
Invisible? Are you discontented with this world? This 
world was never meant for genius! To exist, it must create 
another. What magician can do more; nay, what science can 
do as much? There are two avenues from the little passions 
and the drear calamities of earth; both lead to heaven and 
away from hell, — Art and Science. But art is more godlike 

1 Sextus, the Pythagorean. « Psellus “ De DsBinon.” (Manuscript.) 
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than science j science discovers, art creates. You liave facul- 
ties that may eoinmaiid art 5 he contented with your lot. The 
astronomer who catalogues the stars cannot add one atom to 
the universe; the poet can call a universe from the atom: the 
chemist may heal with his drugs the infirmities of the human 
form; the painter, or the sculptor, fixes into everlasting youth 
forms divine, which no disease can ravage, and no years im- 
pair. Eenounee those wandering fancies that lead you now 
to myself, and now to yon orator of the human race, — to us 
two who are the antipodes of each other! Your pencil is 
your waiid; your canvas may raise Utopias fairer than Con- 
dorcet dreams of. I press not yet for your decision; but what 
man of genius ever asked more to cheer his path to the grave 
than love and glory? 

^^But,” said Glyndon, fixing his eyes earnestly on Zanoni, 
“if there be a power to baffle the grave itself — ’V 

Zanoni’s brow darkened. “And were this so,” he said, 
after a pause, “would it be so sweet a lot to outlive all you 
loved, and to recoil from every human tie? Perhaps the 
fairest immortality on earth is that of a noble name.” 

“You do not answer me, — you equivocate. I have read of 
the long lives, far beyond the date common experience as- 
signs to man,” persisted Glyndon, “which some of the alche- 
mists enjoyed. Is the golden elixir but a fable?” 

“If not, and these men discovered it, they died because 
they refused to live! There may be a mournful warning in 
your conjecture. Turn once more to the easel and the 
canvas ! ” 

So saying, Zanoni waved his hand, and, with downcast eyes 
and a slow step, bent his way back into the city. 
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CHAPTEE VIII. 

The Goddess Wisdom. 

To some she is the goddess great ; 

To some the milch cow of the field ; 

Their care is but to calculate 
What butter she will yield, 

From SCHILLEE. 

This last conversation with Zanoni left upon the mind of 
Glyndou a tranquillizing and salutary effect. From the con- 
fused mists of his fancy glittered forth again those happy, 
golden schemes which part from the young ambition of art, 
to play in the air, to illumine the space, like rays that kindle 
from the sun; and with these projects mingled also the vision 
of a love purer and serener than his life yet had known. His 
mind went back into that fair childhood of genius, when the 
forbidden fruit is not yet tasted, and we know of no land be- 
yond the Eden which is gladdened by an Eve. Insensibly 
before him there rose the scenes of a home, with his art suffi- 
cing for all excitement, and Yiola^s love circling oecu])ation 
with happiness and content; and in the midst of these fan- 
tasies of a future that might be at his command, he was re- 
called to the present by the clear strong voice of Mervale, the 
man of common-sense. 

Whoever has studied the lives of persons in whom the im- 
agination is stronger than the will, who suspect tlieir own 
knowledge of actual life, and are aware of their facility to 
impressions, will have observed the influence which a iiumely, 
vigorous, worldly understanding obtains over such natures. 
It was thus with Glyndon. His friend had often extricated 
him from danger, and saved him from the consequences of 
imprudence; and there was something in Mervale’s voice 
alone that damped his enthusiasm, and often made him yet 
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more ashamed of noble impulses than weak conduct. For 
Mervale, though a downright honest man, could not sympa- 
thize with the extravagance of generosity any more than with 
that of presumption and credulity. He walked the straight 
line of life, and felt an equal contempt for the man who 
wandered up the hillsides, no matter whether to chase a but- 
terfly or to catch a prospect of the ocean. 

will tell you your thoughts, Clarence,” said Mervale, 
laughing, though I am no Zanoni. I know them by the 
moisture of your eyes and the half smile on your lips. You 
are musing upon that fair perdition, — the little singer of San 
Carlo.” 

The little singer of San Carlo ! Glyndon coloured as he 
answered,— 

Would you speak thus of her if she were my wife? 

for then any contempt I might venture to feed would 
be for yourself. One may dislike the duper, but it is the 
dupe that one despises.” 

“Are you sure that I should be the dupe in such a union? 
Where can I find one so lovely and so innocent, where one 
whose virtue has been tried by such temptation? Does even 
a single breath of slander sully the name of Viola Pisani? ” 

“ I know not all the gossip of Naples, and therefore cannot 
answer; but I know this, — that in England no one would be- 
lieve that a young Eiigdishman, of good fortune and respectable 
birth, who marries a singer from the Theatre of Naples, has 
not been lamentably taken in. I would save you from a fall 
of position so irretrievable. Think how many mortifications 
you will be subjected to; how ma.ny young men will visit at 
your liouse, and how many young wives will as carefully 
avoid it.” 

“1 can choose my own career, to which commonplace society 
is not essential. I can owe the respect of the world to my 
art, and not to the accidents of birth and fortune,” 

“ That is, you still persist in your second folly, — the ab- 
surd ambition of daubing canvas. Heaven forbid I should 
say anything against the laudable industry of one who follows 
such a profession for the sake of subsistence ; but with means 
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and connections that will raise you in life, why voluntarily 
sink into a mere artist? As an accomplishment in leisure mo- 
ments, it is all very well in its wayj but as the occupation of 
existence, it is a frenzy.^’ 

Artists have been the friends of princes.’^ 

Very rarely so, I fancy, in sober England. There in the 
great centre of political aristocracy, what men respect is the 
practical, not the ideal. Just suffer me to draw two pictures 
of my own. Clarence Glyndon returns to England; he mar- 
ries a lady of fortune equal to his own, of friends and 
parentage that advance rational ambition. Clarence Glyndon, 
thus a wealthy and respectable man, of good talents, of bus' 
tling energies then concentrated, enters into practical life. 
He has a house at which he can receive those whose acquaint- 
ance is both advantage and honour ; he has leisure which he 
can devote to useful studies; his reputation, built on a solid 
base, grows in men’s mouths. He attaches himself to a party; 
he enters political life; his new connections serve to promote 
his objects. At the age of five-and-forty, what, in all proba- 
bility, may Clarence Glyndon be? Since you are ambitious, 
I leave that question for you to decide! Now turn to the 
other picture. Clarence Glyndon returns to England with a 
wife who can bring him no money, unless he lets her out on 
the stage; so handsome that every one asks who she is, and 
every one hears — the celebrated singer Pisani. Clarence 
Glyndon shuts himself up to grind colours and paint pictures 
in the grand historical school, which nobody buys. There is 
even a prejudice against him, as not having studied in the 
Academy, as being an amateur. Who is Mr. Clarence Glyn- 
don? Oh, the celebrated Pisani’s husband! What else? Oh, 
he exhibits those large pictures. Poor man! they have merit 
in their way; but Teniers and Watteau are more convenient, 
and almost as cheap. Clarence Glyndon, with an easy for- 
tune while single, has a large family, which his fortune, un- 
aided by marriage, can just rear up to callings more plebeian 
than his own. He retires into the country, to save and to 
paint; he grows slovenly and discontented; ‘The world does 
not appreciate him,’ he says, and he runs away from the 
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world. At the age of forty-five, what will be Clarence Glyn- 
don? Your ambition shall decide that question also ! ’’ 

all men were as worldly as you,” said Glyndon, rising, 
^fthere would never have been an artist or a poet ! ” 

^'Perhaps we should do just as well without them,” an- 
swered Mervale. ‘^Is it not time to think of dinner? The 
mullets here are remarkably fine ! ” 



CHAPTER IX. 

WoLLT ihr hoch aiif ihren Fliigeln schweben, 

Werft die Angst des Irdischen von eucb! 

Fliehet aus dem engen dumpfen Leben 
In dea Ideales Reich ! 

Das Ideal und das Lehen, 

** Wouldst thou soar heavenward on its joyous wing ? 

Cast o^ the earthly burthen of the Real ; 

High from this cramped and dungeoned being spring 
Into the realm of the Ideal.” 

As some injudicious master lowers and vitiates the taste of 
the student by fixing his attention to what he falsely calls the 
Xatural, but which in reality is the Commonplace, and under- 
stands not that beauty in art is created by what Raphael so 
well describes, — namely, the idea of beauty in the painter^ s 
own mind ; and that in every art, whether its plastic expres- 
sion be found in words of marble, colours, or sound, the ser- 
vile imitation of nature is the work of journeymen and tyros, 
— so in conduct the man of the world vitiates and lowers the 
bold enthusiasm of loftier natures by the perpetual reduction 
of whatever is generous and trustful to all that is trite and 
coarse. A great German poet has well defined the distinction 
between discretion and the larger wisdom. In the last there 
is a certain rashness which the first disdains, — 

“The purblind see but the receding shore, 

Not that to whicli the bold wave wafts them o'er.” 
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Yet in this logic of the prudent and the worldly there is 
often a reasoning unanswerable of its kind. 

You must have a feeling, — a faith in whatever is solf-sacri* 
ficing and divine, whether in religion or in art, in glory or in 
love, — or Common-sense will reason you out of the sacrifice, 
and a syllogism will debase the Divine to an article in the 
market. 

Every true critic in art, from Aristotle and Pliny, from 
Yhiikelman and Ya>sari to Reynolds and Fuseli, has sought 
to instruct the painter that Nature is not to be copied, but 
exalted; that the loftiest order of art, selecting only the lofti- 
est comhinations, is the perpetual struggle of Humanity to 
approach the Gods. The great painter, as the great author, 
embodies what is possible to man, it is true, but what is not 
common to manldnd. There is truth in Hamlet, in Macbeth 
and his witches, in Desdemona, in Othello, in Prospero, and 
in Caliban; there is truth in the cartoons of Raphael; ther'^ 
is truth in the Apollo, the Antinoiis, and the Laocodn. But 
you do not meet the originals of the words, the cartoons, or 
the marble in Oxford Street or St. James’s. All these, to 
return to Raphael, are the creatures of the idea in the artist’s 
. mind. This idea is not inborn ; it has come from an intense 
study. But that study has been of the ideal that cat be 
raised ‘ the positive and the actual into grandeur and 
beauty. The commonest model becomes full of exquisite sug- 
gestions to him who -has formed this idea; a Yeniis of flesh 
and blood would be vulgarized by the imitation of him who 
has not. = 

When asked where he got his models, Guido summoned a 
common porter from his calling, and drew from a mean origi- 
nal a head of surpassing beauty. It resembled tlie porter, but 
idealized the porter to the hero. It was true, but it was not 
real There are critics who will tell you that the Boor of 
Teniers is more true to nature than the Porter of Guido! 
The commonplace public scarcely understand the idealizing 
principle even in art,-— for high art is an acquired taste. 

But to come to my comparison. Still less is the kindred 
principle comprehended in conduct. And the advice of worldly 
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Prudence would as often deter from the risks of Virtue as 
from the punishments of Vicej yet in conduct, as in art, there 
is an ideal of the great and beautiful, by which men should 
exalt the hackneyed and the trite of life. hTow, Glyndon felt 
the sober prudence of Mervale’s reasonings; he recoiled from 
the probable picture placed before him, in his devotion to the 
one master talent he possessed, and the one master passion 
that, rightly directed, might purify his whole being as a 
strong wind purifies the air. 

But though he could not bring himself to decide in the teeth 
of so rational a judgment, neither could he resolve at once to 
abandon the pursuit of Viola. Fearful of being influenced 
by Zanorii’s counsels and his own heart, he had for the last 
two days shunned an interview with the young actress. But 
after a night following his last conversation with Zanoni, 
and that we have just recorded with Mervale, — a night coB 
oured by dreams so distinct as to seem propiietic, — dreams 
that appeared so to shape his future according to the hints of 
Zanoni, that he could have fancied Zanoni himself had sent 
them from the house of sleep to haunt his pillow, — he re- 
solved once more to seek Viola; and though without a definite 
or distinct object, he yielded himself up to the impulse of his 
heart. 


CHAPTEE X, 

0 SOLLECITO dubbio e fredda tema 
Che pensando raccresci ! 1 

Tasso, Canzone vi. 

She was seated outside her door, — the young actress! The 
sea before her in that heavenly bay seemed literally to sleep 
in the arms of the shore; while, to, the right not far off, rose 
the dark and tangled crags to which the traveller of to-day is 
duly brought to gaze on the tomb of Virgil, or compare with 

1 0 anxious doubt and chilling fear, that grows by thinking ! ” 
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tlie cavern of Posilipo the archway of Highgate Hill. There 
were a few fishermen loitering by the cliffs, on which their 
nets were hung to dry; and at a distance, the sound of some 
rustic pipe (more common at that day than at this) mingled 
now and then with the bells of the lazy mules, broke the voh 
uptuous silence, — the silence of declining noon on the shores 
of Naples. Never, till you have enjoyed it, never, till you 
have felt its enervating, but delicious charm, believe that you 
can comprehend all the meaning of the Dohe far niente : ^ and 
when that luxury has been known, when you have breathed 
that atmosphere of fairyland, then you will no longer wonder 
why the heart ripens into fruit so sudden and so rich beneath 
the rosy skies and the glorious sunshine of the South. 

The eyes of the actress were fixed on the broad blue deep 
beyond. In the unwonted negligence of her dress might be 
traced the abstraction of her mind. Her beautiful hair was 
gathered up loosely, and partially bandaged by a kerchief, 
whose purple colour served to deepen the golden hue of her 
tresses. A stray curl escaped, and fell down the graceful 
neck. A loose morning robe, girded by a sash, left the 
breeze, that came ever and anon from the sea, to die upon the 
bust half disclosed; and the tiny slipper, that Cinderella 
might have worn, seemed a world too wide for the tiny foot 
which it scarcely covered. It might be the heat of the day 
that deepened the soft bloom of the cheeks, and gave an un- 
wonted languor to the large dark eyes. In all the pomp of 
her stage attire, in all the flush of excitement before the in- 
toxicating lamps, never had Viola looked so lovely. 

By the side of the actress, and filling up the threshold, 
stood Gionetta, with her arms thrust to the elbow in two 
huge pockets on either side her gown. 

“But I assure you,’’ said the nurse, in that sharp, quick, 
ear-splitting tone in which the old women of the South are 
more than a match for those of the North, — “but I assure 
you, my darling, that there is not a finer cavalier in all Naples, 
nor a more beautiful, than this Inglese; and I am told that all 
the Inglesi are much richer than they seem. Though they 

* ** The pleasure of doing nothing.^^ 
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Jiave no trees ia their country, poor people! and instead of 
twenty-four they have only twelve hours to the ’day, yet I 
hear that they shoe their horses with seudi; and since they 
cannot (the poor heretics !) turn grapes into wine, for they 
have no grapes, they turn gold into physic; and take a glass 
01 pistoles whenever they are troubled with the colic. 

But you don’t hear me, little pupil of my eyes, you don’t 
hear 'me I ■ ■ 

“And these things are whispered of Zanoni!” said Viola, 
half to herself, and unheeding Gionetta’s eulogies on Glyndon 
and the English. 

“Blessed Maria! do not talk of this terrible Zanoni. You 
may be sure that his beautiful face, like his yet more beauti- 
ful pistoles, is only witchcraft. I look at the money he gave 
me the other night every quarter of an hour, to see whether 
it has not turned into pebbles.” 

“Do you then really believe,” said Viola, with timid ear- 
nestness, “that sorcery still exists?” 

“ Believe ! — do I believe in the blessed San Gennaro? How 
do you think he cured old Filippo, the fisherman, when the 
doctor gave him up? How do you think he has managed him- 
self to live at least these three hundred years? How do you 
think he fascinates every one to his bidding with a look, as 
the vampires do?” 

“Ah, is this only witchcraft? It is like it,— it must be! ” 
murmured Viola, turning very pale. Gionetta herself was 
scarcely more superstitious than the daughter of the musician; 
and her very innocence, chilled at the strangeness of virgin 
passion, might well ascribe to magic what hearts more expe- 
rienced would have resolved to love. 

“And, then, why has this great Prince di been so ter- 

rified by him? Why has he ceased to persecute us? Why 
has he been so quiet and still? Is there no sorcery in ail 
that? ” 

Fhink you, then,” said Viola, with sweet inconsistency, 
“that I owe that happiness and safety to his protection? Oh, 
let me so believe! Be silent, Gionetta! Why have I only 
thee and my own terrors to consult? 0 beautiful sun! ” and 
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the girl pressed her hand to her heart with wiki energy^ 
“thou lightest every spot but this. Go, Gionetta! leave me 
alone, — leave me! 

“ And indeed it is time I should leave you ; for the ‘polenta 
will be spoiled, and you have eaten nothing all day. It you 
don’t eat, you will lose your beauty, my darling, and then 
nobody will care for you. Nobody eares for us when r/e grow 
ugly; I know that; and then you must, like old Gionetta, get 
some Viola of your own to spoil. I ’ll go and see to the 
polenta/^ 

“ Since I have known this man, ” said the girl, half aloud, 
“since his dark eyes have haunted me, I am no longer tlie 
same. I long to escape from myself, to glide with the sun- 
beam over the hill tops, to become something that is not of 
earth. Phantoms float before me at night; and a fluttering 
like the wing of a bird, within my heart, seems as if the spirit 
were terrified, and would break its cage.” 

While murmuring these incoherent rhapsodies, a step that 
she did not hear approached the actress, and a light hand 
touched her arm. 

“Viola! hellissima! Viola!” 

She turned, and saw Glyndon. The sight of his fair young 
face calmed her at once. His presence gave her pleasure. 

“Viola,” said the Englishman, taking her hand, and draw- 
ing her again to the bench from which she had risen, as he 
seated himself beside her, “you shall hear me speak! You 
must know already that I love thee ! It has not been pity or 
admiration alone that has led me ever aaid ever to thy dear 
side; reasons there may have been why I have not spoken, 
save by my eyes, before; but this day — I know not how it 
is — I feel a more sustained and settled courage to address 
thee, and learn the happiest or the worst. I have rivals, I 
know, — rivals who are more powerful than the poor artist; 
are they also more favoured? ” 

Viola blushed faintly; but her countenance was grave and 
distressed. Looking down, and marking some hieroglyphical 
figure in the dust with the point of her slipper, she said, 
with some hesitation, and a vain attempt fco be gay, “Signor, 
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whoever wastes liis thoughts on an actress must submit to 
have riyals. It is our unhappy destiny not to be saered even 
to ourselves.” 

^^But you do not love this destiny, glittering though it seem; 
your heart is not in the vocation which your gifts adorn?” 

“Ah, no!” said the actress, her eyes filling with tears. 
“Once I loved to be the priestess of song and music; now I 
feel only that it is a miserable lot to be slave to a multitude.” 

“Fly, then, with me,” said the artist, passionately. “Quit 
forever the calling that divides that heart I would have all 
my own. vShare my fate now and forever^ my pride, my de- 
light, my ideal! Thou shalt inspire my canvas and my song; 

‘ thy beauty shall be made at once holy and renowned. In the 
galleries of princes, crowds shall gather round the effigy of 
a Yeniis dr a Saint, and a whisper shall break forth, ‘It is 
Viola Pisani! ’ Ah, Viola, I adore thee; tell me that I do not 
worship in vain.” 

“Thou art good and fair,” said Viola, gazing on her lover, 
as he pressed nearer to her, and clasped her hand in his. 
“But what should I give thee in return?” 

“Love! love, — only love! ” 

“A sister^s love? ” 

“Ah, speak not with such cruel coldness! ” 

“ It is all I have for thee. Listen to me, signor : when I 
look on your face, when I hear your voice, a certain serene 
and tranquil calm creeps over and lulls thoughts — oh! how 
feverish, how wild! When thou art gone, the day seems a 
shade more dark; but the shadow soon flies. I miss thee not; 

I think not of thee; no, I love thee not; and I will give my- 
self only where I love.” 

“But I would teach thee to love me: fear it not. ]l!^ay, 
such love as thou describest in our tranquil climates is the 
love of innocence and youth.” 

“Of innocence!” said Viola, “Is it so? Perhaps” — she 
paused, and added, with an effort, “Foreigner! and wouldst 
thou wed the orphan? Ah, thou at least art generous. ' It is 
not the innocence thou wouldst destroy! ” 

Glyndon drew back, conscience-stricken. 
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it may not be! ” sbe said, rising, but not conscious ol 
the thoughts, half of shame, half suspicion, that passed 
through the mind of her lover. Leave me, and forget me. 
You do not understand, you could not comprehend, the nature 
of her whom you think you love. From my childhood up- 
ward, I have felt as if I were marked out for some strange 
and preternatural doom; as if I were singled from my kind. 
This feeling (and, oh! at times it is one of delirious and 
vague delight, at others of the darkest gloom) deepens within 
me day by day. It is like the shadow of twilight, spreading 
slowly and solemnly around. My hour approaches: a little 
while and it will be night! ’’ 

As she spoke, G-lyndon listened with visible emotion and 
perturbation. “Yiola! ” he exclaimed, as she ceased, ^^your 
words more than ever enchain me to you. As you feel I feel. 
I, too, have been ever haunted with a chill and unearthly 
foreboding. Amidst the crowds of men I have felt alone. In 
all my pleasures, my toils, my pursuits, a warning voice has 
murmured in my ear, ‘ Time has a dark mystery in store for 
thy manhood. ’ When you spoke, it was as the voice of my 
own soul ! ” 

Viola gazed upon him in wonder and fear. Her counte- 
nance was as white as marble: and those features, so divine 
in their rare symmetry, might have served the Greek with 
a study for the Pythoness, when, from the mystic cavern and 
the bubbling spring, she first hears the voice of the inspiring 
god. Gradually the rigour and tension of that wonderful 
face relaxed, the colour returned, the pulse beat; the heart 
animated the frame. 

“Tell me,” she said, turning partially aside, — “tell me, 
have you seen, do you know, a stranger in this city, — one of 
whom wild stories are afloat?” 

“Yon speak of Zanoni? I have seen him, I know him ; and 
you? Ah, he, too, would be my rival! — he, too, would bear 
thee from me ! ” 

“You err,” said Viola, hastily, and with a deep sigh; “he 
pleads for you: he informed me of your love; he besought me 
not — not to reject it.” 
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^‘Strange being! incomprebensible enigma! Why did you 
aame him? 

^‘Why, ah! I would have asked whether, when you first 
saw him, the foreboding, the instinct, of which you spoke, 
came on you more fearfully, more intelligibly than before j 
whether you felt at once repelled from him, yet attracted 
towards him; whether you felt [and the actress spoke with 
hurried animation] that with him was connected the secret of 
your life? ’’ 

^^ All this I felt,” answered Glyndon, in a trembling voice, 
“the first time I was in his presence. Though all around me 
was gay, — music, amidst lamp-lit trees, light converse near, 
and heaven without a cloud above, — my knees knocked to- 
gether, my hair bristled, and my blood curdled like ice. Since 
then he has divided my thoughts with thee.” 

“No more, no more! ” said Viola, in a stifled tone; “there 
must be the hand of fate in this. I can speak to you no more 
now. Farewell ! ” She sprang past him into the house, and 
closed the door. Glyndon did not follow her, nor, strange as 
it may seem, was he so inclined. The thought and recollec- 
tion of that moonlit hour in the gardens, of the strange ad- 
dress of Zanoni, froze up all human passion. Viola herself, 
if not forgotten, shrank back like a shadow into the recesses 
of his breast. He shivered as he stepped into sunlight, and 
musingly retraced his steps into the more populous parts of 
that liveliest of Italian cities. 


BOOK THE THIRD. 


THBUEGIA. 

I CAVALIER sen vanno 
Dove ii pino fatal gli attende in porto. ^ 

GerusaL Lib canto xv. {Argomento ) 


CHAPTER L 

But that which especially distinguishes the brotherhood is their marvellous 
knowledge of all the resources of medical art. They work not by charmS; 
but simples. — Manuscript Account of the Origin and Attributes of the true 
BosicrucianSf by J. von D . 

At this time it chanced that Viola had the opportunity to 
return the kindness shown to her by the friendly musician, 
whose house had received and sheltered her when first left an 
orphan on the world. Old Bernard! had brought up three 
sons to the same profession as himself, and they had lately 
left Naples to seek their fortunes in the wealthier cities of 
northern Europe, where the musical market was less over- 
stocked. There was only left to glad the household of his 
aged wife and himself, — a lively, prattling, dark-eyed girl, 
of some eight years old, the child of his second son, whose 
mother had died in giving her birth. It so happened that, 
about a month previoiiKS-to the date on which our story has 
now entered, a para-lytic affection had disabled Bernardi from 
the duties of his calling. He had been always a social, harm- 
less, improvident, generous fellow, living on his gains from 
day to day, as if the day of sickness and old age never was to 
arrive. Though he received a small allowance for his past 
services, it ill-sufficed for his wants ; neither was he free from 
debt. Poverty stood at his hearth, when Viola’s grateful 
1 The kuigbts came where the fatal bark awaited them in the Port.'* 
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smile and liberal band came to chase the grim fiend awaiy^ 
But it is not enough to a heart truly kind to send and give; 
more charitable is it to visit and console. “ Eorget not thy 
father friend.” So almost daily went the bright idol of 
hTaples to the house of Bernardi. Suddenly a heavier afflic- 
tion than either poverty or the palsy befell the old musician. 
His grandchild, his little Beatrice, fell ill, suddenly and dan- 
gerously ill, of one of those rapid fevers common to the South; 
and Viola was summoned from her strange and fearful rev- 
eries of love or fancy to the sick-bed of the young sufferer. 

The child was exceedingly fond of Viola, and the old people 
thought that her mere presence would bring healing; but 
when Viola arrived Beatrice was insensible. Fortunately 
there was no performance that evening at San Carlo, and she 
resolved to stay the night, and partake its fearful cares and 
dangerous vigil. 

But during the night, the child grew worse; the physician 
(the leechcraft has never been very skilful at l^laples) shook 
his powdered head, kept his aromatics at his nostrils, admin- 
istered his palliatives, and departed. Old Bernardi seated 
himself by the bedside in stern silence : here was the last tie 
that bound him to life. Well, let the anchor break, and the 
battered ship go down! It was an iron resolve, more fearful 
than sorrow. An old man with one foot in the grave, watch- 
ing by the couch of a dying child, is one of the most awful 
spectacles in human calamities. The wife was more active, 
more bustling, more hopeful, and more tearful. Viola took 
heed of all three. But towards dawn, Beatrice’s state became 
so obviously alarming that Viola herself began to despair. 
At this time she saw the old woman suddenly rise from before 
the image of the saint at which she had been kneeling, wrap 
herself in her cloak and hood, and quietly quit the chamber. 
Viola stole after her. 

“It is cold for thee, good mother, to brave the air; let me 
go for the physician.” 

“ Child, I am not going to him. I have heard of one in the 
city who has been tender to the poor, and who, they say, has . 
eared the sick when physicians failed. I will go and say to 
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him, ^Signor; we are beggars in all else^ but yesterday we 
were rich in love. We are at tbe close of life, but we lived, 
in our grandcbild^s childbood, G-ive us back our wealth, give 
us back our youth. Let us die blessing God that the thing we 
love survives us.”’ 

She was gone. Why did thy heart beat, Viola? The in- 
fant’s sharp cry of pain called her back to the couch; and 
there still sat the old man, unconscious of his wife’s move- 
3nents, not stirring, his eyes glazing fast as they watched the 
agonies of that slight frame. By degrees the wail of pain died 
into a low moan; the convulsions grew feebler, but more fre* 
quent; the glow of fever faded into the blue, pale tinge that 
settles into the last bloodless marble. 

The daylight came broader and clearer through the case- 
ment. Steps were heard on the stairs ; the old woman entered 
hastily; she rushed to the bed, cast a glance on the patient. 
^^She lives yet, signor,— she lives! ” 

Viola raised her eyes — the child’s head was pillowed on 
her bosom — and she beheld Zanoni. He smiled on her with 
a tender and soft approval, and took the infant from her arms. 
Yet even then, as she saw him bending silently over that pale 
face, a superstitious fear mingled with her hopes. ^*Was it 
by lawful, by holy art that her self-questioning ceased 
abruptly, for his dark eye turned to her as if he read her soul; 
aud his aspect accused her conscience for its suspicion, for it 
spoke reproach not unmingled with disdain. 

“Be comforted,” he said, gently turning to the old man; 
“the danger is not beyond the reach of human skill; and 
taking from his bosom a small crystal vase, he mingled a few 
drops with water. Ho sooner did this medicine moisten the 
infant’s lips than it seemed to produce an astonishing effect. 
The colour revived rapidly on the lips and cheeks; in a few 
moments the sufferer slept calmly, and with the regular 
breathing of painless sleep. And then the old man rose, 
rigidly, as a corpse might rise, looked down, listened, and 
creeping gently away, stole to the corner of the room, and 
wept, and thanked Heaven I 

{ How, old Bernardi had been, hitherto, but a cold believer; 
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sorrow had never before led him aloft from earth. Old as ha 
was, he had never before thought as the old should think of 
death. That endangered life of the young had wakened up 
the careless soul of age. Zanoni whispered to the wife, and 
she drew the old man quietly from the room. 

^‘Dost thou fear to leave me an hour with thy charge, 
Viola? Thinkest thou still that this knowledge is of the 
Fiend? ” 

Ah,” said Viola, humbled and yet rejoiced, “forgive me, 
forgive me, signor. Thou biddest the young live and the old 
pray. My thoughts never shall wrong thee more! ” 

Before the sun rose, Beatrice was out of danger; at noon, 
Zanoni escaped from the blessings of the aged pair, and as he 
closed the door of the house, he found Viola awaiting him 
without. 

She stood before him timidly, her hands crossed meekly on 
her bosom, her downcast eyes swimming with tears. 

“Do not let me be the only one you leave unhappy! ” 

“And what cure can the herbs and anodynes effect for thee. 
If thou canst so readily believe ill of those who have aided 
and yet would serve thee, thy disease is of the heart; and — 
nay, weep not; nurse of the sick, and comforter of the sad, I 
should rather approve than chide thee. Forgive thee! Life, 
that ever needs forgiveness, has for its first duty to forgive.” 

“No, do not forgive me yet. I do not deserve a pardon; 
for even now, while I feel how ungrateful I was to believe, 
suspect, aught injurious and false to my preserver, my tears 
flow from happiness, not remorse. Oh,” she continued, with 
a simple fervour, unconscious, in her innocence and her gen- 
erous emotions, of all the secrets she betrayed, “ thou knowest 
not how bitter it was to believe thee not more good, more 
pure, more sacred than all the world. And when I saw thee 
— the wealthy, the noble — coming from thy palace to minister 
to the sufferings of the hovel, — when 1 heard those blessings 
of the poor breathed upon thy parting footsteps, I felt my 
very self exalted, — good in thy goodness, noble at least in 
those thoughts that did not wrong thee.” 

“ And thinkest thou, Viola, that in a mere act of science there 
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M 80 maeli virtue? The commonest leech will tend the sick 
gSdr" blessings a less reward than 

min^” worthless? Thou wilt accept of 

Viola!” exclaimed Zanoni, with a sudden passion 
that covered her face with blushes, “thou only, methinks, on 
m the earth, hast the power to wound or to delight me!” 

« A ^ became grave and sad. 

And this, he added, in an altered tone, “because, if thou 
wouldst heed my counsels, methinks I could guide a guileless 
heart to a happy fate.” ^ 

“Thy counsels! I will obey them all. Mould me to what 
thou wilt. In thine absence, I am as a child that fears every 
tbe dark; m thy presence, my soul expands, and 
the whole world seems calm with a celestial noonday. Do 

^d Soil” ^ fatherless and ignorant 

plierSm^!!!" - 

“Be it so. Sister, I will visit thee again! ” 


CHAPTEE 11. 

Gildino pale streams •with heavenly alchemy. -Shakspbabb. 

Who so happy as Viola now! A dark load was lifted from 
her heart; her step seemed to tread on air; she would have 
sung for very delight as she went gayly home. It is Lh 
happiness to the pure to love; but oh! such more than happi- 
ness to believe in the worth of the one beloved! BeJeen 
them there might human obstacles,- wealth, rank, man’s 
little world, but there was no longer that dark gulf which 
the imagination recoils to dwell on, and which separates for^ 
ever soul from soul. He did not love her in retL. Love 
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her! But did slie ask for love? Did she herself love? No; 
or she would never have been at once so humble and so bold. 
How merrily the ocean murmured in her ear; how radiant an 
aspect the commonest passer-by seemed to wear! She gained 
her home ; she looked upon the tree, glancing with fantastic 
branches in the sun. “Yes, brother mine,” she said, laugh- 
ing in her joy, “like thee, I hme struggled to the light! ” 

She had never hitherto, like the more instructed Daughters 
of the North, accustomed herself to that delicious Confes- 
sional, — the transfusion of thought to writing. Now, sud- 
denly, her heart felt an impulse; a new-born instinct, that 
bade it commune with itself, bade it disentangle its web of 
golden fancies, made her wish to look upon her inmost self as 
in a glass. Up sprung from the embrace of Love and Soul — 
the Eros and the Psyche — their beautiful offspring, Genius ! 
She blushed, she sighed, she trembled as she wrote. And 
from the fresh world that she had built for herself, she was 
awakened to prepare for the glittering stage. How dull be- 
came the music, how dim the scene, so exquisite and so bright 
of old! Stage, thou art the Fairy-Land to the vision of the 
worldly. Fancy, whose music is not heard by men, whose 
scenes shift not by mortal hand, as the Stage to the present 
world art thou to the Future and the Past! 
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In faith I do not love thee with mine eyes. — Shakspeabe. 

The next day, at noon, Zanoni visited Viola; and the next 
day, and the next, and again the next, — days that to her 
seemed like a special time set apart from the rest of life. 
And yet he never spoke to her in the language of flattery, 
and almost of adoration, to which she had been accustomed. 
Perhaps his very coldness, so gentle as it was, assisted to this 
mysterious charm. He talked to her much of her past life, 
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and she was scarcely surprised (she now never thought of 
terror) to perceive how much of that past seemed known to 

him. 

He made her speak to him of her father; he made her re- 
call some of the airs of Pisani^s wild music. And those airs 
seemed to charm and lull him into revery. ^ 

As music was to the musician/^ said he, ‘^may science be 
to the wise. Your father looked abroad in the world; all was 
discord to the fine sympathies that he felt with the harmonies 
that daily and nightly float to the throne of Heaven. Life, 
with its noisy ambition and its mean passions, is so poor and 
base ! Out of his soul he created the life and the world for 
which his soul was fitted. Viola, thou art the daughter of 
that life, and wilt be the denizen of that world. 

In his earlier visits, he did not speak of Glyndon. The day 
soon came on which he renewed the subject. And so trustful, 
obedient, and entire was the allegiance that Viola now owned 
to his dominion, that, unwelcome as that subject was, she re- 
strained her heart, and listened to him in silence ! 

At last he said, ^‘Thou hast promised thou wilt obey my 
counsels; and if, Viola, I should ask thee, nay adjure, to ac- 
cept this stranger's hand, and share his fate, should he offer 
to thee such a lot, wouldst thou refuse? " 

And then she pressed back the tears that gushed to her 
eyes, and with a strange pleasure in the midst of pain ^ — the 
pleasure of one who sacrifices heart itself to the one who com- 
mands that heart — she answered falteringly, ^Hf thou canst 
ordain it, why — " 

Speak on.” 

“Dispose of me as thou wilt! ” 

Zanoni stood in silence for some moments; he saw the 
struggle which the girl thought she concealed so well; he 
made an involuntary movement towards her, and pressed her 
hand to his lips; it was the first time he had ever departed 
even so far from a certain austerity, which perhaps made her 
fear him and her own thoughts the less. 

“Viola,” said he, and his voice trembled, “the danger that 
I can avert no more, if thou linger still in Naples, comes 
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hourly near and near to thee! On the third day from this, 
thy fate must be decided, I accept thy promise. Before the 
last hour of that day, come what may, I shall see thee again, 
liere^ at thine own house. Till then, farewell! ” 


CHAPTER IV. 

Between two worlds life hovers like a star, 

'Twixt night and niora* 

Byron. 

Whek Glyndon left Viola, as recorded in the concluding 
chapter of the second division of this work, he was absorbed 
again in those mystical desires and conjectures which the 
haunting recollection of Zanoni always served to create; and 
as he wandered through the streets, he was scarcely conscious 
of his own movements till, in the mechanism of custom, he 
found himself in the midst of one of the noble collections 
of pictures which form the boast of those Italian cities whose 
glory is in the past. Thither he had been wont, almost daily, 
to repair, for the gallery contained some of the finest speci- 
mens of a master especially the object of his enthusiasm and 
study. 

There, before the works of Salvator, he had often paused 
in deep and earnest reverence. The striking characteristic 
of that artist is the Tig our of Will; void of the elevated 
idea of abstract beauty, which furnishes a model and arche- 
type to the genius of more illustrious order, the singular 
energy of the man hews out of the rock a dignity of his own. 
His images have the majesty, not of the god, but the savage; 
utterly free, like the siihlimer schools, from the commonplace 
of imitation, — apart, with them, from the conventional little- 
ness of the Real, — he grasps the imagination, and compels 
it to follow him, not to the heaven, but through all that is 
most wild and fantastic upon earth, — a sorcery, not of the 
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slarry magian, but of tbe gloomy wizard, a man of romance, 
whose heart beat strongly, griping art with a hand of iron, 
and forcing it to idealize the scenes of his actual life. Before 
this powerful Will, Glyndon drew back more awed and ad- 
miring than before the calmer beauty which rose from the 
soul of Eaphael, like Venus from the deep. And now, as 
awaking from his re very, he stood opposite to that wild and 
magnificent bloom of nature which frowned on him from the 
canvas, the very leaves on those giiomelike, distorted trees 
seemed to rustle sibylline secrets in his ear. Those rugged 
and sombre Apennines, the cataract that dashed between, 
suited, more than the actual scenes would have done, the 
mood and temper of his mind. The stern uncouth forms at 
rest on the crags below, and dwarfed by the giant size of the 
Matter that reigned around them, impressed him with the 
might of Nature and the littleness of Man. As in genius of 
the more spiritual cast, the living man and the soul that lives 
in him are studiously niade the prominent image and the 
mere accessories of scene kept down and cast back, as if to 
show that the exile from Paradise is yet the monarch of the 
outward world, — so, in the landscapes of Salvator, the tree, 
the mountain, the waterfall, become the principal, and man 
himself dwindles to the accessory. The matter seems to reign 
supreme, and its true lord to creep beneath its stupendous 
shadow, inert matter giving interest to the immortal man, 
not the immortal man to the inert matter, — a terrible phi- 
losophy in art! 

While something of these thoughts passed through the mind 
of the painter, he felt his arm touched, and saw Nicot by his 
side. 

^^A great master,” said Nicot, ^^biit I do not love the 
school.” 

do not love, but I am awed by it. We love the beautiful 
and the serene, but we have a feeling as deep as love for the 
terrible and dark.” 

“True,” said Nicot, thoughtfully. “And yet that feeling 
is only a superstition. The nursery, with its tales of ghosts 
and goblins, is the cradle of many of our impressions in the 
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world. But art should not seek to pander to our ignorance; 
art should representr only truths. 1 confess that Raphael 
pleases me less^ because I have no sympathy with his sub- 
jects. His saints and virgins are to me only men and 
women.’^ 

^‘And from what source should painting then take its 
themes?^’ 

“From history, without doubt,” returned Mcot, pragmati- 
cally, — ^Hhose great Roman actions which inspire men with 
sentiments of liberty and valour, with the virtues of a repub- 
lic. I wish the cartoons of Raphael had illustrated the story 
of the Horatii ; but it remains for France and her Republic to 
give to posterity the new and the true school, which could never 
have arisen in a country of priestcraft and delusion.” 

^‘And the saints and virgins of Raphael are to you only 
men and women? ” repeated Glyndon, going back to Hieot’s 
candid confession in amaze, and scarcely hearing the deduc- 
tions the Frenchman drew from his proposition. 

^‘Assuredly. Ha, ha!” and Nicot laughed hideously, ^‘do 
you ask me to believe in the calendar, or what?” 

“But the ideal!” 

“The ideal!” interrupted Hicot. “Stui^! The Italian 
critics and your English Reynolds have turned your head. 
They are so fond of their ^ gusto grande,^ and their 4deal 
beauty that speaks to the soul ! ^ ~ soul ! — is there a soul? I 
understand a man when he talks of composing for a refined 
taste, for an educated and intelligent reason, for a sense that 
comprehends truths. But as for the soul — bah! we are 
but modifications of matter, and painting is modification of 
matter also.” 

Glyndon turned his eyes from the picture before him to 
Hicot, and from Nicot to the picture. The dogmatist gave a 
voice to the thoughts which the sight of the picture had 
awakened. He shook his head without reply. 

“Tell me,” said Hicot, abruptly, “that impostor, Zanoni, — 
oh! I have now learned his name and quackeries, forsooth, — 
what did he say to thee of me? ” 

“Of thee? I^othing; but to warn me against thy doctrines. ” 
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‘‘Aha! was that all?” said Kicot. “He is a notahle inyen- 
tor 5 and since, when we met last, I unmasked Ids delusions, 
I thought he might retaliate by some tale of slander.” 

“ Unmask his delusions ! how? ” 

“ A dull and long story : he wished to teach an old doting 
friend of mine his secrets of prolonged life and philosophical 
alchemy. I advise thee to renounce so discreditable an ac- 
quaintance.” With that Hicot nodded signihcantly, and, not 
wishing to be further questioned, went his way. 

Glyndon^s mind at that moment had escaped to his heart, 
and the comments and presence of Hicot had been no welcome 
interruption. He turned from the landscape of Salvator, and 
his eye falling on a [Nativity by Correggio, the contrast be- 
tween the two ranks of genius struck him as a discovery. 
That exquisite repose, that perfect sense of beauty, that 
strength without effort, that breathing moral of high art, 
which speaks to the mind through the eye, and raises the 
thoughts by the aid of tenderness and love to the regions of 
awe and wonder, — ay, that was the true school. He quitted 
the gallery with reluctant steps and inspired ideas; he sought 
his own home. Here, pleased not to find the sober Mervale, 
he leaned his face on his hands, and endeavoured to recall the 
words of Zanoni in their last meeting. Yes, he felt N:cot’s 
talk even on art was crime; it debased the imagination itself 
to mechanism. Could he, who saw nothing in the soul but a 
combination of matter, prate of schools that should excel a 
Eaphael? Yes, art was magic; and as he owned the truth of 
the aphorism, he could comprehend that in magic there may 
be religion, for religion is an essential to art. His old ambi- 
tion, freeing itself from the frigid prudence with which Mer- 
vale sought to desecrate all images less substantial than the 
golden calf of the world, revived and stirred and kindled. 
The subtle detection of what he conceived to be an error in 
the school he had hitherto adopted, made more manifest to 
him by the grinning commentary of Nicot, seemed to open to 
him a new world of invention. He seized the happy moment, 
he placed before him the colours and the canvas. Lost in his 
conceptions of a fresh ideal, his mind was lifted aloft into the 
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airy realms of beauty; dark thoughts, unhallowed desires, 
vanished. Zanoni was right: the material world shrank from 
his gaze; he viewed nature as from a mountain-top afar; and 
as the waves of his unquiet heart became calm and still, again 
the angel eyes of Viola beamed on them as a holy star. 

Locking himself in his chamber, he refused even the visits 
of Mervale. Intoxicated with the pure air of his fresh exist- 
ence, he remained for three days, and almost nights, absorbed 
in his employment; but on the fourth morning came that re- 
action to which all labour is exposed. He woke listless and 
fatigued; and as he cast his eye on the canvas the glory 
seemed to have gone from it. Humiliating recollections of 
the great masters he aspired to rival forced themselves upon 
him ; defects before unseen magnified themselves to deformi- 
ties in his languid and discontented eye. He touched and 
retouched, but his hand failed him; he threw down his in- 
struments in despair; he opened his casement. The day 
without was bright and lovely; the street was crowded with 
that life which is ever so joyous and affluent in the animated 
population of hTaples. He saw the lover, as he passed, con- 
versing with his mistress by those mute gestures which have 
survived all changes of languages, the same now as when the 
Etruscan painted yon vases in the Museo Borbonico. Light 
from without beckoned his youth to its mirth and its pleasures; 
and the dull walls within, lately large enough to comprise 
heaven and earth, seemed now cabined and confined as a 
felon^s prison. He welcomed the step of Mervale at his 
threshold, and unbarred the door. 

‘^And is that all you have done?” said Mervale, glancing 
disdainfully at the canvas. “Is it for this that you have shut 
yourself out from the sunny days and moonlit nights of 
Haples? ” 

While the fit was on me, I basked in a brighter sun, and 
imbibed the voluptuous luxury of a softer moon.” 

‘"'You own that the fit is over. Well, that is some sign of 
returning sense. After all, it is better to daub canvas for 
three days than make a fool of yourself for life. ^This little 
siren? 
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“Be dumb! I hate to hear you name her.” 

Mervale drew his chair nearer to Glyndon’s, thrust his 
hands deep in his breeches’ pockets, stretched his legs, and 
was about to begin a serious strain of expostulation, when a 
knock was heard at the door, and INlcot, without waiting for 
leave, obtruded his ugly head. ^ 

“ Good-day, mon eher oonfrh-e. 1 wished to speak to you 
Mem ! you have been at work, I see. This is well,_verr 
^ outline; great freedom in that right hand, 
iiut, hold! IS the composition good? You have not got the 
great pyramidal form. Don’t you think, too, that you have 
ost_ the advantage of contrast in this figure; since the right 
leg IS put forward, surely the right arm should be put back? 
xeste/ hut that little finger is very fine! 

Mervale detestedMcot, for all speculators, Utopians, alterers 
of the world, and wanderers from the high road, were equally 
hateful to him; but he could have hugged the Frenchman at 
t^t moment. He saw in Glyndon’s expressive countenance 
all the weariness and disgust he endured. After so rapt a 
study, to be prated to about pyramidal forms and right arms 
and right legs,— the accidence of the art! the whole concep- 
tion to be overlooked, and the criticism to end in approval of 
the little finger! 

“Oh!” said Glyndon, peevishly throwing the cloth over 
his design, “enough of my poor performance. What is it you 
have to say to me? ” 

“In the first place,” said Moot, huddling himself together 
upon a stool,- “in the first place, this Signor Zanoni, this 
second Cagliostro, who disputes my doctrines (no doubt a 
spy of the man Capet),— I am not vindictive; as Helvetius 
says, ‘Our errors arise from our passions.’ I keep mine in 
order; but it is virtuous to hate in the cause of mankind- I 
would I M the denouncing and the judging of Signor Zanoni 
at Paris ! And Kicot s small eyes shot fire, and he gnashed 
his teeth. 

“Have you any new cause to hate him? ” 

“Yes,” said Mcot, fiercely. “Yes, I hear he is courting 
the girl I mean to marry.” ^ 
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^^You ! Whom do you speak of ? - 

^^The celebrated Pisaui! She is divinely handsome. She 
would make my fortune in a republic,— and a republic we 
shall have before the year is out!^’ 

Mervale rubbed his hands, and chuckled. G-lyndon col- 
oured with rage and shame. 

^^Do you know the Signora Pisani? Have you ever spoken 
to her?^^ 

^^Hot yet. But when 1 make up my mind to do anything, 
it is soon done. I am about to return to Paris. They write 
me word that a handsome wife advances the career of a pa- 
triot. The age of prejudice is over. The sublimer virtues 
begin to be understood. I shall take back the handsomest 
wife in Europe.” 

^‘Be quiet! What are you about?” said Mervale, seizing 
Glyndon, as he saw him advance towards the Frenchman, his 
eyes sparkling and his hands clenched. 

^‘Sir ! ” said Glyndon, between his teeth, ^^you know not of 
whom you thus speak. Do you affect to suppose that Viola 
Pisani would accept you ? ” 

^^Hot if she could get a better offer,” said Mervale, looking 
up to the ceiling. 

A better offer? You don’t understand me,” said Hicot. 
“ I, Jean Hicot, propose to marry the girl; marry her! Others 
may make her more liberal offers, but no one, I apprehend, 
would make one so honourable. I alone have pity on her 
friendless situation. Besides, according to the dawning state 
of tilings, one will always, in France, be able to get rid of a 
wife whenever one wishes. We shall have new laws of 
divorce. Do you imagine that an Italian girl — and in no 
country in the world are maidens, it seems, more chaste 
(though wives may console themselves with virtues more 
philosophical) — would refuse the hand of an artist for the 
settlements of a prince? Ho; I think better of the Pisani 
than you do. I shall hasten to introduce myself to her.” 

wish you all success, Monsieur Hicot,” said Mervale, 
rising, and shaking him heartily by the hand. 

Glyndon cast at them both a disdainful glance. 
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Perhaps, Monsieur Mcot/^ said lie, at length, constraining 
his Ups into a bitter smile, perhaps you may have rivals.^' 
‘^So much the better,’’ replied M. ISTicot, carelessly, kick- 
ing his heels together, and appearing absorbed in admiration 
at the size of his large feet, 

“I myself admire Viola Pisani.” 

Every painter must ! ” 

may offer her marriage as well as yourself.” 

‘^That would be folly in you, though wisdom in me. You 
would nob know how to draw profit from the speculation 1 
Cher confrere, you have prejudices.” 

“You do not dare to say you would make profit from your 
own wife? ” 

“The virtuous Cato lent Ms wife to a friend. I love virtue, 
and I cannot do better than imitate Cato. But to be serious, 
I do not fear you as a rival. You are good-looking, and I am 
ugly; but you are irresolute, and I decisive. While you are 
uttering fine phrases, I shall say simply, have a hon 4tat 
Will you marry me? ’ So do your worst, eker confrere, 
Au revoir behind the scenes! ” 

So saying, Nicot rose, stretched his long arms and short 
legs, yawned till he showed all his ragged teeth from ear to 
ear, pressed down his cap on his shaggy head with an air of 
defiance, and casting over his left shoulder a glance of triumph 
and malice at the indignant Glyndon, sauntered out of the 
room. 

Mervale burst into a violent fit of laughter. “See how 
your Viola is estimated by your friend! A fine victory, to 
carry her off from the ugliest dog between Lapland and the 
Calmucks.” 

Glyndon was yet too indignant to answer, when a new 
visitor arrived. It was Zanoni himself. Mervale, on whom 
the appearance and aspect of this personage imposed a kind 
of reluctant deference, which he was unwilling to acknowl- 
edge, and still more to betray, nodded to Glyndon, and say- 
ing simply, “More when I see you again,” left the painter 
and his unexpected visitor. 

“I see,” said Zanoni, lifting the cloth from the canvas, 
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yoti liave not slighted the advice I gave yon. Courage, 
young artist, this is an escape from the schools; this is full 
of the bold self-confidence of real genius. You had no Kicot, 
no Mervale at your elbow, when this image of true beauty was 
conceived! ” 

Charmed back to his art by this unlooked-for praise, Glyn- 
don replied modestly, I thought well of my design till 
this morning, and then I was disenchanted of my happy 
persuasion.” 

^‘Say, rather, that, unaccustomed to continuous labour, you 
were fatigued with your employment.” 

^^That is true. Shall I confess it? I began to miss the 
world without. It seemed to me as if, wdiile I lavished my 
heart and my youth upon visions of beauty, I was losing the 
beautiful realities of actual life. And I envied the merry 
fisherman, singing as he passed below my casement, and the 
lover conversing with his mistress.” 

“And,” said Zanoni, with an encouraging smile, “do you 
blame yourself for the natural and necessary return to earth, 
in which even the most habitual visitor of the Heavens of In- 
vention seeks his relaxation and repose? Man’s genius is a 
bird that cannot be always on the wing; when the craving foi' 
the actual world is felt, it is a hunger that must be appeased. 
They who command best the ideal, enjoy ever most the real. 
See the true artist, when abroad in men’s thoroughfares, ever 
observant, ever diving into the heart, ever alive to the least 
as to the greatest of the complicated truths of existence, — 
descending to what pedants would call the trivial and the 
frivolous. From every mesh in the social weh he can disen- 
tangle a grace; and for him each airy gossamer floats in the 
gold of the sunlight. Know you not that around the ani- 
malcule that sports in the water there shines a halo, as 
around the star ^ that revolves in bright pastime through the 
space? True art finds beauty everywhere. In the street, in 
the market-place, in the hovel, it gathers food for the hive of 
its thoughts. In the mire of politics, Dante and Milton se- 

1 The monas mica, found in the purest pools, is encompassed with a hala 
And this is frequent amongst many other species of animalculse. 
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lected pearls for the wreath of song. Who ever told yon that 
Eaphael did not enjoy the life without, carrying everywhere 
with him the one inward idea of beauty which attracted and 
embedded in its own amber every straw that the feet of the 
dull man trampled into mud? As some lord of the forest 
wanders abroad for its prey, and scents and follows it over 
plain and hill, through brake and jungle, but, seizing it at 
last, bears the quarry to its unwitnessed cave, so Genius 
searches through wood and waste, untiringly and eagerly, 
every sense awake, every nerve strained to speed and strength, 
for the scattered and flying images of matter, that it seizes at 
last with its mighty talons, and bears away with it into soli- 
tudes no footstep can invade. Go, seek the world without; it 
is for art the inexhaustible pasture ground and harvest to the 
world within ! ” 

“You comfort me,” said Glyndon, brightening. “I had 
imagined my weariness a proof of my deficiency! But not 
now would I speak to you of these labours. Pardon me if I 
pass from the toil to the reward. You have uttered dim 
prophecies of my future, if I wed one who, in the judgment 
of the sober world, would only darken its prospects and ob- 
struct its ambition. Do you speak from the wisdom which is 
experience, or that which aspires to prediction? ” 

“Are they not allied? Is not he best accustomed to calcu- 
lation who can solve at a glance any new problem in the arith- 
metic of chances?” 

“You evade my question.” 

“ 1^0 ; but I will adapt my answer the better to your com- 
prehension, for it is upon this very point that I have sought 
you. Listen to me ! ” Zanoni fixed his eyes earnestly on his 
listener, and continued: “For the accomplishment of what- 
ever is great and lofty, the clear perception of truths is the 
first requisite, — truths adapted to the object desired. The 
warrior thus reduces the chances of battle to combinations 
almost of mathematics. He can predict a result, if he can 
but depend upon the materials he is forced to employ. At 
such a loss, he can cross that bridge; in such a time, he can 
reduce that fort. Still more accurately, for he depends less 
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on material causes tlian ideas at Ms command, can the com- 
mander of the purer science or diviner art, if he once perceive 
the truths that are in him and around, foretell what he can 
achieve, and in what he is condemned to fail. But this per- 
ception of truths is disturbed by many causes, — vanity, pas- 
sion, fear, indolence in himself, ignorance of the fitting means 
without to accomplish what he designs. He may miscalculate 
his own forces; he may have no chart of the country he would 
invade. It is only in a peculiar state of the mind that it is 
capable of perceiving truth; and that state is profound seren- 
ity. Your mind is fevered by a desire for truth: you would 
compel it to your embraces; you would ask me to impart to 
you, without ordeal or preparation, the grandest secrets that 
exist in nature. But truth can no more be seen by the mind 
unprepared for it than the sun can dawn upon the midst of 
night. Such a mind receives truth only to pollute it; to use 
the simile of one who has wandered near to the secret of the 
sublime Goetia (or the magic that lies within nature, as elec- 
tricity within the cloud), ^He who pours water into the muddy 
well does but disturb the mud. ’ ^ 

^^What do yon tend to? ” 

^‘This: that you have faculties that may attain to surpass- 
ing power ; that may rank you among those enchanters who, 
greater than the magian, leave behind them an enduring in- 
fluence, worshipped wherever beauty is comprehended, wher- 
ever the soul is sensible of a higher world than that in which 
matter struggles for crude and incomplete existence. 

^^But to make available those faculties, need I be a prophet 
to tell you that you must learn to concentre upon great ob- 
jects all your desires? The heart must rest, that the mind 
may be active. At present, yon wander from aim to aim. As 
the ballast to the ship, so to the spirit are Faith and Love, 
With your whole heart, a-ffeetions, humanity, centred in one 
object, your mind and aspirations will become equally steadfast 
and in earnest. Yiola is a child as yet; you do not perceive the 
high nature the trials of life will develop. Pardon me, if I 
say that her soul, purer and loftier than your own, will bear 
^ lambliclius, De Yit. Pythag. 
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it upward, as a sacred hymn carries aloft the spirits of the 
world. Your nature wants the harmony, the music which, as 
the Pythagoreans wisely taught, at once elevates and soothes. 
I offer you that music in her love.” 

‘‘But am I sure that she does love me? 

“Artist, no; she loves you not at present; her affections are 
full of another. But if T could transfer to you, as the load- 
stone transfers its attraction to the magnet, the love that she 
has now for me, if I could cause her to see in you the ideal of 
her dreams — ” 

“Is such a gift in the power of man? ” 

“I offer it to you, if your love be lawful, if your faith in 
virtue and yourself be deep and loyal ; if not, think you that 
T would disenchant her with truth to make her adore a false- 
hood? 

“But if,’^ persisted Glyndon, “if she be all that you tell 
me, and if she love you, how can you rob yourself of so price- 
less a treasure? 

“Oh, shallow and mean heart of man! exclaimed Zanoni, 
with unaccustomed passion and vehemence, “ dost thou con- 
ceive so little of love as not to know that it sacrifices all — 
love itself — for the happiness of the thing it loves? Hear 
me! ” and Zanoni’s face grew pale. “Hear me! I press this 
upon you, because I love her, and because I fear that with me 
her fate will be less fair than with yourself. Why — ask not, 
for I will not tell you. Enough! Time presses now for your 
answer; it cannot long be delayed. Before the night of the 
third day from this, all choice will be forbidden you! ” 

“But,^’ said Glyndon, still doubting and suspicious, “but 
why this haste?” 

“Man, you are not worthy of her when you ask me. All I 
can tell you here you should have known yourself. This rav- 
isher, this man of will, this son of the old Visconti, unlike 
you, — steadfast, resolute, earnest even in his crimes, — never 
relinquishes an object. But one passion controls his lust, — 
it is his avarice. The day after his attempt on Viola, his 
uncle, the Cardinal , from whom he has large expecta- 

tions of land and gold, sent for him, and forbade him, on pain 
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of forfeiting all the possessions which his sohenies already- 
had parcelled out, to pursue with dishonourable designs one 
whom the cardinal had heeded and loved from childhood. 
This is the cause of his present pause from his pursuit. 
While we speak, the cause expires. Before the hand of the 

clock reaches the hour of noon, the Cardinal will be no 

more. At this very moment thy friend, Jean iSTicot, is with 
the Prince di 

^^He! wherefore?’’ 

ask what dower shall go with Viola Pisani, the morn- 
ing that she leaves the palace of the prince.” 

“And how do you know all this? ” 

“Pool! I tell thee again, because a lover is a watcher hy 
night’ and dayj because love never sleeps when danger men- 
aces the beloved one I ” 

“And you it was that informed the Cardinal ? ” 

“ Yes j and what has been my task might as easily have 
been thine. Speak! thine answer!” 

“You shall have it on the third day from this.” 

“Be it so. Put off, poor waverer, thy happiness to the 
last hour. On the third day from this, I will ask thee thy 
resolve.” 

“And where shall we meet? ” 

“Before midnight, where you may least expect me. You 
cannot shun me, though you may seek to do so! ” 

“Stay one moment! You condemn me as doubtful, irreso- 
lute, suspicious. Have I no cause? Can I yield without a 
struggle to the strange fascination you exert upon my mind? 
What interest can you have in me, a stranger, that you should 
thus dictate to me the gravest action in the life of man? Do 
you suppose that any one in his senses would not pause and 
deliberate and ask himself, * Why should this stranger care 
thus for me? ’ ” 

“And yet,” said Zanoni, “if I told thee that I could initiate 
thee into the secrets of that magic which the philosophy of 
the whole existing world treats as a chimera or imposture; if 
I promised to show thee how to command the beings of air 
and ocean, how to accumulate wealth more easily than a child 


128 


ZAMOm. 


can gather pebbles on the shore, to place in thy hands the 
essence of the herbs which jprolong life from age to age, the 
mystery of that attraction by which to awe all danger and 
disarm all violence and subdue man as the serpent charms the 
bird, — if I told thee that all these it was mine to possess and 
to communicate, thou wouldst listen to me then, and obey me 
without a doubt ! ” 

“It is true; and I can account for this only by the imper- 
fect associations of my childhood, by traditions in our house 
of--” 

“Your forefathers, who, in the revival of science, sought 
the secrets of Apollonius and Paracelsus.^’ 

“What!” said Glyndon, amazed, “are you so well ac- 
quainted with the annals of an obscure lineage?” 

“ To the man who aspires to know, no man who has been 
the meanest student of knowledge should be unknown. You 
ask me why I have shown this interest in your fate. There 
is one reason which I have not yet told you. There is a 
Fraternity as to whose laws and whose mysteries the most in- 
quisitive schoolmen are in the dark. By those laws, all are 
pledged to warn, to aid, and to guide even the remotest de- 
scendants of men who have toiled, though vainly, like yonr 
ancestor, in the mysteries of the Order. We are bound to 
advise them to their welfare; nay, more, — if they command 
us to it, we must accept them as our pupils. I am a survivor 
of that most ancient and immemorial union. This it was that 
bound me to thee at the first; this, perhaps, attracted thyself 
unconsciously, Son of our Brotherhood, to me.” 

“If this be so, I commaiid thee, in the name of the laws 
thon obeyest, to receive me as thy pupil! ” 

“What do you ask?” said Zanoni, passionately. “Learn 
first the conditions. No Neophyte must have, at his initia- 
tion, one affection or desire that chains him to the world. He 
must be pure from the love of woman, free from avarice and 
ambition, free from the dreams even of art, or the hope of 
earthly fame. The first sacrifice thou must make is — Viola 
herself. And for what? For an ordeal that the most daring 
courage only can encounter, the most ethereal natures alone 
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sumve! Thou art unfit for the science that has made me and 
others what we are or have been, for thy whole nature is one 
feaIP^'' 

"^^Fear!” cried Glyndon, colouring with resentment, and 
rising to the full height of his stature. 

^‘Fear! and the worst fear, — fear of the world’s opinion; 
fear of the Kicots and the Mervales; fear of thine owm im- 
pulses when most generous; fear of thine own powers when 
thy genius is most bold; fear that virtue is not eternal; fear 
that God does not live in heaven to keep watch on earth ; fear, 
the fear of little men; and that fear is never known to the 
great.’’ 

With these words Zanoni abruptly left the artist, — hum- 
bled, bewildered, and not convinced. He remained alone 
with his thoughts, till he was aroused by the striking of the 
clock; he then suddenly remembered Zanoni’s prediction of 
the cardinal’s death; and seized with an intense desire to 
learn its truth, he hurried into the streets, he gained the car- 
dinal’s palace. Five minutes before noon his Eminence had 
expired, after an illness of less than an hour. Zanoni’s visit 
had occupied more time than the illness of the cardinal. 
Awed and perplexed, he turned from the palace, and as he 
walked through the Chiaja, he saw Jean Hicot emerge from 
the portals of the Prince di . 


CHAPTBE V. 


Two loves I have of comfort and despair, 
Which like two spirits do suggest me still. 


Venerable Brotherhood, so sacred and so little known, 
from whose secret and precious archives the materials for this 
history have been drawn; ye who have retained from century 
to century all that time has spared of the august and venera* 
ble science, — thanks to you, if now for the first time, some 
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record of the thoughts and actions of no false and self-styled 
luminary of your Order be given; however imijerfectly, to the 
world. Many have called themselves of your band; many 
spurious pretenders have been so called by the learned igno- 
rance which still, baffled and perplexed, is driven to confess 
that it knows nothing of your origin, your ceremonies, or doc- 
trines, nor even if you still have local habitation on the 
earth. Thanks to you if I, the only one of my country in 
this age admitted, with a profane footstep, into your myste- 
rious Academ4,^ have been by you empowered and instructed 
to adapt to the comprehension of the uninitiated some few of 
the starry truths which shone on the great Shemaia of the 
Chaldean Lore, and gleamed dimly through the darkened 
knowledge of later disciples, labouring, like Psellus and lam- 
blichus, to revive the embers of the fire which burned in the 
Hamarin of the East. Though not to us of an aged and hoary 
world is vouchsafed the name which, so say the earliest ora- 
cles of the earth, “ rushes into the infinite worlds, ” yet is it 
ours to trace the reviving truths, through each new discovery 
of the philosopher and chemist. The laws of Attraction, of 
Electricity, and of the yet more mysterious agency of that 
Great Principle of Life, which, if drawn from the Universe, 
would leave the Universe a Grave, were but the code in which 
the Theurgy of old sought the guides that led it to a legisla- 
tion and science of its own. To rebuild on words the frag- 
ments of this history, it seems to me as if, in a solemn trance, 
I was led through the ruins of a city whose only remains were 
tombs, Erom the sarcophagus and the urn I awake the 
Genius ® of the extinguished Torch, and so closely does its 
shape resemble Eros, that at moments I scarcely know 
which of ye dictates to me — 0 Love ! 0 Death ! 

And it stirred in the YirgiiPs heart,— this new unfathom- 
able and divine emotion. Was it only the ordinary affection 
of the pulse and the fancy, of the eye to the Beautiful, of the 
ear to the Eloquent, or did it not justify the notion she herself 

^ The reader will have the goodness to remember that this is said by the 
author of the original manuscript, not by the editor. 

2 The Greek Genius of Death. 
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conceived of it,—- that it was born not of the senses, that it 
was less earthly and human love than the effect of some won- 
drous but hot unholy charm? I said that, from that day, in 
which no longer with awe and trembling, she surrendered 
herself to the influence of Zanoni, she had sought to put her 
thoughts into words. Let the thoughts attest their own 
nature. 


THE SELF -CONFESSIONAL. 

“ Is it tlie Daylight that shines on me, or the memory of thy presence? 
Wherever I look, the world seems full of thee ; in every ray that trembles 
on the water, that smiles upon the leaves, I behold but a likeness to 
thine eyes. What is this change that alters not only myself, but the 
face of the whole universe? 


“ How instantaneously leaped into life the power with which thou sway- 
est my heart in its ebb and flow. Thousands were around me, and I saw 
but thee. That was the Night in which I first entered upon the world 
which crowds life into a Drama, and has no language but music. How 
strangely and how suddenly with thee became that world evermore con- 
nected I What the delusion of the stage was to others, thy presence was 
to me. My life, too, seemed to centre into those short hours, and from 
thy lips I heard a music, mute to all ears but mine. I sit in the room 
where my father dwelt. Here, on that happy night, forgetting why tJiey 
were so happy, I shrank into the shadow, and sought to guess what thou 
wert to me; and my mother’s low voice woke me, and I crept to my 
father’s side, close — close, from fear of my own thoughts. 

^^Ah, sweet and sad was the morrow to that night, when thy lips 
warned me of the future I An orphan now, what is there that lives for 
me to think of, to dream upon, to revere, but thou ! 

‘‘ How tenderly thou hast rebuked me for the grievous wrong that my 
thoughts did thee ! Why should I have shuddered to feel thee glancing 
upon my thoughts like the beam on the solitary tree, to which thou 
didst once liken me so well ? It was — it was that, like that tree, I 
struggled for the light, and the light came. They tell me of love, and 
my very life of the stage breathes the language of love into my lips. 
No ; again and again, I know that ivS not the love that I feel for thee ! it 
is not a passion, — it is a thought ! I ask not to be loved again ; I murmur 
not that thy words are stern and thy looks are cold ; I ask not if I have 
rivals ; I sigh not to be fair in thine eyes. It is my spirit that would 
blend itself with thine. I would give worlds, though we were apart, 
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thougli oceans rolled between us, to know the hour in which thy gaze 
was lifted to the stars, in which thy heart poured itself in prayer. They 
tell me thou art more beautiful than the marble images that are fairer 
than all human forms ; but I have never dared to gaze steadfastly on thy 
face, that memory might compare thee with the rest. Only thine eyes 
and thy soft, calm smile haunt me ; as when I look upon the moon, all 
that passes into my heart is her silent light. 

“ Often, when the air is calm, I have thought that I hear the strains 
of my father^s music ; often, though long stilled in the grave, have they 
waked me from the dreams of the solemn night. Methinks, ere thou 
comest to me, that I hear them herald thy approach. Methinks I hear 
them wail and moan, when I sink back into myself on seeing thee 
depart. Thou art of that music, — its spirit, its genius. My father 
must have guessed at thee and thy native regions when the winds 
hushed to listen to his tones, and the world deemed him mad 1 I hear, 
where I sit, the far murmur of the sea. Murmur on, ye blessed waters I 
The waves are the pulses of the shore They beat with the gladness of 
the morning wind ; so beats my heart in the freshness and light that 
make up the thoughts of thee ! 

“ Often in my childhood I have mused and asked for what I was born, 
and my soul answered my heart, and said, * Tho^i weri horn to worship ! ’ 
Yes ; I know why the real world has ever seemed to me so false and 
cold. I know why the world of the stage charmed and dazzled me. I 
know why it was so sweet to sit apart and gaze my whole being into the 
distant heavens. My nature is not formed for this life, happy though 
that life seem to others. It is its very want to have ever before it some 
image loftier than itself! Stranger, in what realm above, when the 
grave is past, shah my soul, hour after hour, worship at the same source 
as thine? 

In the gardens of my neighbour there is a small fountain. I stood 
by it this morning after sunrise. How it sprang up, with its eager 
spray, to the sunbeams! And then I thought that I should see thee 
again this day, and so sprang my heart to the new morning which thou 
hringest me from the skies. 

I Time seen, I have listened to thee again. How bold I have become ! 

I ran on with my childlike thoughts and stories, m}’' recollections of the 
past, as if I had known thee from an infant. Suddenly the idea of my 
presumption struck me. I stopped, and timidly sought thine eyes. 
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^ Well, and when you found that the nightingale refused to sing ? ’ f I 

“ * Ah,’ I said, ‘ what to thee this history of the heart of a child ? ’ ; 

‘ Viola,’ didst thou answer, with that voice, so inexpressibly calm I 

and earnest, — ^ Viola, the darkness of a child’s heart is often but the * 

shadow of a star. Speak on 1 And thy nightingale, when they caught ; j 

and caged it, refused to sing ? ’ i 

‘‘ V And I placed the cage yonder, amidst the vine-leaves, and took up 
my lute, and spoke to it on the strings ; for I thought that all music 
was its native language, and it would understand that I sought to com- 
fort it.’ I 

“^Yes,’ saidst thou; ‘and at last it answered thee, but not with 
song, — in a sharp, brief cry, so mournful, that thy hands let fall the lute, 
and the tears gushed from thine eyes. So softly didst thou unbar the ; 

cage, and the nightingale flew into yonder thicket ; and thou heardst the ! 

foliage rustle, and looking through the moonlight, thine eyes saw that it 
had found its mate. It sang to thee then from the boughs a long, loud, 
joyous jubilee. And musing, thou didst feel that it was not the vine- | 

leaves or the moonlight that made the bird give melody to night ; and 
that the secret of its music was the presence of a thing beloved.’ 

“How didst thou know my thoughts in that childlike time better 
than I knew myself 1 How is the humble life of my past years, with 
its mean events, so mysteriously familiar to thee, bright stranger I 
I wonder — but I do not again dare to fear thee! [ 

“ Once the thought of him oppressed and weighed me down. As an 5 

infant that longs for the moon, my being was one vague desire for I 

something never to be attained. Kow I feel rather as if to think of 
thee sufficed to remove every fetter from my spirit. I float in the still 
seas of light, and nothing seems too high for my wings, too glorious for 
my eyes. It was mine ignorance that made me fear thee. A knowledge 
that is not in books seems to breathe around thee as an atmosphere. 

How little have I read 1 how little have I learned ! Yet when thou art 

by my side, it seems as if the veil were lifted from all wisdom and all ; 

nature. I startle when I look even at the words I have written; they 

seem not to come from myself, but are the signs of another language 

which thou hast taught my heart, and which my hand traces rapidly, as | 

at thy dictation. Sometimes, while I write or muse, I could fancy that ; 

I heard light wings hovering around me, and saw dim shapes of beauty ; 

floating round, and vanishing as they smiled upon me. Ho unquiet and ; 

fearful dream ever comes to me now in sleep, yet sleep and waking are 
alike but as one dream. In sleep, I wander with thee, not through the 
paths of earth, but through impalpable air, — an air which seems a 
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music, — upward and upward, as the soul mounts on the tones of a lyre I 
Till I knew thee, I was as a slave to the earth. Thou hast given to me 
the liberty of the universe ! Before, it was life; it seems to me now as 
if I had commenced eternity ! 

“ Formerly, when I was to appear upon the stage, my heart beat more 
loudly. I trembled to encounter the audience, whose breath gave shame 
or renown ; and now I have no fear of them. I see them, heed them, 
hear them not ! I know that there will be music in my voice, for it is a 
hymn that I pour to thee. Thou never comest to the theatre ; and that 
no longer grieves me. Thou art become too sacred to appear a part of 
the common world, and I feel glad that thou art not by when crowds 
have a right to judge me. 

“And he spoke to me of AKOTHER,—to another he would consign 
me! hTo, it is not love that I feel for thee, Zanoni ; or why did 1 hear 
thee without anger; why did thy command seem to me not a thing 
impossible ? As the strings of the instrument obey the hand of the 
master, thy look modulates the wildest chords of my heart to thy will. 
If it please thee — yes, let it be so. Thou art Lord of my destinies ; 
they cannot rebel against thee 1 I almost think I (jould love him, who- 
ever it be, on whom thou wouldst shed the rays that circumfuse thyself. 
Whatever thou hast touched, I love; whatever thou speakest of, I love. 
Thy hand played with these vine-leaves; I wear them in my bosom. 
Thou seemest to me the source of all love ; too high and too bright to 
be loved thyself, hut darting light into other objects, on which the eye 
can gaze less dazzled. No, no; it is not love that I feel for thee, and 
therefore it is that I do not blush to nourish and confess it. Shame on 
me if I loved, knowing myself so worthless a thing to thee ! 

“ Another ! — my memory echoes back that word. Another ! Dost 
thou mean that I shall see thee no more ? It is not sadness, it is not 
despair that seizes me. I cannot weep. It is an utter sense of desola- 
tion. I am plunged back into the common life, and I shudder coldly 
at the solitude; but I will obey thee, if thou wilt. Shall I not see thee 
again beyond the grave ? Oh, how sweet it were to die I 

“Why do I not struggle from the web in which my will is thus 
entangled ? Hast thou a right to dispose of me thus ? Give me back, 
give me back the life I knew before I gave life itself away to thee. 
Give me back the careless dreams of my youth, — my liberty of heart 
that sang aloud as it walked the earth. Thou hast disenchanted me of 
everything that is not of thyself. Where was the sin, at least, to think 
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of thee, to see thee? Thy kiss still glows upon my hand*, is that hand 
mine to bestow? Thy kiss claimed and hallowed it to thyself. Str^nger^ 
I will no^ obey thee. 

‘‘ Another day I one day of the fatal three is gone ! It is strange to 
me that since the sleep of the last night, a deep calm has settled upon 
my breast. I feel so assured that my very being is become a part of 
thee, that I cannot believe that my life can be separated from thine ; 
and in this conviction I repose, and smile even at thy words and my own 
fears. Thou art fond of one maxim, which thou repeatest in a thou- 
sand forms, — that the beauty of the soul is faith j that as ideal loveli- 
ness to the sculptor, faith is to the heart; that faith, rightly understood, 
extends over all the works of the Creator, whom we can know but 
through belief ; that it embraces a tranquil confidence in ourselves, and 
a serene repose as to our future ; that it is the moonlight that sways the 
tides of the human sea. That faith I comprehend now. I reject all 
doubt, all fear. I know that I have inextricably linked the whole that 
makes the inner life to thee ; and thou canst not tear me from thee, if 
thou wouldst! And this change from struggle into calm came to me 
with sleep, — a sleep without a dream ; but when I w’oke, it was with a 
mysterious sense of happiness, — an indistinct memory of something 
blessed, — as if thou hadst cast from afar off a smile upon my slumber. 
At night I was so sad ; not a blossom that had not closed itself up as if 
never more to open to the sun ; and the night itself, in the heart as on 
the earth, has ripened the blossoms into flowers. The world is beautiful 
once more, but beautiful in repose ; not a breeze stirs thy tree, not a 
doubt my soul 1 


CHAPTER VI. 

Tu vegga o per violenzia o per inganno 
Fatire o disonore o mortal daimo.i 

Orlande Fur. canto xlii. ’ . 

It was a small cabinet; the walls were covered with pic- 
tures, one of which was worth more than the whole lineage of 
the owner of the palace. Oh, yes! Zanoni was right. The 

* Thou art about either through violence or artifice to suffer either di«^ 
honour or mortal loss.” 
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painter i$ a magician; the gold lie at least wrings from Ms 
crucible is no delusion. A Venetian noble might be a fribble 
or an assassin, a scoundrel or a dolt, worthless or worse than 
worthless, yet he might have sat to Titian, and his portrait 
may be inestimable! A few inches of painted canvas a thou- 
sand times more valuable than a man with his veins and mus- 
cles, brain, will, heart, and intellect! 

In this cabinet sat a man of about three and forty; dark- 
eyed, sallow, with short prominent features, a massive con- 
formation of jaw, and thick, sensual, but resolute lips; this 

man was the Prince di . His form, above the middle 

height, and rather inclined to corpulence, was clad in a loose 
dressing-robe of rich brocade. On a table before him lay an 
old-fashioned sword and hat, a mask, dice and dice-box, a 
portfolio, and an inkstand of silver curiously carved. 

“Well, Mascari,’’ said the prince, looking up towards his 
parasite, who stood by the embrasure of the deep-set barri- 
cadoed window, — “well! the cardinal sleeps with his fathers. 
I require comfort for the loss of so excellent a relation; and 
where a more dulcet voice than Viola Pisani’s? ” 

“Is your Excellency serious? So soon after the death of 
his Eminence?” 

“It will be the less talked of, and I the less suspected. 
Hast thou ascertained the name of the insolent who baffled us 
that night, and advised the cardinal the next day? ” 

“Hot yet.” 

“Sapient Mascari! I will inform thee. It was the strange 
Unknown.” 

“The Signor Zanoni! Are you sure, my prince? ” 

“Mascari, yes. There is a tone in that man^s voice that I 
never can mistake, — so clear and so commanding, when I 
hear it I almost fancy there is such a thing as conscience. 
However, we must rid ourselves of an impertinent. Mascari, 
Signor Zanoni hath not yet honoured our poor house with his 
presence. He is a distinguished stranger; we must give a 
banquet in his honour.” 

“Ah, and the Cyprus wine! The cypress is a proper em- 
blem of the grave.” 
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“But this anon. I am superstitious; there are strange | 

stories of Zanoni’s power and foresight; remember the death 1 

of Ughelli. No matter! though the Fiend were his ally, he i 

should not rob me of my prize, — no, nor my revenge.” 

“Your Excellency is infatuated; the actress has bewitched 
you.” 

“Mascari,” said the prince, with a haughty smile, “through 
these veins rolls the blood of the old Visconti, — of those who 
boasted that no woman ever escaped their lust, and no man 
their resentment. The crown of my fathers has shrunk into 
a gewgaw and a toy; their ambition and their spirit are un- 
decayed. My honour is now enlisted in this pursuit; Viola 
must be mine!” j 

“Another ambuscade?” said Mascari, inquiringly. | 

^‘Nay, why not enter the house itself? The situation is - 

lonely, and the door is not made of iron.” | 

“But what if, on her return home, she tell the tale of our j 

violence? A house forced, a virgin stolen? Eeflect; though ! 

the feudal privileges are not destroyed, even a Visconti is not 
now above the law.” ! 

“Is he not, Mascari? Fool! in what age of the world, even ; 

if the Madmen of France succeed in their chimeras, will the 
iron of law not bend itself, like an osier twig, to the strong 
hand of power and gold? But look not so pale, Mascari; I 
have foreplanned all things. The day that she leaves this 
palace, she will leave it for France, with M. Jean Nicot.” 

Before Mascari could reply, the gentleman of the chamber 
announced the Signor Zanoni. 

The prince involuntarily laid his hand upon the sword ; 

placed on the table, then with a smile at his own impulse, 
rose and met his visitor at the threshold, with all the profuse | 

and respectful courtesy of Italian simulation. | 

“This is an honour highly prized,^' said the prince. “I I 

have long desired to clasp the hand of one so distinguished — ” 

“ And I give it in the spirit with which you seek it,” replied 
Zanoni. : 

The Neapolitan bowed over the hand he pressed; but as he 
touched it, a shiver came over him, and his heart stood still* 
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Zanoni Jent on. him his dark, smiling eyes, and then seated 
himself with a familiar air. 

“Thus it is signed and sealed j I mean our friendship, noble 
prince. And now I will tell you the object of my visit. I 
find, Excellency, that, unconsciously perhaps, we are rivals. 
Can we not accommodate our pretensions?*’ 

“Ah,” said the prince, carelessly, “you then were the cav- 
alier who robbed me of the reward of my chase. All strata- 
gems fair in love as in war. Keconcile our pretensions! 
Well, here is the dice-box; let us throw for her. He w'ho 
casts the lowest shall resign his claim.” 

“Is this a decision by which you will promise to be bound? ” 

“Yes, on my faith.” 

“ And for him who breaks his word so plighted, what shall 
be the forfeit? ” 

“The sword lies next to the dice-box. Signor Zanoni. Let 
him who stands not by his honour fall by the sword.” 

“And you invoke that sentence if either of us fail his word? 
Be it so; let Signor Mascari cast for us.” 

“Well said! Mascari, the dice! ” 

The prince threw himself back in his chair; and, world- 
hardened as he was, he could not suppress the glow of triumph 
and satisfaction that spread itself over his features. Mascaii 
took up the three dice, and rattled them noisily in the box, 
Zanoni, leaning his cheek on his hand, and bending over the 
table, fixed his eyes steadfastly on the parasite; Mascari in 
vain struggled to extricate himself from that searching gaze : 
he grew pale, and trembled; he put down the box. 

“ I give the first throw to your Excellency, Signor Mascari, 
be pleased to terminate our suspense.” 

Again Mascari took up the box; again his hand shook, so 
that the dice rattled within. He threw; the numbers were 
.lixteen. 

“It is a high throw,” said Zanoni, calmly; “nevertheless, 
Signor Mascari, I do not despond.” 

Mascari gathered up the dice, shook the box, and rolled the 
contents once more on the table; the number was the highest 
that can be thrown,—- eighteen. 
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The priiice darted a glance of fire at his minion, who stood 
with gaping mouth, staring at the dice, and trembling from 
head to foot. 

“I have won, you see,” said Zanoni; ^^may we be friends 
still?” 

Signor,” said the prince, obviously struggling with anger 
and confusion, “the victory is yours. But pardon me, you 
have spoken lightly of this young girl; will anything tempt 
^rou to yield your claim? ” 

“Ah, do not think so ill of my gallantry; and,” resumed 
Zanoni, with a stern meaning in his voice, “forget not the 
forfeit your own lips have named.” 

The prince knit his brow, but constrained the haughty an- 
swer that was his first impulse. 

“Enough!” he said, forcing a smile; “I yield. Let me 
prove that I do not yield ungraciously : will you favour me 
with your presence at a little feast I propose to give in 
honour,” — he added, with a sardonic mockery, — “of the ele- 
vation of my kinsman, the late cardinal, of pious memory, to 
the true seat of Saint Peter? ” 

“It is, indeed, a happiness to hear one command of yours I 
can obey.” 

Zanoni then turned the conversation, talked lightly and 
gayly, and soon afterwards departed. 

“Villain!” then exclaimed the prince, grasping Mascari by 
the collar, “you betrayed me! ” 

“I assure your Excellency that the dice were properly ar- 
ranged; he should have thrown twelve; but he is the Devil, 
and that the end of it.” 

“There is no time to be lost,” said the prince, quitting his 
hold of his parasite, who quietly resettled his cravat. “My t I 

blood is up; I will win this girl, if I die for it! What noise [ I 

is that? ” ' 1= 

“It is but the sword of your illustrious ancestor that has | 

fallen from the table.” 
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CHAPTEE VII. 

Ii, ne fant appeller aucim ordre si ce n'est en temps clair et serein.^ 

Les Clavicules du Rahhi Salomon, 

LETTEE EEOM ZANONI TO MEJNOUE. 

My art is already dim and troubled. I have lost the tran- 
quillity wbicb is power. I cannot influence the decisions of 
those whom I would most guide to the shore; I see them wan- 
der farther and deeper into the infinite ocean^ where our barks 
sail evermore to the^horizon that lies before us ! Amazed and 
awed to find that I ^ only warn where I would control, I 
have looked into my ow^iPNipul. It is true that the desires of 
earth chain me to the PresS^, and shut me from the solemn 
secrets which Intellect, purifieo^om all the dross of the clay, 
alone can examine and survey. stern condition on which 
we hold our nobler and diviner gifts darkens our vision towards 
the future of those for whom we know the human infirmities 
of jealousy or hate or love. Mejnour, all around me is mist 
aad haze; I have gone back in our sublime existence; and 
from the bosom of the imperishable youth that blooms only 
in the spirit, springs up the dark poison-flower of human 
love. \ 

This man is not worthy of her, — I know that truth; yet in 
his nature are the seeds of good and greatness, if the tares 
and weeds of worldly vanities and fears would suffer them to 
grow. If she were his, and I had thus transplanted to an- 
other soil the passion that obscures my gaze and disarms my 
power, unseen, unheard, unrecognized, I could watch over his 
fate, and secretly prompt his deeds, and minister to her wel- 
fare through his own. But time rushes on! Through the 

1 “ Ko order of spirits must be invoked unless the weather be clear and 
serene.'' 
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sliadows that encircle me, I see, gathering round her, the 
darkest dangers. No choice but flight; no escape, save with 
him or me. With me! — the rapturous thought, the terrible 
conviction! With me I Mejiiour, canst thou wonder that I 
would save her from myself? A moment in the life of ages, 
a bubble on the shoreless sea — what else to me can be human 
love? And in this exquisite nature of hers — more pure, 
more spiritual, even in its young affections, than ever, here- 
tofore, the countless volumes of the heart, race after race, have 
given to my gaze — there is yet a deep-buried feeling that 
warns me of inevitable woe. Thou, austere and remorseless 
Hierophant, — thou who hast sought to convert to our brother- 
hood every spirit that seemed to thee most high and bold, — 
even thou knowest, by horrij^le experience, how vain the hope 
to banish /ca?’ from the heart of woman. My life would be 
to her one marvel. Even if, on the other hand, I sought to 
guide her path through the realms of terror to the light, think 
of the Haunter of the Threshold, and shudder with me at the 
awful hazard! I have endeavoured to fill the Englishman's 
ambition with the true glory of his art; but the restless spirit 
of his ancestor still seems to whisper in him, and to attract to 
the spheres in which it lost its own wandering way. There 
is a mystery in man^s inheritance from his fathers. Peculi- 
arities of the mind, as diseases of the body, rest dormant for 
generations, to revive in some distant descendant, baflie all 
treatment, and elude all skill. Come to me from thy solitude 
amidst the wrecks of Eome! I pant for a living confidant, for 
one who in the old time has himself known jealousy and love. 
I have sought commune with Adon-Ai; but his presence, that 
once inspired such heavenly content with knowledge, and so 
serene a confidence in destiny, now only troubles and per- 
plexes me. From the height from which I strive to search 
into the shadows of things to come, I see confused spectres of 
menace and wrath. Me thinks I behold a ghastly limit to the 
V' ondrous existence I have held; methinks that, after ages of 
the Ideal Life, I see my course merge into the most stormy 
whirlpool of the Eeai. Where the stars opened to me their 
gates, there looms a scaffold; thick steams of blood rise as 
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from a shambles. What is more strange to me, a creature 
here, a very type of the false ideal of common men — body 
and mind, a hideous mockery of the art that shapes the Beau- 
tiful, and the desires that seek the Perfect — ever haunts my 
vision amidst these perturbed and broken clouds of the fate 
to be. By that shadowy scaffold it stands and gibbers at me, 
with lips dropping slime and gore. Come, 0 friend of the 
far-time 5 for me, at least, thy wisdom has not purged away 
thy human affections. According to the bonds of our solemn 
order, reduced now to thee and myself, lone survivors of so 
many haughty and glorious aspirants, thou art pledged, too, 
to warn the descendant of those whom thy counsels sought 
to initiate into the great secret in a former age. The last of 
that bold Visconti, who was once thy pupil, is the relentless 
persecutor of this fair child. With thoughts of lust and mur- 
der, he is digging his own grave; thou mayest yet daunt him 
from his doom. And I also mysteriously, by the same bond, 
am pledged to obey, if he so command, a less guilty descend- 
ant of a baffled but nobler student. If he reject my counsel, 
and insist upon the pledge, Mejnour, thou wilt have another 
l!leophyte. Beware of another victim! Come to me! This 
will reach thee with all speed. Answer it by the pressure of 
one hand that I can dare to clasp! 


CHAPTEE VIII. 


Il lupo 

Ferito, credo, mi conobbe e 'ncontro 
Mi venne con la bocca sanguinosa,^ 

Aminta, At ir. sc. 1 


At hTaples, the Tomb of Virgil, beetling over the cave of 
Posilipo, is reverenced, not with the feelings that should 
hallow the memory of the poet, but the awe that wraps the 

i The wounded wolf, I think, knew me, and came to meet me with it» 
bloody mouth.” 
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memory of the magician. To Ms charms they ascribe the 
hollowing of that mountain passage; and tradition yet guards 
his tomb by the spirits he had raised to construct the carern. 
This spot, in the immediate vicinity of Viola’s home, had 
often attracted her solitary footsteps. She had loved the dim 
and solemn fancies that beset her as she looked into the 
lengthened gloom of the grotto, or, ascending to the tomb, 
gazed from the rock on the dwarfed figures of the busy crowd 
that seemed to creep like insects along the windings of the 
soil below; and now, at noon, she bent thither her thoughtful 
way. She threaded the narrow path, she passed the gloomy 
vineyard that clambers up the rock, and gained the lofty spot, 
green with moss and luxuriant foliage, where the dust of him 
who yet soothes and elevates the minds of men is believed to 
rest. From afar rose the huge fortress of St. Elmo, frowning 
darkly amidst spires and domes that glittered in the sun. 
Lulled in its azure splendour lay the Siren’s sea; and the gray 
smoke of Vesuvius, in the clear distance, soared like a moving 
pillar into the lucid sky. Motionless on the brink of the 
precipice, Viola looked upon the lovely and living world that 
stretched below ; and the sullen vapour of Vesuvius fascinated 
her eye yet more than the scattered gardens, or the gleaming 
Caprea, smiling amidst the smiles of the sea. She heard not 
a step that had followed her on her path, and started to hear 
a voice at hand. So sudden was the apparition of the form 
that stood by her side, emerging from the bushes that clad 
the crags, and so singularly did it harmonize in its uncouth 
ugliness with the wild nature of the scene immediately 
around her, and the wizard traditions of the place, that 
the colour left her cheek, and a faint cry broke from her 
lips. 

^^Tush; pretty trembler! do not be frightened at my face,” 
said the man, with a bitter smile. “After three months’ mar- 
riage there is no difference between ugliness and beauty. 
Custom is a great leveller. I was coming to your house when 
I saw you leave it; so, as I have matters of importance to 
communicate, I ventured to follow your footsteps. My name 
is Jean FTicot, — a name already favourably known as a French 
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artist. The art of painting and the art of music are nearly 
connected, and the stage is an altar that unites the two.” 

There was something frank and unembarrassed in the inan\s 
address, that served to dispel the fear his appearance had oc- 
casioned. He seated himself, as he spoke, on a crag beside 
her, and, looking up steadily into her face, continued,— 

“You are very beautiful, Viola Pisani, and I am not sur- 
prised at the number of your admirers. If I presume to 
place myself in the list, it is because I am the only one who 
loves thee honestly, and woos thee fairly. Hay, look not so 

indignant! Listen to me. Has the Prince di ever 

spoken to thee of marriage; or the beautiful impostor Zanoni: 
or the young blue-eyed Englishman, Clarence Glyndon? It 
is marriage, it is a home, it is safety, it is reputation, that I 
offer to thee. And these last, when the straight form grows 
crooked, and the bright eyes dim. What say you? ” and he 
attempted to seize her hand. 

Viola shrank from him, and silently turned to depart. He 
rose abruptly, and placed himself on her path. 

Actress, you must hear me ! Do you know what this call- 
ing of the stage is in the eyes of prejudice, — that is, of the 
common opinion of mankind? It is to be a Princess before 
the lamps, and a Pariah before the day. Ho man believes in 
your virtue, no man credits your vows; you are the puppet 
that they consent to trick out with tinsel for their amuse- 
ment, — not an idol for their worship. Are you so enamoured 
of this career that you scorn even to think of security and 
honour? Perhaps you are different from what you seem. 
Perhaps you laugh at the prejudice that would degrade you, 
and would wisely turn it to advantage. Speak frankly to me ; 
I have no prejudice either. Sweet one, I am sure we should 

agree. How this Prince di I have a message from him. 

Shall I deliver it? ” 

. Hever had Viola felt as she felt then; never had she so 
thoroughly seen all the perils of her forlorn condition and her 
fearful renown . Hicot continued, — 

“Zanoni would but amuse himself with thy vanity; Glyn- 
don would despise himself, if he offered thee his name, and 
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tliee, if tliom wouMst accept it; but the Prince di >—-• is in 
earnest^ and he is wealthy. Listen! ” 

And Hicot approached his lips to her, and hissed a sentence 
which she did not suffer him to complete. She darted from 
him with one glance of unutterable disdain. As he stroTe to 
regain his hold of her arm, he lost his footing, and fell down 
the sides of the rock, till, bruised and lacerated, a pine-branch 
saved him from the yawning abyss below. She heard his ex- 
clamation of rage and pain, as she bounded down the path, 
and, without once turning to look behind, regained her home. 
By the porch stood Glyndon, conversing with Gionetta. She 
passed him abruptly, entered the house, and, sinking on the 
floor, wept loud and passionately, 

Glyndon, who had followed her in surprise, vainly sought 
to soothe and calm her. She would not reply to his ques- 
tions; she did not seem to listen to his protestations of love, 
till suddenly, as Nicot^s terrible picture of the world^s judg- 
ment of that profession, which to her younger thoughts had 
seemed the service of song and the Beautiful, forced itself 
upon her, she raised her face froin her hands, and looking 
steadily upon the Englishman, said, False one, dost thou 
talk to me of love? ” 

“By my honour, -words fail to tell thee how I love ! ” 

“Wilt thou give me thy home, thy name? Dost thou woo 
me as thy wife?” And at that moment, had Glyndon an- 
swered as his better angel would have counselled, perhaps, in 
that revolution of her whole mind, which the words of Nieot 
had effected, which made her despise her -very self, sicken of 
her lofty dreams, despair of the future, and distrust her whole 
ideal, — perhaps, I say, in restoring her self-esteem, he would 
have won her confidence, and ultimately secured her love. 
But against the prompting of his nobler nature, rose up at 
that sudden question all those doubts which, as Zanoni had so 
well implied, made the true enemies of his soul. Was he 
thus suddenly to be entangled into a snare laid for his credu- 
lity by deceivers? Was she not instructed to seize the mo- 
ment to force him into an avowal which prudence must repent? 
Was not the great Actress rehearsing a premeditated part? 

10 
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He tiiraed round, as tliese thoughts, the children of the 
world, passed across him, for he literally fancied that he 
heard the sarcastic laugh of Mervale without; Nor was ho 
deceived. Mervale was passing by the threshold, and Gio- 
netta had told him his friend was within. Who does not 
know the effect of the world’s laugh? Mervale was the per- 
sonation of the world. The whole world seemed to shout 
derision in those ringing tones. He drew back, he recoiled. 
Yiola followed him with her earnest, impatient eyes. At last 
he faltered forth, ‘^Do all of thy profession, beautiful Yiola, 
exact marriage as the sole condition of love? ” 0 bitter ques- 
tion! 0 poisoned taunt! He repented it the moment after. 
He was seized with remorse of reason, of feeling, and of con- 
science. He saw her form shrink, as it were, at his cruel 
words. He saw the colour come and go, to leave the writhing 
lips like marble 5 and then, with a sad, gentle look of self- 
pity, rather than reproach, she pressed her hands tightly to 
her bosom, and said, — 

^He was right! Pardon me, Englishman j I see now, in- 
deed, that I am the Pariah and the outcast.” 

‘Hear me. I retract. Yiola, Yiola! it is for you to 
forgive!” 

But Yiola waved him from her, and smiling mournfully, as 
she passed him by, glided from the chamber; and he did not 
dare to detain her. 
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CHAPTER IX, 

Dajne. Ma, chi lung’ e d'Amor, 

Tit^u Chi teme e fugge. 

Dafne, E che giova fuggir da lui ch’ ha Tali ? 

Tirsi, Amor nascenie ha corte Vali! ^ 

Amintaj At. ii. sc. ii. 

When Glyndon found himself without Viola’s house, Mer- 
vale, still loitering at the door, seized Ms arm. Glyndon 
shook him off abruptly. 

*‘Thou and thy counsels,” said he, bitterly, “have made me 
a coward and a wretch. But I will go home, I will write to 
her, I will pour out my whole soul; she will forgive me 
yet.” 

Mervale, who was a man of impenetrable temper, arranged 
his ruffles, which his friend’s angry gesture had a little dis- 
composed ; and not till Glyndon had exhausted himself a while 
by passionate exclamations and reproaches did the experienced 
angler begin to tighten the line. He then drew from Glyn- 
don the explanation of what had passed, and artfully sought 
not to irritate, but soothe him. Mervale, indeed, was by no 
means a bad man; he had stronger moral notions than are 
common amongst the young. He sincerely reproved his friend 
for harbouring dishonourable intentions with regard to the 
actress. 

“Because I would not have her thy wife, I never dreamed 
that thou shouldst degrade her to thy mistress. Better of the 
two an imprudent match than an illicit connection. But pause 
yet; do not act on the impulse of the moment.” 

“But there is no time to lose, I have promised to Zanoni 
to give him my answer by to-morrow night. Later than that 
time, all option ceases.” 

1 ** Dafne . — But who is far from Loye ? Tirsi . — He who fears and 
flies. Dafne. — What use to flee from oae who has wings ? Tirsi. — The 
wings of Love, while he yet grows, are short." 
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said Mervale, “this seems suspicious. Explain 

yourself.” 

And Glyndon, in tke earnestness of kis passion^ told kis 
friend -vykat kad passed between kimself and Zanoni,— sup- 
X)ressing only, ke scarce knew wky, the reference to kis ances- 
tor and tke mysterious brotkerkood. 

Tkis recital gave to Mervale all tke advantages ke could 
desire. Heavens ! with wkat sound, skrewd common-sense ke 
talked. How evidently some ckarlatanic coalition between 
the actress, and perkaps — wko knows? — ker clandestine pro- 
tector, sated witk possession! How equivocal tke ckaracter 
of one, tke position of tke otkerl Wkat cunning in tke ques- 
tion of tke actress ! How profoundly kad Glyndon, at tke first 
suggestion of kis sober reason, seen tkrougk tke snare! Wkat! 
was ke to be tkus mystically cajoled and hurried into a rask 
marriage, because Zanoni, a mere stranger, told him witk a 
grave face tkat ke must decide before tke clock struck a cer- 
tain kour? 

“Do tkis, at least,” said Mervale, reasonably enough,— 
“wait till tke time expires*, it is but another day. Baffle 
Zanoni. He tells thee tkat ke will meet tkee before midnight 
to-morrow, and defies tkee to avoid him, Pook ! let us quit 
]!Taples for some neighbouring place, where, unless ke be in- 
deed tke Devil, ke cannot possibly find us. Show him tkat 
you will not be led blindfold even into an act tkat you medi- 
tate yourself. Defer to write to her or to see her till after 
to-morrow. Tkis is all I ask. Then visit her, and decide for 
yourself.” 

Glyndon was staggered. He could not combat the reason- 
ings of kis friend; he was not convinced, but ke hesitated; 
and at tkat moment ISTicot passed them. He turned round and 
stopped, as ke saw Glyndon. 

“Well, and do you think still of tke Pisani? ” 

“Yes; and you — ” 

“Have seen and conversed with her. She shall be Madame 
Xicot before tkis day week! I am going to tke in tke 
Toledo; and hark ye, when next you meet your friend Signor 
Zanoni, tell kirn tkat ke has twice crossed my path. Jean 
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shadows that encircle me, I see, gathering round her, the 
darkest dangers. .¥0 choice but flight; no escape, save with 
him or me. With me! — the rapturous thought, the terrible 
conviction! With me! Mejnour, canst thou wonder that I 
would save her from myself? A moment in the life of ages, 
a bubble on the shoreless sea — what else to me can be human 
love? And in this exquisite nature of hers- — more pure, 
more spiritual, even in its young affections, than ever, here- 
tofore, the countless volumes of the heart, race after race, have 
given to my gaze — there is yet a deep-buried feeling that 
warns me of inevitable woe. Thou, austere and remorseless 
Hierophant, — ^thou who hast sought to convert to our brother- 
hood every spirit that seemed to thee most high and bold, — 
even thou knowest, by horrible experience, how vain the hope 
to banish fear from the heart of woman. My life would be 
to her one marvel. Even if, on the other hand, I sought to 
guide her path through the realms of terror to the light, think 
of the Haunter of the Threshold, and shudder with me at the 
awful hazard! I have endeavoured to fill the Englishman's 
ambition with the true glory of his art; but the restless spirit 
of his ancestor still seems to whisper in him, and to attract to 
the spheres in which it lost its own wandering way. There 
is a mystery in man’s inheritance from his fathers. Peculi- 
arities of the mind, as diseases of the body, rest dormant for 
generations, to revive in some distant descendant, bafSle all 
treatment, and elude all skill. Come to me from thy solitude 
amidst the wrecks of Pome ! I pant for a living confidant, for 
one who in the old time has himself known jealousy and love. 
I have sought commune with Adon-Ai; but his presence, that 
once inspired such heavenly content with knowledge, and so 
serene a confidence in destiny, now only troubles and per- 
plexes me. From the height from which I strive to search 
into the shadows of things to come, I see confused spectres of 
menace and wrath. Methinks I behold a ghastly limit to the 
wondrous existence I have held; methinks that, after ages of 
the Ideal Life, I see my course merge into the most stormy 
.whirlpool of the Eeal. Where the stars opened to me their 
gates, there looms a scaffold; thick steams of blood rise as 
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from a shambles. What is more strange to me, a creature 
here, a very type of the false ideal of common men — body 
and mind, a hideous mockery of the art that shapes the Beau- 
tiful, and the desires that seek the Perfect — ever haunts my 
vision amidst these perturbed and broken clouds of the fate 
to be. By that shadowy scaffold it stands and gibbers at me, 
with lips dropping slime and gore. Come, 0 friend of the 
far-time; for me, at least, thy wisdom has not purged away 
thy human affections. According to the bonds of our solemn 
order, reduced now to thee and myself, lone survivors of so 
many haughty and glorious aspirants, thou art pledged, too, 
to warn the descendant of those whom thy counsels sought 
to initiate into the great secret in a former age. The last of 
that bold Visconti, who was once thy pupil, is the relentless 
persecutor of this fair child. With thoughts of lust and mur- 
der, he is digging his own grave; thou mayest yet daunt him 
from his doom. And I also mysteriously, by the same bond, 
am pledged to obey, if he so command, a less guilty descend- 
ant of a baffled but nobler student. If he reject my counsel, 
and insist upon the pledge, Mejnour, thou wilt have another 
Neophyte. Beware of another victim! Come to me! This 
will reach thee with all speed. Answer it by the pressure of 
one hand that I can dare to clasp! 


CHAPTEE VIII. 

Il lupo 

Ferito, credo, mi conobbe e ’ncontro 
Mi venne con la bocca sanguinosa.^ 

At iv. sc. 1. 

At Naples, the Tomb of Virgil, beetling over the cave of 
Posilipo, is reverenced, not with the feelings that should 
hallow the memory of the poet, but the awe that wraps the 

1 " The wounded wolf, I think, knew me, and came to meet me with it. 
bloody month.*" 
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memory of tlie magician. To Ms charms they ascribe the 
hollowing of that mountain passage; and tradition yet guards 
his tomb by the spirits he had raised to construct the cavern. 
This spotj in the immediate vicinity of Viola^s home, had 
often attracted her solitary footsteps. She had loved the dim 
and solemn fancies that beset her as she looked into the 
lengthened gloom of the grotto, or, ascending to the tomb, 
gazed from the rock on the dwarfed figures of the busy crowd 
that seemed to creep like insects along the windings of the 
soil below; and now, at noon, she bent thither her thoughtful 
way. She threaded the narrow path, she passed the gloomy 
vineyard that clambers up the rock, and gained the lofty spot, 
green with moss and luxuriant foliage, where the dust of him 
who yet soothes and elevates the minds of men is believed to 
rest. From afar rose the huge fortress of St. Elmo, frowning 
darkly amidst spires and domes that glittered in the sun. 
Lulled in its azure splendour lay the Siren’s sea; and the gray 
smoke of Vesuvius, in the clear distance, soared like a moving 
pillar into the lucid sky. Motionless on the brink of the 
precipice, Viola looked upon the lovely and living world that 
stretched below ; and the sullen vapour of Vesuvius fascinated 
her eye yet more than the scattered gardens, or the gleaming 
Caprea, smiling amidst the smiles of the sea. She heard not 
a step that had followed her on her path, and started to hear 
a voice at hand. So sudden was the apparition of the form 
that stood by her side, emerging from the bushes that clad 
the crags, and so singularly did it harmonize in its uncouth 
ugliness with the wild nature of the scene immediately 
around her, and the wizard traditions of the place, that 
the colour left her eheekj and a faint cry broke from her 
lips. 

“^^Tush; pretty trembler! do not be frightened at my face,” 
said the man, with a bitter smile. After three months’ mar- 
riage there is no difference between ugliness and beauty. 
Custom is a great leveller. I was coming to your house when 
I saw you leave it; so, as I have matters of importance to 
communicate, I ventured to follow your footsteps. My name 
is Jean Mcot, — a name already favourably known as a French 
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artist. The art of painting and the art of music are nearly 
connected, and the stage is an altar that unites the two. ’’ 
There was something frank and unembarrassed in the man’s 
address, that served to dispel the fear his appearance had oc- 
casioned. He seated himself, as he spoke, on a crag beside 
her, and, looking up steadily into her face, continued,— 
“You are very beautiful, Viola Pisani, and I am not sur- 
prised at the number of your admirers. If I presume to 
place myself in the list, it is because I am the only one who 
loves thee honestly, and woos thee fairly, hlay, look not so 
indignant! Listen to me. Has the Prince di - — ever 
spoken to thee of marriage 5 or the beautiful impostor Zanoni; 
or the young blue-eyed Englishman, Clarence Glyndon? It 
is marriage, it is a home, it is safety, it is reputation, that I 
offer to thee. And these last, when the straight form grows 
crooked, and the bright eyes dim. What say you?” and he 
attempted to seize her hand. 

Viola shrank from him, and silently turned to depart. He 
rose abruptly, and placed himself on her path. 

“ Actress, you must hear me I Do you know what this call- 
ing of the stage is in the eyes of prejudice, — -that is, of the 
common opinion of mankind? It is to be a Princess before 
the lamps, and a Pariah before the day. Ko man believes in 
your virtue, no man credits your vowsj you are the puppet 
that they consent to trick out with tinsel for their amuse- 
ment, — not an idol for their worship. Are j’-ou so enamoured 
of this career that you scorn even to think of security and 
bonour? Perhaps you are different from what you seem. 
Perhaps you laugh at the prejudice that would degrade you, 
and would wisely turn it to advantage. Speak frankly to me ; 
I have no prejudice either. Sweet one, I am sure we should 

agree. ISTow this Prince di I have a message from him. 

Shall I deliver it? ” 

Kever had Viola felt as she felt then; never had she so 
thoroughly seen all the perils of her forlorn condition and her 
fearful renown. Hicot continued, — 

“Zanoni would but amuse himself with thy vanity; Glyn- 
don would despise himself, if he offered thee his name, and 
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tlieo; if tliou wouldst accept it j but the Prince di — ^ — is in 
earnest, and he is wealthy. Listen! ” 

And hficot approached his lips to her, and hissed a sentence 
which she did not suffer him to complete. She darted from 
him with one glance of unutterable disdain. As he strove to 
regain his hold of her arm, he lost his footing, and fell down 
the sides of the rock, till, bruised and lacerated, a pine-branch 
saved him from the yawning abyss below. She heard his ex- 
clamation of rage and pain, as she bounded down the path, 
and, without once turning to look behind, regained her home. 
By the porch stood G-lyndon, conversing with Gionetta. She 
passed him abruptly, entered the house, and, sinking on the 
floor, wept loud and j)assionately. 

Glyndon, who had followed her in surprise, vainly sought 
to soothe and calm her. She would not reply to his ques- 
tions j she did not seem to listen to his protestations of love, 
till suddenly, as Nicot’s terrible picture of the world^s judg- 
ment of that profession, which to her younger thoughts had 
seemed the service of song and the Beautiful, forced itself 
upon her, she raised her face from her hands, and looking 
steadily upon the Englishman, said, “Ealse one, dost thou 
talk to me of love?” 

By my honour, w ords fail to tell thee how I love ! ” 

“Wilt thou give me thy home, thy name? Dost thou woo 
me as thy wife? ” And at that moment, had Glyndon an- 
swered as his better angel would have counselled, perhaps, in 
that revolution of her whole mind, which the words of Nicot 
had effected, which made her despise her very self, sicken of 
her lofty dreams, despair of the future, and distrust her whole 
ideal, — perhaps, Isay, in restoring her self-esteem, he would 
have won her confidence, and ultimately secured her love. 
But against the prompting of his nobler nature, rose up at 
that sudden question all those doubts which, as Zanoni had so 
well implied, made the true enemies of his soul. Was he 
thus suddenly to be entangled into a snare laid for his credu- 
lity by deceivers? Was she not instructed to seize the mo- 
ment to force him into an avowal which prudence must repent? 
Was not the great Actress rehearsing a premeditated part? 

10 
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He turned roxind, as these thoughts, the children of the 
world, passed across him, for he literally fancied that he 
heard the sarcastic laugh of Mervale without. ISTor was he 
deceived. Mervale was passing by the threshold, and G-io- 
netta had told him his friend was within. Who does not 
know the effect of the world^s laugh? Mervale was the per- 
sonation of the world. The whole world seemed to shout 
derision in those ringing tones. He drew back, he recoiled. 
Viola followed him with her earnest, impatient eyes. At last 
he faltered forth, ‘•‘Do all of thy profession, beautiful Viola, 
exact marriage as the sole condition of love? 0 bitter ques- 
tion! 0 poisoned taunt! He repented it the moment after. 
He was seized with remorse of reason, of feeling, and of con- 
science. He saw her form shrink, as it were, at his cruel 
words. He saw the colour come and go, to leave the writhing 
lips like marble; and then, with a sad, gentle look of self- 
pity, rather than reproach, she pressed her hands tightly to 
her bosom, and said, — 

*^He was right! Pardon me, Englishman; I see now, in- 
deed, that I am the Pariah and the outcast.” 

^‘Hear me. I retract. Viola, Viola! it is for you to 
forgive!” 

But Viola waved him from her, and smiling mournfully, as 
she passed him by, glided from the chamber; and he did not 
dare to detain her. 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

Dajne, Ma, cM lung’ ^ d’Amor, 

Tirsi. Chi teme e fugge. 

Dafne. E che giova fuggir da lui ch' ha Tali ? 

TirsL Amornascenie ha corte l^ali ! '^ 

Aminta, At. ii. sc. ii 

When Glyndon found himself without Viola’s house, Mer- 
vale, still loitering at the door, seized his arm. Glyndon 
shook him off abruptly. 

Thou and thy counsels,” said he, bitterly, ^^have made me 
a coward and a wretch. But I will go home, I will write to 
her. I will pour out my whole soul; she will forgive me 
yet.” «• 

Mervale, who was a man of impenetrable temper, arranged 
his ruffles, which his friend’s angry gesture had a little dis- 
composed; and not till Glyndon had exhausted himself a while 
by passionate exclamations and reproaches did the experienced 
angler begin to tighten the line. He then drew from Glyn- 
don the explanation of what had passed, and artfully sought 
not to irritate, but soothe him. Mervale, indeed, was by no 
means a bad man; he had stronger moral notions than are 
common amongst the young. He sincerely reproved his friend 
for harbouring dishonourable intentions with regard to the 
actress. 

^‘Because I would not have her thy wife, I never dreamed 
that thou shouldst degrade her to thy mistress. Better of the 
two an imprudent match than an illicit connection. But pause 
yet; do not act on the impulse of the moment.” 

^^But there is no time to lose. I have promised to Zanoni 
to give him my answer by to-morrow night. Later than that 
time, all option ceases.” 

1 Dafne, — But who is far from Love? Tirsi, — He who fears and 
flies, Dafne, — What use to flee from one who' has wings ? Tirsi, — The 
wings of Love, while he yet grows, ate short/' 
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said Mervale, “this seems suspicious. Explain 

yourself.’’ 

And Glyndon, in the earnestness of his passion^ told his 
friend what had passed between himself and Zanoni,— sup- 
pressing only, he scarce knew why, the reference to his ances- 
tor and the mysterious brotherhood. 

This recital gave to Mervale all the advantages he could 
desire. Heavens! with what sound, shrewd common-sense he 
talked. How evidently some charlatanic coalition between 
the actress, and perhaps— who knows? — her clandestine pro- 
tector, sated with possession! How equivocal the character 
of one, the position of the other! What cunning in the ques- 
tion of the actress ! How profoundly had Glyndon, at the first 
suggestion of his sober reason, seen through the snare! What! 
was he to be thus mystically cajoled and hurried into a rash 
marriage, because Zanoni, a mere stranger, told him with a 
grave face that he must decide before the clock struck a cer- 
tain hour? 

this, at least,” said Mervale, reasonably enough,— 
*^wait till the time expires; it is but another day. Baffle 
Zanoni. He tells thee that he will meet thee before midnight 
to-morrow, and defies thee to avoid him. Pooh! let us quit 
Kaples for some neighbouring place, where, unless he be in- 
deed the Devil, he cannot possibly find us. Show him that 
you will not be led blindfold even into an act that you medi- 
tate yourself. Defer to write to her or to see her till after 
to-morrow. This is all I ask. Then visit her, and decide for 
yourself.” 

Glyndon was staggered. He could not combat the reason- 
ings of his friend; he was not convinced, but he hesitated; 
and at that moment Hicot passed them. He turned round and 
stopped, as he saw Glyndon. 

“Well, and do you think still of the Pisani? ” 

“Yes; and you — ” 

“Have seen and conversed with her. She shall be Madame 
^ioot before this day week! I am going to the caf^, in the 
Toledo; and hark ye, when next you meet your friend Signor 
Zanoni, tell him that he has twice crossed my path. Jean 
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He trembled -— -^e/ the lofty, the mysterious Zanoni, -who 
seemed to stand aloof from his race* With a deep and burn- 
ing sigh, he murmured, “Viola, I love thee. Oh!” he con- 
tinued passionately, and releasing his hold, he threw himself 
abrui3tly at her feet, “I no more command; as woman should 
be wooed, I woo thee. From the first glance of those eyes, 
from the first sound of thy voice, thou becamest too fatally 
dear to me. Thou speakest of fascination, — it lives and it 
breathes in thee ! I fled from ISTaples to fly from thy pres- 
ence, — it pursued me. Months, years passed, and thy sweet 
face still shone upon my heart. I return, because I pictured 
thee alone and sorrowful in the world, and knew that dangers 
from which I might save thee were gathering near thee and 
around. Beautiful Soul! whose leaves I have read with rev- 
erence, it was for thy sake, thine alone, that I would have 
given thee to one who might make thee happier on earth than 
I can. Viola! Viola! thou knowest not — never canst thou 
know — how dear thou art to me!” 

It is in vain to seek for words to describe the delight — the 
proud, the full, the complete, and the entire delight — that 
filled the heart of the Neapolitan. He whom she had con- 
sidered too lofty even for love, more humble to her than those 
she had half despised! She was silent, but her eyes spoke to 
him ; and then slowly, as aware, at last, that the human love 
had advanced on the ideal, she shrank into the terrors of a 
modest and virtuous nature. She did not dare, — she did not 
dream to ask him the question she had so fearlessly made to 
Glyndon; but she felt a sudden coldness,—* a sense that a bar- 
rier was yet between love and love. “Oh, Zanoni!” she 
murmured, with downcast eyes, “ask me not to fly with thee; 
tempt me not to my shame. Thou wouldst protect me from 
others. Oh, protect me from thyself!” 

“Poor orphan! ” said he, tenderly, “and canst thou think 
that I ask from thee one sacrifice,— still less the greatest that 
woman can give to love? As my wife I woo thee, and by 
every tie, and by every vow that can hallow and endear affec- 
tion. Alas, they have belied love to thee indeed, if thou dost 
not know the religion that belongs to it! They who truly love 
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would seek, for tke treasure they obtain, every bond that can 
make it lasting and secure. Viola, weep not, unless thou 
givest' me the holy right to kiss away thy tears! 

And that beautiful face, no more averted, drooped upon his 
bosom; and as he bent down, his lips sought the rosy mouth; 
a long and burning kiss — danger — life — the world was for- 
gotten! Suddenly Zanoni tore himself from her. 

nearest thou the wind that sighs, and dies away? As 
that wind, my power to preserve thee, to guard thee, to fore- 
see the storm in thy skies, is gone. No matter. Haste, haste; 
and may love supply the loss of all that it has dared to sacri- 
iice! Come.” 

Viola hesitated no more. She threw her mantle over her 
shoulders, and gathered up her dishevelled hair; a moment, 
and she was prepared, when a sudden crash was heard below. 

‘^Too late! — fool that I was, too late! ” cried Zanoni, in a 
sharp tone of agony, and he hurried to the door. He opened 
it, only to be borne back by the press of armed men. The 
room literally swarmed with the followers of the ravisher, 
masked, and armed to the teeth. 

Viola was already in the grasp of two of the myrmidons. 
Her shriek smote the ear of Zanoni. He sprang forward ; and 
Viola heard his wild cry in a foreign tongue! She saw the 
blades of the ruffians pointed at his breast! She lost her 
senses; and when she recovered, she found herself gagged, 
and in a carriage that was driven rapidly, by the side of a 
masked and motionless figure. The carriage stopped at the 
portals of a gloomy mansion. The gates opened noiselessly; 
a broad flight of steps, brilliantly illumined, was before her. 
She was in the palace of the Prince di • 
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CHAPTEE XIV. 

Ma lasciamo, per Dio, Signore, orma 
Bi parlar d’ira, e di cantar di morte.^ 

Or land. Fur. canto xvii. 18 . 

The young actress was led to, and left alone in, a chamber 
adorned with all the luxurious and half-Eastern taste that at 
one time characterized the palaces of the great seigneurs of 
Italy. Her first thought was for Zanoni. Was he yet living? 
Had he escaped unscathed the blades of the foe, — her new 
treasure, the new light of her life, her lord, at last her lover? 

She had short time for reflection. She heard steps ap- 
proaching the chamber; she drew back, but trembled not. A 
courage, not of herself, never known before, sparkled in her 
eyes, and dilated her stature. Living or dead, she would be 
faithful still to Zanoni ! There was a new motive to the pre- 
servation of honour. The door opened, and the prince entered 
in the gorgeous and gaudy costume still worn at that time in 
Xaples. 

‘^Eair and cruel one,” said he, advancing, with a half sneer 
upon his lip, “thou wilt not too harshly blame the violence of 
love.” He attempted to take her hand as he spoke. 

“Xay,” said he, as she recoiled, “reflect that thou art now 
in the power of one that never faltered in the pursuit of an 
object less dear to him than thou art. Thy lover, presumptu- 
ous though he be, is not by to save thee. Mine thou art; but 
instead of thy master, suffer me to be thy slave.” 

“Prince,” said Viola, with a stern gravity, “your boast is 
in vain. Your power! I am not in your power. Life and 
death are in my own hands. I will not defy ; but I do not 

1 ‘‘But leave me, I solemnly conjure thee, signor, to speak of wrath, and 
sing of death/' 
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fear you. 1 feel — ana in some feelings/*' added Viola, witii 
a solemnity almost thrilling, ^Hhere is all the strength, and 
all the divinity of knowledge — I feel that I am safe even 

herej but you — you, Prince di , have brought danger to 

your home and hearth! ” 

The iSTeapolitan seemed startled by an earnestness and bold- 
ness he was but little x>repared for. He was not, however, a 
man easily intimidated or deterred from any purpose he had 
formed; and, approaching Yiola, he was about to reply with 
much warmth, real or aifected, when a knock was heard at 
the door of the chamber. The sound was repeated, and the 
prince, chafed at the interruption, opened the door and de- 
manded, impatiently, who had ventured to disobey his orders, 
and invade his leisure. Mascari presented himself, pale and 
agitated. ‘^^My lord,^' said he, in a whisper, ^‘'pardon me; 
but a stranger is below, who insists on seeing you; and from 
some words he let fall, I judged it advisable even to infringe 
your commands.’^ 

“A stranger — and at this hour! What business can he 
pretend? Why was he even admitted? 

''‘He asserts that your life is in imminent danger. The 
source whence it proceeds he will relate to your Excellency 
alone.’^ 

The prince frowned; but his colour changed. He mused a 
moment, and then re-entering the chamber, and advancing 
towards Viola, he said, — 

“Believe me, fair creature, I have no wish to take advan- 
tage of my power. I would fain trust alone to the gentler 
authorities of aflceetion. Hold yourself queen wdthin these 
walls more absolutely than you have ever enacted that part 
on the stage. To-night, farewell ! May your sleep be calm, 
and your dreams propitious to my hopes.” 

With these words he retired, and in a few moments Yiola 
was surrounded by officious attendants, whom she at length, 
with some difficulty, dismissed; and refusing to retire to rest, 
she spent the night in examining the chamber, which she 
found was secured, and in thoughts of Zanoni, in whose power 
she felt an almost preternatural confidence. 
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Meanwhile, tlie prince descended the stairs, and sought the 
room into which the stranger had been shown. 

He found the visitor wrapped from head to foot in a long 
robe — half gown, half mantle — such as was sometimes worn 
by ecclesiastics. The face of this stranger was remarkable ! 
So sunburnt and swarthy were his hues, that he must, appar- 
ently, have derived his origin amongst the races of the farth- 
est Bast. His forehead was lofty, and his eyes so penetrating, 
yet so calm in their gaze, that the prince shrank from them as 
we shrink from a questioner who is drawing forth the guiltiest 
secret of our hearts. 

What would you with me? asked the prince, motioning 
his visitor to a seat. 

‘‘Prince di said the stranger, in a voice deep and 

sweet, but foreign in its accent, “son of the most energetic 
and masculine race that ever applied godlike genius to the 
service of Human Will, with its winding wickedness and its 
stubborn grandeur; descendant of the great Visconti, in whose 
chronicles lies the history of Italy in her palmy day, and in 
whose rise was the development of the mightiest intellect, 
ripened by the most restless ambition, I come to gaze upon 
the last star in a darkening firmament. By this hour to- 
morrow space shall know it not. Man, unless thy whole 
nature change, thy days are numbered! ” 

“What means this jargon? said the prince, in visible as- 
tonishment and secret awe. “ Comest thou to menace me in 
my own halls, or wouldst thou warn me of a danger ? Art 
thou some itinerant mountebank, or some unguessed-of friend? 
Speak out, and plainly. What danger threatens me? ’’ 

“Zanoni and thy ancestor's sword,” replied the stranger. 

“Ha, ha!” said the prince, laughing scornfully, “I half 
suspected thee from the first. Thou art then the accomplice 
or the tool of that most dexterous, but, at present, defeated 
charlatan? And I suppose thou wilt tell me that, if I were 
to release a certain captive I have made, the danger would 
vanish, and the hand of the dial would be put back?” 

“Judge of me as thou wilt, Prince di I confess my 
knowledge of Zano^ni, Thou, too, wilt know his power, but 
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not till it consume thee. I ■would save, therefore I ■warn thee. 
Dost thou ask me why ? I will tell thee. Danst thou remem- 
ber to have heard wild tales of thy grandsire, of his desire 
for a knowledge that passes that of the schools and cloisters; 
of a strange man from the East, who was his familiar and mas- 
ter in lore against which the Vatican has, from age to age, 
launched its mimic thunder? Dost thou call to mind the for- 
tunes of thy ancestor,— how he succeeded in youth to little 
but a name; how, after a career wild and dis.solute as thine, 
he disappeared from Milan, a pauper, and a self -exile; how 
after years spent, none knew in what climes or in what pur- 
suits, he again revisited the city where his progenitors had 
reigned; how with him came the wise man of the East, the 
mystic Mejnour; how they who beheld him, beheld with 
amaze and fear that time had ploughed no furrow on his 
brow; that youth seemed fixed as by a spell, upon his face 
and form? Dost thou not know that from that hoixr his for- 
tunes rose? Kinsmen the most remote died; estate upon estate 
fell into the tiands of the ruined noble. He became the guide 
of princes, the first magnate of Italy. He founded anew the 
house of which thou art the last lineal upholder, and trans- 
ferred his splendour from Milan to the Sicilian Eealms. Vis- 
ions of high ambition were then present with him nightly and 
daily. Had he lived, Italy would have known a new dynasty, 
and the Visconti would have reigned over Magna Greecia. He 
was a man such as the world rarely sees; but his ends, too 
earthly, were at war with the means he sought. Had his am- 
bition been more or less, he had been worthy of a realm 
mightier than the Caesars swayed; worthy of our solemn 
order; worthy of the fellowship of Me|nour, whom you now 
behold before you.” 

The prince, who had listened with deep and breathless at- 
tention to the words of his singular guest, started from his 
seat at his last words. “Impostor! ” he cried, “can you dare 
thus to play with my credulity? Sixty years have flown since 
my grandsire died; were he living he had passed his hundred 
and twentieth year; and you, whose old age is erect and vig- 
orous, have the assurance to pretend to have been his contem- 
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porary! But you have imperfectly learned your tale. You 
know not, it seems, that my grandsire, wise and illustrious 
indeed, in all save his faith in a charlatan, was found dead 
in his bed, in the very hour when his colossal plans were ripe 
for execution, and that Mejnour was guilty of his murder.” 

^^Alas!” answered the stranger, in a voice of great sadness, 
“had he but listened to Mejnour, had he but delayed the last 
and most perilous ordeal of daring wisdom until the requisite 
training and initiation had been completed, your ancestor 
would have stood with me upon an eminence which the waters 
of Death itself wash everlastingly, but cannot overflow. Your 
grandsire resisted my fervent prayers, disobeyed my most 
absolute commands, and in the sublime rashness of a soul that 
panted for secrets which he who desires orbs and sceptres 
never can obtain, perished, the victim of his own frenzy.” 

“He was poisoned, and Mejnour fled.” 

“Mejnour fled not,” answered the stranger, proudly; “Mej- 
nour could not fly from danger; for, to him, danger is a thing 
long left behind. It was the day before the duke took the 
fatal draught which he believed was to confer on the mortal 
the immortal boon, that finding my power over him was gone, 
I abandoned him to his doom. But a truce with this ; I loved 
your grandsire! I would save the last of his race. Oppose 
not thyself to Zanoni. Yield not thy soul to thine evil pas- 
sions. Draw back from the precipice while there is yet time. 
In thy front, and in thine eyes, I detect some of that diviner 
glory which belonged to thy race. Thou hast in thee some 
germs of their hereditary genius, but they are choked up by 
worse than thy hereditary vices. Eecollect that by genius thy 
house rose; by vice it ever failed to perpetuate its power. In 
the laws which regulate the Universe it is decreed that noth- 
ing wicked can long endure. Be wise, and let history warn 
thee. Thou standest on the verge of two worlds, the Past 
and the Future; and voices from either shriek omen in thy 
ear. I have done. I bid thee farewell!” 

“Hot so; thou shalt not quit these walls. I will make ex- 
periment of thy boasted power. — What, ho! there! ho! ” 

The prince shouted; the room was filled with his minions. 
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Seize that man! ” he cried, pointing to the spot which had 
been filled by the form of Mejnour. To his inconceiyable 
amaze and horror, the spot was vacant. The mysterious 
stranger had vanished like a dream j but a thin and fragrant 
mist undulated, in pale volumes, round the walls of tlie cham- 
ber. ^^Look to my lord,” cried Mascari. The prince had 
fallen to the floor insensible. For many hours he seemed in 
a kind of trance. When he recovered he dismissed his at- 
tendants, and his step was heard in his chamber, pacing to 
and fro, with heavy and disordered strides. hTot till an hour 
before his banquet the next day did he seem restored to his 
wonted seif. 


CHAPTEE XV. 

OiME ! come poss 

Aitri trovar, se me trovar non posso.^ 

Aminta, At. i. sc. ii. 

The sleep of Glyndon, the night after his last interview 
with Zanoni, was unusually profound; and the sun streamed 
full upon his eyes as he opened them to the day. He rose 
refreshed, and with a strange sentiment of calmness, that 
seemed more the result of resolution than exhaustion. The 
incidents and emotions of the past night had settled into dis- 
tinct and clear impressions. He thought of them but slightly, 
— he thought rather of the future. He was as one of the in- 
itiated in the old Egyptian mysteries, who have crossed the 
gate only to long more ardently for the penetralia. 

He dressed himself, and was relieved to find that Mervale 
had joined a party of his countrymen on an excursion to 
Ischia. He spent the heat of noon in thoughtful solitude, 
and gradually the image of Viola returned to his heart. It 
was a holy — for it was a human — image. He had resigned 

^ Alas ! how can I find another, When I cannot find myself ? ” 
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He trembled — Ae / the io%, the mysterious Zauoni, who 
seemed to stand aloof from his race. With a deep and burn- 
ing sigh, he murmured, ''Viola, I love thee. Oh! '' he con- 
tinued passionately, and releasing his hold, he threw himself 
abruptly at her feet, "I no more command; as woman should 
be wooed, I w^oo thee. From the first glance of those eyes, 
from the first sound of thy voice, thou becamest too fatally 
dear to me. Thou speakest of fascination, — it lives and it 
breathes in thee! I fled from ISTaples to fly from thy pres- 
ence,— it pursued me. Months, years passed, and thy sweet 
face still shone upon my heart. I return, because I pictured 
thee alone and sorrowful in the world, and knew that dangers 
from which I might save thee were gathering near thee and 
around. Beautiful Soul ! whose leaves I have read with rev- 
erence, it was for thy sake, thine alone, that I would have 
given thee to one who might make thee happier on earth than 
I can. Viola! Viola! thou knowest not — never canst thou 
know — how dear thou art to me ! 

It is in vain to seek for words to describe the delight — the 
proud, the full, the complete, and the entire delight — that 
filled the heart of the ISTeapolitan, He whom she had con- 
sidered too lofty even for love, more humble to her than those 
she had half despised! She was silent, but her eyes spoke to 
him; and then slowly, as aware, at last, that the human love 
had advanced on the ideal, she shrank into the terrors of a 
modest and virtuous nature. She did not dare, — she did not 
dream to ask him the question she had so fearlessly made to 
Glyndon; hut she felt a sudden coldness,^ — a sense that a bar- 
rier was yet between love and love. "Oh, Zanoni!” she 
murmured, with downcast eyes, " ask me not to fly with thee ; 
fcempt me not to my shame. Thou wouldst protect me from 
others. Oh, protect me from thyself ! ” 

"Poor orphan! ” said he, tenderly, "and canst thou think 
that I ask from thee one sacrifice, — - still less the greatest that 
Woman can give to love? As my wife I woo thee, and by 
every tie, and by every vow that can hallow and endear affec- 
tion. Alas, they have belied love to thee indeed, if thou dost 
not know the religion that belongs to it ! They who truly love 
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would seek, for the treasure they obtain, every bond that can 
make it lasting and secure. Viola, weep not, unless thou 
givest me the holy right to kiss away thy tears ! 

And that beautiful face, no more averted, drooped upon his 
bosom; and as he bent down, his lips sought the rosy mouth; 
a long and burning kiss — danger — life — the world was for- 
gotten! Suddenly Zanoni tore himself from her. 

“ nearest thou the wind that sighs, and dies away? As 
that wind, my power to preserve thee, to guard thee, to fore- 
see the storm in thy skies, is gone. IN" o matter. Haste, haste ; 
and may love supply the loss of all that it has dared to sacri- 
fice! Gome.” 

Viola hesitated no more. She threw her mantle over her 
shoulders, and gathered up her dishevelled hair; a moment, 
and she was prepared, when a sudden crash was heard below. 

‘‘Too late! — fool that I was, too late! ” cried Zanoni, in a 
sharp tone of agony, and he hurried to the door. He opened 
it, only to be borne back by the press of armed men. The 
room literally swarmed with the followers of the ravisher, 
masked, and armed to the teeth. 

Viola was already in the grasp of two of the myrmidons. 
Her shriek smote the ear of Zanoni. He sprang forward; and 
Viola heard his wild cry in a foreign tongue! She saw the 
blades of the ruffians pointed at his breast! She lost her 
senses; and when she recovered, she found herself gagged, 
and in a carriage that was driven rapidly, by the side of a 
masked and motionless figure. The carriage stopped at the 
portals of a gloomy mansion. The gates opened noiselessly; 
a broad flight of steps, brilliantly illumined, was before her. 
She was in the palace of the Prince di . 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

^ lasciamo, per Dio, Signore, orma 

Di parlar d’lra, e di cantar di morte-i 

Orland* Fur. canto xvii. 18, 

The yoTing actress was led to an/l loft • . 

adorned with all the luxurious and half V ^ ^ chamber 

one time characterized the palaces of the^^^^^e 

Had he escaped unscathed the blades of the fi ^ het « 

treasure, the new light of her life her lord ofi 
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courage, not of herself, never known h.. w e“»iea not. A 
eyes, and dilated her s ature orT 

faithful still to ZanonirTkere wT! she would be 
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j .. . PC^er. I aja not in your power. Life and 
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>7g ^ *“ of and 


168 


zmom. 


fear you. I feel — ana in some feelings,^^ added Violaj with 
a solemnity almost thrilling, there is all the strength, and 
all the divinity of knowledge — I feel that I am safe even 

here; but you — you, Prince di ^ have brought danger to 

your home and hearth! 

The Neapolitan seemed startled by an earnestness and bold- 
ness he was but little prepared for. He was not, however, a 
man easily intimidated or deterred from any purpose he had 
formed; and, approaching Viola, he was about to reply with 
much warmth, real or affected, when a knock was heard at 
the door of the chamber. The sound was repeated, and the 
prince, chafed at the interruption, opened the door and de- 
manded, impatiently, who had ventured to disobey his orders, 
and invade his leisure. Mascari presented himself, pale and 
agitated. ^^My lord,’’ said he, in a whisper, “pardon me; 
but a stranger is below, who insists on seeing you; and from 
some words he let fall, I judged it advisable even to infringe 
your commands.” 

“A stranger — and at this hour! What business can he 
pretend? Why was he even admitted? ” 

“He asserts that your life is in imminent danger. The 
source whence it proceeds he will relate to your Excellency 
alone.” 

The prince frowned; but his colour changed. He mused a 
moment, and then re-entering the chamber, and advancing 
towards Viola, he said,— 

“Believe me, fair creature, I have no wish to take advan- 
tage of my power. I would fain trust alone to the gentler 
authorities of affection. Hold yourself queen within these 
walls more absolutely than you have ever enacted that part 
on the stage. To-night, farewell! May your sleep be calm, 
and your dreams propitious to my hopes.” 

With these words he retired, and in a few moments Viola 
was surrounded by officious attendants, whom she at length, 
with some difficulty, dismissed; and refusing to retire to rest, 
she spent the night in examining the chamber, which she 
found was secured, and in thoughts of Zanoni, in whose power 
she felt an almost preternatural confidence. 
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Meanwhile, the prince descended the stairs, and sought the 
room into which the stranger had been shown. 

He found the visitor wrapped from head to foot in a long 
robe half gown, half mantle — such as was sometimes worn 
by ecclesiastics. The face of this stranger was remarkable’ 
So sunburnt and swarthy were his hues, that he must, appar- 
ently, have derived his origin amongst the races of the farth- 
est East. His forehead was lofty, and his eyes so penetrating 
yet so calm m their gaze, that the prince shrank from them as 
we shrink from a questioner who is drawing forth the guiltiest 
secret of our hearts. 

“What would you with me?” asked the prince, motioning 
his visitor to a seat. ® 

“Prince di -- said the stranger, in a voice deep and 
sweet, but foreign in its accent, “son of the most energetic 
and masculine race that ever applied godlike genius to the 
service of Human Will, with its winding wickedness and its 
stubborn grandeur; descendant of the great Visconti, in whose 
chronicles lies the history of Italy in her palmy day, and in 
whose rise was the development of the mightiest intellect 
ripened by the most restless ambition, I come to gaze upon 
the last star in a darkening firmament. By this hour to- 
morrow space shall know it not. Man, unless thy whole 
nature change, thy days are numbered ! ” 

“ What means this jargon? ” said the prince, in visible as- 
tonishment and secret awe. “Comest thou to menace me in 
my own halls, or wouldst thou warn me of a danger ? Art 
thou some itinerant mountebank, or some unguessed-of friend’’ 
Speak out, and plainly. What danger threatens me’’ ” 

“Zanoni and thy ancestor’s sword,” replied the stranger. 

Ha, ha!” said the prince, laughing scornfully, “I ba.if 
suspected thee from the first. Thou art then the accomplice 
or the tool of that most dexterous, but, at present, defeated 
charlatan? And I suppose thou wilt tell me that, if I -svere 
to release a certain captive I have made, the danger would 
vanish, and the hand of the dial would be put back? ” 

“Judge of me as thou wilt. Prince di . I confess my 

knowledge of Zanoni. Thou, too, wilt know his power, but 
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not till it consume thee. I would save, therefore I warn thee* 
Dost thou ask me why? I will tell thee. Canst thou remem- 
ber to have heard wild tales of thy grandsire,— of his desire 
for a knowledge that passes that of the schools and cloisters ; 
of a strange man from the East, who was his familiar and mas- 
ter in lore against which the Vatican has, from age to age, 
launched its mimic thunder? Dost thou call to mind the for- 
tunes of thy ancestor,— how he succeeded in youth to little 
but a name; how, after a career wild and dissolute as thine, 
he disappeared from Milan, a pauper, and a self-exile; how- 
after years spent, none knew in what climes or in what pur- 
suits, he again revisited the city where his progenitors had 
reigned; how with him came the wise man of the East, the 
mystic Mejnour; how they who beheld him, beheld with 
amaze and fear that time had ploughed no furrow on his 
brow; that youth seemed fixed as by a spell, upon his face 
and form? Dost thou not know that from that hour his for- 
tunes rose? Kinsmen the most remote died ; estate upon estate 
fell into the hands of the ruined noble. He became the guide 
nf princes, the first magnate of Italy. He founded anew the 
house of which thou art the la.st lineal upholder, and trans- 
ferred his splendour from Milan to the Sicilian Eealms. Vis- 
ions of high ambition were then present with him nightly and 
daily. Had he lived, Italy would ha%^e known a new dynasty, 
and the Visconti would have reigned over Magna Grsecia. He 
was a man such as the world rarely sees ; but his ends, too 
earthly, were at war with the means he sought. Had his am- 
bition been more or less, he had been worthy of a realm 
mightier than the Caesars swayed ; worthy of our solemn 
order ; worthy of the fellowship of Mejnour, whom you now 
behold before you. 

The prince, who had listened with deep and breathless at- 
tention to the words of his singular guest, started from his 
seat at his last words, ^‘Impostor! he cried, “can you dare 
thus to play with my credulity? Sixty years have flown since 
my grandsire died; were he living he had passed his hundred 
and twentieth year; and you, whose old age is erect and vig- 
orous, have the assurance to pretend to have been his contem- 
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porary! But you have imperfectly learned your tale. You 
know not, it seemsj that my graudsire^ wise and illustrious 
indeed, in all save Ms faith in a charlatan, was found dead 
in his bed, in the very hour when his colossal plans were ripe 
for execution, and that Mejnour was guilty of his murder/^ 
Alas! ” answered the stranger, in a voice of great sadness, 
had he but listened to Mejnour, had he but delayed the last 
and most perilous ordeal of daring wisdom until the requisite 
training and initiation had been completed, your ancestor 
would have stood with me upon an eminence which the waters 
of Death itself wash everlastingly, but cannot overflow. Your 
grandsire resisted my fervent prayers, disobeyed my most 
absolute commands, and in the sublime rashness of a soul that 
panted for secrets which he who desires orbs and sceptres 
never can obtain, perished, the victim of his own frenzy.” 

He was poisoned, and Mejnour fled.” 

“Mejnour fled not,” answered the stranger, proudly; “Mej- 
nour could not fly from danger; for, to him, danger is a thing 
long left behind. It was the day before the duke took the 
fatal draught which he believed was to confer on the mortal 
the immortal boon, that finding my power over him was gone, 

I abandoned him to his doom. But a truce with this; I loved 
your grandsire ! I would save the last of his race. Oppose 
not thyself to Zanoni. Yield not thy soul to thine evil pas- 
sions. Draw back from the precipice while there is yet time. 
In thy front, and in thine eyes, I detect some of that diviner 
glory which belonged to thy race. Thou hast in thee some 
germs of their hereditary genius, but they are choked up by 
worse than thy hereditary vices. Becollect that by genius thy 
house rose; by vice it ever failed to perpetuate its power. In 
the laws which regulate the Universe it is decreed that noth- 
ing wicked can long endure. Be wise, and let history warn 
thee. Thou standest on the verge of two worlds, the Past 
and the Future ; and voices from either shriek omen in thy 
ear. I have done. I bid thee farewell! ” 

“ Not so ; thou shalt not quit these walls. I will make ex- 
periment of thy boasted power. — - What, hoi there! ho! ” 

The prince shouted; the room was filled with his minions. 
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Seize that man! he cried, pointing to the spot which had 
been filled by the form of Mejnonr. To his inconceivable 
amaze and horror, the spot was vacant. The mysterious 
stranger had vanished like a dream; but a thin and fragrant 
mist undulated, in pale volumes, round the walls of the cham- 
ber. '^Look to my lord/^ cried Mascari. The prince had 
fallen to the floor insensible. For many hours he seemed in 
a kind of trance. When he recovered he dismissed his at- 
tendants, and his step was heard in his chamber, pacing to 
and fro, with heavy and disordered strides. Not till an hour 
before his banquet the next day did he seem restored to his 
wonted self. 


CHAPTEE XV. 

OiME ! come poss 'io 

Aitri trovar, se me trovar non posso.^ 

Aininta^ At. i. sc. ii. 

The sleep of Glyndon, the night after his last interview 
with Zanoni, was unusually profound; and the sun streamed 
full upon his eyes as he opened them to the day. He rose 
refreshed, and with a strange sentiment of calmness, that 
seemed more the result of resolution than exhaustion. The 
incidents and emotions of the past night had settled into dis- 
tinct and clear impressions. He thought of them but slightly, 
— he thought rather of the future. He was as one of the in- 
itiated in the old Egyptian mysteries, who have crossed the 
gate only to long more ardently for the penetralia. 

He dressed himself, and was relieved to find that Mervale 
had joined a party of his countrymen on an excursion to 
Ischia. He spent the heat of noon in thoughtful solitude, 
and gradually the image of Viola returned to his heart. It 
was a holy — for it was a human — image. He had resigned 

1 Alas ! how can I find smother, when I cannot find myself ? 
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herj and thongli he repented not, he was troubled at the 
thought that repentanoe would have come too late. 

He started impatiently from his seat, and strode with rapid 
steps to the humble abode of the actress. 

The distance was considerable, and the air oppressive. 
G-lyndon arrived at the door breathless and heated. He 
knocked; no answer came. He lifted the latch and entered. 
He ascended the stairs; no sound, no sight of life met his ear 
and eye. In the front chamber, on a table, lay the guitar of 
the actress and some manuscript parts in the favourite operas. 
He paused, and summoning courage, tapped at the door which 
seemed to lead into the inner apartment. The door was ajar; 
and, hearing no sound within, he pushed it open. It was the 
sleeping chamber of the young actress, that holiest ground to 
a lover; and well did the place become the presiding deity; 
none of the tawdry finery of the profession was visible, on the 
one hand; none of the slovenly disorder common to the hum- 
bler classes of the South on the other. All was pure and 
simple; even the ornaments were those of an innocent refine- 
ment, — B, few books, placed carefully on shelves, a few half- 
faded flowers in an earthern vase, which was modelled and 
painted in the Etruscan fashion. The sunlight streamed over 
the snowy draperies of the bed, and a few articles of clothing 
on the chair beside it. Viola was not there; but the nurse! 
— was she gone also? He made the house resound with the 
name of Gionetta, but there was not even an echo to reply. 
At last, as he reluctantly quitted the desolate abode, he per- 
ceived Gionetta coming towards him from the street. The 
poor old woman uttered an exclamation of joy on seeing him; 
but to their mutual disappointment, neither had any cheerful 
tidings or satisfactory explanation to afford the other. Gio- 
netta had been aroused from her slumber the night before by 
the noise in the rooms below; but ere she could muster cour- 
age to descend, Viola was gone! She found the marks of vio- 
lence on the door without; and all she had since been able to 
learn in the neighbourhood was, that a from his 

nocturnal resting-place on the Chiaja, had seen by the moon- 
light a carriage, which he recognized as belonging to the 
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Prince di , pass and repass that road about the first hour 

of morning. Glyndon, on gathering, from the confused words 
and broken sobs of the old nurse, the heads of this account, 
abruptly left her and repaired to the palace of Zanoni. There 
he was informed that the signor was gone to the banquet of 

the Prince di y and would not return till late. Glyndon 

stood motionless with perplexity and dismay; he knew not 
what to believe, or how to act. Even Mervale was not at 
liand to advise him. His conscience smote him bitterly. He 
had had the power to save the woman he had loved, and had 
foregone that power; but how wms it that in this Zanoni him- 
self had failed? How was it that he was gone to the very 
banquet of the ravisher. Could Zanoni be aware of what had 
passed? If not, should he lose a moment in apprising him? 
Though mentally irresolute, no man was more physically 
brave. He would repair at once to the palace of the prince 
himself; and if Zanoni failed in the trust he had half ap- 
peared to arrogate, he, the humble foreigner, would demand 
the captive of fraud and force, in the very halls and before 
the assembled guests of the Prince di 


CHAPTER XVL 

Akdita yallatur duris sapientia scrupia,^ 

Ka.dr. JuN. JSmbkm. xxxrli. 

We must go back some hours in the progress of this narra- 
tive. It was the first faint and gradual break of the summer 
dawn ; and two men stood in a balcony overhanging a garden 
fragrant with the scents of the awakening flowers. The stars 
had not yet left the sky, the birds were yet silent on the 
boughs; all was still, hushed, and tranquil; but how different 
the tranquillity of reviving day from the solemn repose of 
night! In the music of silence there are a thousand varia- 

1 “ Loffcy wisdom is circled round wdth rugged rocks.’' 
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tions. These men, who alone seemed awake in Naples, were 
Zanoni and the mysterious stranger, who had but an hour or 
two ago startled the Prince di — in his voluptuous palace. 

said the latter; “hadst thou delayed the acceptance 
of the Arch Gift until thou hadst attained to the years and 
passed through all the desolate bereavements that chilled and 
seared myself, ere my researches had made it mine, thou 
wouldst have escaped the curse of which thou complainest 
now, thou wouldst not have mourned over the brevity of 
human affection as compared to the duration of thine own 
existence; for thou wouldst have survived the very desire and 
dream of the love of woman. Brightest, and, but for that 
error, perhaps the loftiest, of the secret and solemn race that 
fills up the interval in creation between mankind and the 
children of the Empyreal, age after age wilt thou rue the 
splendid folly which made thee ask to carry the beauty and 
the passions of youth into the dreary grandeur of earthly 
immortality.’’ 

do not repent, nor shall I,’’ answered Zanoni. ^‘The 
transport and the sorrow, so wildly blended, which have at 
intervals diversified my doom, are better than the calm and 
bloodless tenor of thy solitary way, — thou, who lovest noth- 
ing, hatest nothing, feelest nothing, and walkest the world 
with the noiseless and Joyless footsteps of a dream!” 

*‘You mistake,” replied he who had owned the name of 
Mejnonr; though I care not for love, and am dead to every 
passion that agitates the sons of clay, I am not dead to their 
more serene enjoyments. I carry down the stream of the 
countless years, not the turbulent desires of youth, but the 
calm and spiritual delights of age. Wisely and deliberately 
T abandoned youth forever when I separated iny lot from men. 
Let us not envy or reproach each other. I would have saved 
this Neapolitan, Zanoni (since so it now pleases thee to be 
called), partly because his grandsire was but divided by the 
last airy barrier from our own brotherhood, partly because I 
know that in the man himself lurk the elements of ancestral 
courage and power, which in earlier life would have fitted 
him for one of us. Earth holds but few to whom nature has 
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given the qualities that can bear the ordeal! But time and 
excess, that have thickened his grosser senses, have blunted 
his imagination. I relinquish him to his doom.” 

“And still, then, Mejnour, you cherish the desire to revive 
our order, limited now to ourselves alone, by new converts 
and allies; surely, surely, thy experience might have taught 
thee, that scarce^ once in a thousand years is born the being 
who can pass through the horrible gates that lead into the 
%vorlds without. Is not thy path already strewed with thy 
victims? Do not their ghastly faces of agony and fear — the 
blood-stained suicide, the raving maniac — rise before thee, 
and warn what is yet left to thee of human sympathy from 
thy insane ambition? ” 

“Fay,” answered Mejnour; “have I not had success to 
counterbalance failure? And can I forego this lofty and au- 
gust hope, worthy alone of our high condition,-— the hope to 
form a mighty and numerous race with a force and power 
sufficient to permit them to acknowledge to mankind their 
majestic conquests and dominion; to become the true lords of 
this planet, invaders perchance of others,— masters of the 
inimical and malignant tribes by which at this moment we 
are surrounded; a race that may proceed, in their deathless 
destinies, from stage to stage of celestial glory, and rank at 
last amongst the nearest ministrants and agents gathered 
round the Throne of Thrones? What matter a thousand vic- 
tims for one convert to our band? And you, Zanoni,” con- 
tinued Mejnour, after a pause,— “you, even you, should this 
affection for a mortal beauty that you have dared, despite 
yourself, to cherish, be more than a passing fancy; should it, 
once admitted into your inmost nature, partake of its bright 
and enduring essence,— even you may brave all things to 
raise the beloved one into your equal. Fay, interrupt me 
not. Can you see sickness menace her, danger hover around, 
years creep on, the eyes grow dim, the beauty fade, while the 
heart, youthful still, clings and fastens round your own,— 
can you see this, and know it is yours to — ” 

“Cease! ” cried Zanoni, fiercely. “What is all other fate 
as compared to the death of terror? What, when the coldest 
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sage^ tlie most heated eatlmsiast, the hardiest warrior, with 
his nerves of iroiij have been found dead in their beds, with 
straining eyeballs and horrent hair, at the first step of the 
Dread Progress, — thinkest thou that this weak woman — 
from whose cheek a sound at the window, the screech of the 
night-owl, the sight of a drop of blood on a man's sword, 
would start the colour — could brave one glance of — Away ! 
the very thought of such sights for her makes even myself a 
coward!” 

When you told her you loved her, when you clasped her 
to your breast, you renounced all power to foresee her future 
lot, or protect her from harm. Henceforth to her you are 
human, and human only. How know you, then, to what you 
may be tempted; how know you what her curiosity may learn 
and her courage brave? But enough of this — ^^you are bent on 
your pursuit? ” 

^‘The fiat has gone forth.” 

And to-morrow? ” 

To-morrow, at this hour, our bark will be bounding over 
yonder ocean, and the weight of ages will have fallen from 
my heart! I compassionate thee, 0 foolish sage, — thou hast 
given up ^7^2/ youth! ” 


CHAPTEE XVIL 

Alck. Thou always speakest riddles. Tell me if thou art that fountain of 
which Bernard Lord Trevizau writ ? 

Merc. I am not that fountain, but I am the water. The fountain compasseth 
me about. 

Sandivog-ius : New Light of Alchymy. 

The Prince di - — - was not a man whom Naples could sup- 
pose to be addicted to superstitious fancies. Still, in the 
south of Italy there was then, and there still lingers, a cer- 
tain spirit of credulity, which may, ever and anon, be visible 
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amidst the boldest dogmas of their philosophers and sceptics. 
In his childhood; the prince had learned strange tales of the 
ambition; the genius, and the career of his grandsire, and 
secretly, perhaps influenced by ancestral example, in earlier 
youth he himself had followed science, not only through her 
legitimate course, but her antiquated and erratic windings. 
I have, indeed, been shown in iJTaples a little volume, blaz- 
oned with the arms of the Visconti, and ascribed to the no- 
bleman I refer to, which treats of alchemy in a spirit half 
mocking and half reverential. 

Pleasure soon distracted him from such speculations, and 
his talents, which were unquestionably great, were wholly 
perverted to extravagant intrigues, or to the embellishment 
of a gorgeous ostentation with something of classic grace. 
His immense wealth, his imperious pride, his unscrupulous 
and daring character, made him an object of no inconsiderable 
fear to a feeble and timid court; and the ministers of the in- 
dolent government willingly connived at excesses which al- 
lured him at least from ambition. The strange visit, and yet 
more strange departure, of Mejnour, filled the breast of the 
Neapolitan with awe and wonder, against which all the 
haughty arrogance and learned scepticism of his maturer 
manhood combated in vain. The apparition of Mejnour 
served, indeed, to invest Zanoni with a character in which 
the prince had not hitherto regarded him. He felt a strange 
alarm at the rival he had braved, at the foe he had provoked. 
When, a little before his banquet, he had resumed his self- 
possession, it was with a fell and gloomy resolution that he 
brooded over the perfidious schemes he had previously formed. 
He felt as if the death of the mysterious Zanoni -were neces- 
sary for the preservation of his own life, and if at an earlier 
period of their rivalry he had determined on the fate of 
Zanoni, the warnings of Mejnour only served to confirm his 
resolve. 

'*We will try if his magic can invent an antidote to the 
bane,” said he, half aloud, and with a stern smile, as he sum- 
moned Mascari to his presence. The poison which the prince, 
with his own hands, mixed into the wine intended for his 
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guest, was compounded from materials, the secret of whicli 
had been one of the proudest heirlooms of that able and eyil 
race, which gave to Italy her wisest and guiltiest tyrants. 
Its operation was cpick, 3^et not sudden j it produced no pain; 
it left on the form no grim convulsion, on the skin no purpling 
spot, to arouse suspicion,— you might have cut and carved 
every membrane and fibre of the corpse, but the sharpest eyes 
of the leech would not have detected the presence of the subtle 
life-queller. For twelve hours the victim felt nothing, save 
a joyous and elated exhilaration of the blood; a delicious 
languor followed, the sure forerunner of apoplexy. No lancet 
then could save ! Apoplexy had run much in the families of 
the enemies of the .Visconti! 

The hour of the feast arrived, the guests assembled. There 
were the flower of the Neapolitan the descendants 

of the Norman, the Teuton, the Goth; for Naples had then a 
nobility, but derived it from the North, 'which has indeed been 
the Nutrix Leomim^ the nurse of the lion-hearted chivalry of 
the world. 

Last of the guests came Zanoni ; and the crowd gave way 
as the dazzling foreigner moved along to the lord of the pal- 
ace. The prince greeted him with a meaning smile, to which 
Zanoni answered by a whisper, ‘‘He who plays with loaded 
dice does not always win.” 

The prince bit his lip; and Zanoni, passing on, seemed deep 
in conversation with the fawning Maseari. 

“Who is the prince’s heir? ” asked the guest. 

“A distant relation on the mother’s side; with his Excel- 
lency dies the male line.” 

“ Is the heir present at onr host’s banquet? ” 

“No; they are not friends.” 

“No matter; he will be here to-morrow! ” 

Maseari stared in surprise; but the signal for the banquet 
was given, and the guests were marshalled to the board. As 
was the custom then, the feast took place not long after mid- 
day. It was a long oval hall, the whole of one side opening 
by a marble colonnade upon a court or garden, in which the 
eye rested gratefully upon cool fountains and statues of 
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whitest marble, half sheltered by orange trees. ETery art 
that luxury could invent to give freshness and coolness to the 
languid and breezeless heat of the day without (a day on 
which the breath of the sirocco was abroad) had been called 
into existence. Artificial currents of air through invisible 
tubes, silken blinds waving to and fro as if to cheat the 
senses into the belief of an April wind, and miniature jets 
d^eau in each corner of the apartment, gave to the Italians 
the same sense of exhilaration and comfort (if d may use the 
word) which the well-drawn curtains and the blazing hearth 
afford to the children of colder climes. 

The conversation was somewhat more lively and intellectual 
than is common amongst the languid pleasure-hunters of the 
South; for the prince, himself accomplished, sought his ac- 
quaintance not only amongst the heaux esprits of his own 
country, but amongst the gay foreigners who adorned and re- 
lieved the monotony of the Neapolitan circles. There were 
present two or three of the brilliant Frenchmen of the' old 
regime, who had already emigrated from the advancing revo- 
lution, and their peculiar turn of thought and wit was well 
calculated for the meridian of a society that made the Dolce 
far niente at once its philosophy and its faith. The prince, 
however, was more silent than usual; and when he sought to 
rouse himself his spirits were forced and exaggerated. To the 
manners of his host, those of Zanoni afforded a striking con- 
trast. The bearing of this singular person was at all times 
characterized by a calm and polished ease, which was attrib- 
uted by the courtiers to the long habit of society. He could 
scarcely be called gay; yet few persons more tended to ani- 
mate the general spirits of a convivial circle. He seemed, by 
a kind of intuition, to elicit from each companion the quali- 
ties in which he most excelled; and if occasionally a certain, 
tone of latent mockery characterized his remarks upon the 
topics on which the conversation fell, it appeared to men who 
took nothing in earnest to be the language both of wit and 
wisdom. To the Frenchmen in particular there was some- 
thing startling in his intimate knowledge of the minutest 
events in their own capital and country, and his profound 
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penetration (evinced but in epigrams and sarcasms) into the 
eminent characters who were then playing a part upon the 
great stage of Continental intrigue. It was while this con- 
versation grew animated, and the feast was at its height, that 
Glyndon arrived at the palace. The porter, perceiving by his 
dress that he was not one of the invited guests, told him that 
his Excellency was engaged, and on no account could be dis- 
turbed; and Gljmdon then, for the first time, became aware 
how strange and embarrassing was the duty he had taken on 
himself. To force an entrance into the banquet hall of a 
great and powerful noble, surrounded by the rank of Naples, 
and to arraign him for what to his boon companions would 
appear but an act of gallantry, was an exploit that could not 
fail to be at once ludicrous and impotent. He mused a mo- 
ment; and slipping a piece of gold into the porter^s hand, said 
that he was commissioned to seek the Signor Zanoni upon an 
errand of life and death ; and easily won his way across the 
court and into the interior building. He passed up the broad 
staircase, and the voices and merriment of the revellers smote 
his ear at a distance. At the entrance of the reception-rooms 
he found a page, whom he despatched with a message to 
Zanoni. The page did the errand; and Zanoni, on hearing 
the whispered name of Glyndon, turned to his host. 

“Pardon me, my lord; an English friend of mine, the 
Signor Glyndon (not unknown by name to your Excellency), 
waits without ; the business must indeed be urgent on which 
he has sought me in such an hour. You will forgive my 
momentary absence.” 

“Nay, signor,” answered the prince, courteously, but with 
a sinister smile on his countenance, “ would it not be better 
for your friend to join us? An Englishman is welcome every- 
where; and even were he a Dutchman, your friendship would 
invest his, presence with attraction. Pray his attendance, — 
we would not spare you even for a moment.” 

Zanoni bowed; the page was despatched with all flattering 
messages to Glyndon; a seat next to Zanoni was placed for 
him, and the young Englishman entered. 

“You are most welcome, sir. I trust your business to our 
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illustrious guest is of good omen and pleasant import. If 
you bring evil news, defer it, I pray you. 

Glyndon's brow was sullen; and be was about to startle tbe 
guests by bis reply, when Zanoni, toucbing bis arm signifi- 
cantly, whispered in English, “I know why you have sought 
me. Be silent, and witness what ensues. 

“You know^, then, that Viola, whom jmu boasted you had 
the power to save from danger — 

‘^Is in this house! — yes. I know also that Murder sits at 
the right hand of our host. But his fate is now separated 
from hers forever; and the mirror which glasses it to my eye 
is clear through the steams of blood. Be still, and learn the 
fate that awaits the wicked! ” 

“My lord,” said Zanoni, speaking aloud, “the Signor Glyn- 
don has indeed brought me tidings not wholly unexpected. I 
am compelled to leave Naples,— an additional motive to make 
the most of the present hour.” 

“ And what, if I may venture to ask, may be the cause that 
brings such affliction on the fair dames of Naples? ” 

“ It is the approaching death of one who honoured me with 
most loyal friendship,” replied Zanoni, gravely. “Let us not 
speak of it; grief cannot put back the dial. As we supply by 
new flowers those that fade in our vases, so it is the secret of 
worldly wisdom to replace by fresh friendships those that 
fade from our path.” 

“True philosophy!” exclaimed the prince. “^Not to ad- 
mire ^ was the Romanes maxim; ^Never to mourn ^ is mine. 
There is nothing in life to grieve for, save, indeed, Signor 
Zanoni, when some young beauty on whom we have set our 
hearts slips from our grasp. In such a moment we have need 
of all our wisdom, not to succumb to despair, and shake hands 
with death. What say you, signor? You smile! Such never 
could be your lot. Pledge me in a sentiment, 'Long life to 
the fortunate lover, a quick release to the baffled suitor! ’ ” 

“I pledge you,” said Zanoni. And as the fatal wine was 
poured into his glass, he repeated, fixing his eyes on the 
prince, “ I pledge you even in this wine ! ” 

He lifted the glass to his lips. The prince seemed ghastly 
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pale while tie gaze of Ms guest bent upon Mm, with an in- 
tent and stern brightness beneath which the conscience-stricken 
host cowered and quailed. hTot till he had drained the draught, 
and replaced the glass upon the board, did Zanoni turn his 
eyes from the prince; and he then said, ‘‘Your wine has been 
kept too long ; it has lost its rirtues. Ifc might disagree with 
many, but do not fear; it will not harm me, prince. Signor 
Mascari, you are a judge of the grape; will you favour us with 
your opinion? ” 

“IJsray,” answered Mascari, with well-afected composure, 
like not the wines of Cyprus; they are heating. Perhaps 
Signor Glyndon may not have the same distaste? The Eng- 
lish are said to love their potations warm and xnmgent.” 

“Do you wish my friend also to taste the wine, prince?” 
said Zanoni. “Eecollect, all cannot drink it with the same 
impunity as myself.” 

“bTo,” said the prince, hastily; “if you do not recommend 
the wine, Heaven forbid that we should constrain our guest! 
My Lord Duke,” turning to one of the Prenohmen, “yours is 
the true soil of Bacchus. What think you of this cask from 
Burgundy ? Has it borne the journey ? ” 

“Ah,” said Zanoni, “let us change both the wim and the 
theme.” 

With that, Zanoni grew yet more animated and brilliant. 
Never did wit more sparkling, airy, exhilarating, dash from 
the lips of reveller. His spirits fascinated all present — even 
the prince himself, even Glyndon — with a strange and wild 
contagion. The former, indeed, whom the words and gaze of 
Zanoni, when he drained the poison, had filled wdth fearful 
misgivings, now hailed in the brilliant eloquence of his 
wit a certain sign of the operation of the bane. The wine 
circulated fast; but none seemed conscious of its effects. One 
by one the rest of the party fell into a charmed and spellboumi 
silence, as Zanoni continued to pour forth sally upon sally, 
tale upon tale. They hung on his words, they almost held 
their breath to listen. Yet, how bitter was his mirth! how 
full of contempt for the triflers present, and for the trifles 
which made their life! 
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E'igh.t came on; the room grew dim, and the feast had 
lasted several hours longer than was the customary duration 
■; of similar entertainments at , that day. Still the guests stirred 

not, and still Zanoni continued, with glittering eye and mock- 
ing lip, to lavish his stores of intellect and anecdote, when sud- 
denly the moon rose, and shed its rays over the flowers and 
fountains in the court without, leaving the room itself half in 
shadow and half tinged by a quiet and ghostly light. 

It was then that Zanoni rose. 

“Well, gentlemen,” said he, “we have not yet wearied our 
host, I hope; and his garden offers a new temptation to pro- 
tract our stay. Have you no musicians among your train, 
prince, that might regale our ears while we inhale the fra- 
grance of your orange trees?” 

“An excellent thought!” said the prince. “Mascari, see 
to the music.” 

The party rose simultaneously to adjourn to the garden; and 
then for the first time the effect of the wine they had drunk 
seemed to make itself felt. 

With flushed cheeks and unsteady steps they came into the 
open air, which tended yet more to stimulate that glowing 
fever of the grape. As if to make up for the silence with 
which the guests had hitherto listened to Zanoni, every tongue 
was now loosened, — every man talked, no man listened. There 
was something wild and fearful in the contrast between the 
calm beauty of the night and scene, and the hubbub and clam- 
our of these disorderly roysterers. One of the Frenchmen, in 

especial, the young Due de H , a nobleman of the highest 

rank, and of all the quick, vivacious, and irascible tempera- 
ment of his countrymen, was particularly noisy and excited. 
And as circumstances, the remembrance of which is still pre- 
served among certain circles of Naples, rendered it afterwards 
necessary that the duke should himself give evidence of what 
occurred, I will here translate the short account he drew up, 
and which was kindly submitted to me some few years ago by 
my accomplished and lively friend, il Cavaliere di B . 

I never remember [writes the duke] to have felt my spirits so excited 
^8 on that evening; we were like so many boys released from school, 






185 


JosttiBg each other as we reeled or ran down the flight of seven or eight 
stairs that led from the colonnade into the garden, — some laughing, 
some whooping, some scolding, some babbling. The wine had brought 
out, as it were, each man’s inmost character. Some were loud and 
quarrelsome, others sentimental and whining ; some whom we had 
hitherto thought dull, most mirthful ; some whom we had ever regarded 
as discreet and taciturn, most garrulous and uproarious. I remember 
that in the midst of our clamorous gayety, my eye fell upon the cavalier, 
Signor Zanoni, whose conversation had so enchanted us all ; and I felt a 
certain chill come over me to perceive that he wore the same calm and 
unsympathizing smile upon his countenance which had characterized it 
in his singular and curious stories of the Court of Louis XIV. I felt, 
indeed, half inclined to seek a quarrel with one whose composure was 
almost an insult to our disorder. Xor was such an effect of this irri- 
tating and mocking tranquillity confined to myself alone. Several of 
the party have told me since, that, on looking at Zanoni, they felt their 
blood yet more heated, and gayety changed to resentment There 
seemed in his icy smile a very charm to wound vanity and provoke rage. 
It was at this moment that the prince came up to me, and passing his 
arm into mine, led me a little apart from the rest. He had certainly 
indulged in the same excess as ourselves, but it did not produce the 
same effect of noisy excitement. There was, on the contrary, a certain 
cold arrogance and supercilious scorn in his bearing and language, which, 
even while affecting so much caressing courtesy towards me, roused my 
self-love against him. He seemed as if Zanoni had infected him ; and 
in imitating the manner of his guest, he surpassed the original. He 
rallied me on some court gossip, whicb had honoured my name by asso- 
ciating it with a certain beautiful and distinguished Sicilian lady, and 
affected to treat with contempt that which, had it been true, I should 
have regarded as a boast. He spoke, indeed, as if he himself had 
gathered all the flowers of Xaples, and left us foreigners only the 
gleanings he had scorned. At this, my natural and national gallantry 
was piqued, and I retorted by some sarcasms that I should certainly 
have spared had my blood been cooler. He laughed heartily, and left 
me in a strange fit of resentment and anger. Perhaps (I must own the 
truth) the wine had produced in me a wild disposition to take offence 
and provoke quarrel. As the princes left me, I turned, and saw Zanon* 
at my side. 

‘‘ The prince is a braggart,” said he, with the same smile that dis 
pleased me before. He would monopolize all fortune and all love 
Let us take our revenge.” 

And how? ” 
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He LaSj at this moment, in his house the most enchanting; singer in 
Naples, — the celebrated Viola Pisani. She is here, it is true, not by 
her own choice; he carried her hither by force, but he will pretend 
that she adores him. Let us insist on his producing this secret treas* 

ure, and when she enters, the Due de R can have no doubt that 

his flatteries and attentions will charm the lady, and provoke all the 
jealous fears of our host. It would be a fair revenge upon his imperious 
self-conceit.'’ 

Tins suggestion delighted me. I hastened to tlie |,»rince. At that 
instant .the musicians had just commelK.’ed ; I wavcMl my band, ordered 
the music to stoj), and addressing the prince, who was stninling in the 
centre of one of the gayest groups, complained of his want of hospital- 
ity in aflording to us such poor proficients in the art, wbih" he reserved 
for his own solace the lute and voice of the first pei'former in Naples. 
1 demanded half-laughingiy, half-seriously, that he should produce the 
Pisani. My demand was received with shouts of applause by the rest. 
We drowned the replies of our host with uproar, and would hear no 
denial. Gentlemen,” at last said the prince, when he could obtain an 
audience, “ even were I to assent to your proposal, I could not induce 
the signora to present herself before an assemblage as riotous as they 
are noble. You have too much chivalry to use compulsion with her, 

though the Due de R forgets himself sufficiently to administer it 

to me.” 

I was stung by this taunt, however well deserved. “ Prince,” said I, 

** 1 have for the indelicacy of compulsion so illustrious an example, that 
I cannot hesitate to pursue the path honoured by your own footsteps. 
All Naples knows that the Pisani despises at once your gold and your 
love ; that force alone could have brought her under your roof ; and that 
you refuse to produce her because you fear her complaints, and know 
enough of the chivalry your vanity sneers at to feel assured that the 
gentlemen of Prance are not more disposed to worship beauty than to 
defend it from wrong.” 

You speak well, sir,” said Zanoni, gravely. The prince dares not 
produce his prize I ” 

The prince remained speechless for a few moments, as if with indig- 
nation. At last he broke out into expressions the most injurious and 
insulting against Signor Zanoni and myself. Zanoni replied not; I was 
more hot and hasty. The guests appeared to delight in our dispute. 
None, except Mascari, whom we pushed aside and disdained to hear, 
strove to conciliate; some took one side, some another. The issue may 
be well foreseen. Swords were called for and procured. Two were 
offered me by one of the party. I was about to choose one, when 
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2Ianoni placed in my hand the other, which, from its hilt, appeared of 
antiquated workmanship. At the same moment, looking towards the 
prince, he said smilingly, “ The duke takes your grandsire’s sword. 
Prince, you are too brave a man for superstition ; you have forgot the 
forfeit ! ” Our host seemed to me to recoil and turn pale at those 
words ; nevertheless, he returned Zanoni’s smile with a look of defiance. 
The next moment all was broil and disorder. There might be some six 
or eight persons engaged in a strange and confused kind of melee, but the- 
prince and myself only sought each other. The noise around us, the 
confusion of the guests, the cries of the musicians, the clash of our own 
swords, only served to stimulate our unhappy fury. We feared to be 
interrupted by the attendants, and fought like madmen, without skill or 
method. I thrust and parried mechanically, blind and frantic as if a 
demon had entered into me, till I saw the prince stretched at my feet, 
bathed in his blood, and Zanoni bending over him and whispering in his 
ear. That sight cooled us all. The strife ceased ; we gathered in 
shame, remorse, and horror round our ill-fated host ; but it was too late. 
His eyes rolled fearfully in his head. I have seen many men die, but 
never one who wore such horror on his countenance. At last, all was 
over ! Zanoni rose from the corpse, and, taking with great composure 
the sword from my hand, said calmly, “ Ye are witnesses, gentlemen, 
that the prince brought his fate upon himself. The last of that illus- 
trious house has perished in a brawl 1 ” 

I saw no more of Zanoni. I hastened to our envoy to narrate the 
event, and abide the issue. I am grateful to the Neapolitan govern- 
ment, and to the illustrious heir of the unfortunate nobleman, for the 
lenient and generous, yet just, interpretation put upon a misfortune, the 
memory of which will afflict me to the last hour of my life. 

(Signed) Louis VicroiEi, Due be K . 


In the above memorial, the reader will find the most exact 
and minute account yet given of an event which created the 
most lively sensation at Naples in that day. 

Glyndon had taken no part in the affray, neither had he 
participated largely in the excesses of the revel. !Por Ms ex- 
emption from both, he was perhaps indebted to the whispered 
exhortations of Zanoni. When the last rose from the corpse, 
and withdrew from that scene of confusion, Glyndon remarked 
that in passing the crowd he touched Mascari on the shoulder, 
and said something which the Englishman did not overhear. 
Glyndon followed Zanoni into the banquet-room, which, save 
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where the moonlight slept on the marble floor, was wrapped 
in the sad and gloomy shadows of the adyancing night. 

^^How could you foretell this fearful event? He fell not 
by your arm! ” said Glyndon, in a tremulous and hollow 
tone. 

‘^The general who calculates on the victory does not tight 
in person/’ answered Zanoni; “let the past sleep with the 
dead. Meet me at midnight by the seashore, half a mile to 
the left of your hotel. You will know the spot by a rude 
pillar — the only one near — to which a broken chain is at- 
tached. There and then, if thou wouldst learn our lore, thou 
shalt find the master. Go; I have business here yet. Re- 
member, Viola is still in the house of the dead man! ” 

Here Mascari approached, and Zanoni, turning to the 
Italian, and waving his hand to Glyndon, drew the former 
aside. Glyndon slowly departed. 

Mascari,” said Zanoni, “your patron is no more; your 
services will be valueless to his heir, — a sober man, whom 
poverty has preserved from vice. For yourself, thank me 
that I do not give you up to the executioner; recollect the 
wine of Cyprus. Well, never tremble, man; it could not act 
on me, though it might re-act on others ; in that it is a com- 
mon type of crime. I forgive you; and if the wine should 
kill me, I promise you that my ghost shall not haunt so wor- 
shipful a penitent. Enough of this; conduct me to the cham- 
ber of Viola Pisani. You have no further need of her. The 
death of the jailer opens the cell of the captivci. Be quick, I 
would be gone.” 

Mascari muttered some inaudible words, bowed low, and 
led the way to the chamber in which Viola was confined. 
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CHAPTEE XVIII. 

Merc. Tell me, therefore, what thou seekest after, and what thou wilt hare. 

What dost thou desire to make ? 

Aldi, The Philosopher’s Stone. SAKDivooitrs. 

It wanted several minutes of midnight, and Gljndon re- 
paired to the appointed spot. The mysterious empire which 
Zanoni had acquired over him was still more solemnly con- 
firmed by the events of the last few hours ; the sudden fate of 
the prince, so deliberately foreshadowed, and yet so seemingly 
accidental, brought out by causes the most commonplace, and 
yet associated with words the most prophetic, impressed him 
with the deepest sentiments of admiration and awe. It was 
as if this dark and wondrous being could convert the most 
ordinary events and the meanest instruments into the agencies 
of his inscrutable will; yet if so, why have permitted the cap- 
ture of Viola? Why not have prevented the crime rather than 
punish the criminal? And did Zanoni really feel love for 
Viola? Love, and yet offer to resign her to himself, — to a 
rival whom his arts could not have failed to bafffe? He no 
longer reverted to the belief that Zanoni or Viola had sought 
to dupe him into marriage. His fear and reverence for the 
former now forbade the notion of so poor an imposture. Did 
he any longer love Viola himself? Ho; when that morning 
he had heard of her danger, he had, it is true, returned to the 
sympathies and the fears of affection; but with the death of 
the prince her image faded again from his heart, and he felt 
no jealous pang at the thought that she had been saved by 
Zanoni, — that at that moment she was, perhaps, beneath his 
roof. Whoever has, in the course of his life, indulged the 
absorbing passion of the gamester, will remember how all 
other pursuits and objects vanished from his mind; how solely 
he was wrapped in the one wild delusion; with what a seep- 
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tre of magic power tlie despot-demon ruled every feeling and 
every thouglit. Far more intense than tlic passion of the 
gamester was the frantic yet sublime desire that inastered the 
breast of Giyndon. He would be the rival of Zanoni/ not in 
human and perishable affections, but in preternatural and 
eternal lore. He would have laid down life with content — 
nay, rapture — as the price of learning those solemn secrets 
which separated the stranger from mankind. Enamoured of 
the goddess of goddesses, he stretched forth his arms — the 
wild Ixion — and embraced a cloud! 

The night was most lovely and serene, and the waves 
scarcely rippled at his feet, as the Englishman glided on by 
the cool and starry beach. At length he arrived at the spot, 
and there, leaning against the broken pillar, he beheld a man 
wrapped in a long mantle, and in an attitude of profound re- 
pose. He approached and uttered the name of Zanoni. The 
figure turned, and he saw the face of a stranger, — a face not 
stamped by the glorious beauty of Zanoni, but equally majes- 
tic in its aspect, and perhaps still more impressive from the 
mature age and the passionless depth of thought that charac- 
terized the expanded forehead, and deep-set but piercing 
eyes. 

^^You seek Zanoni,” said the stranger, ^^he will be here 
anonj but perhaps he whom you see before you is more con- 
nected with your destiny, and more disposed to realize your 
dreams.” 

^^Hath the earth then another Zanoni? ” 

“If not,” replied the stranger, “why do you cherish the 
hope and the wild faith to be yourself a Zanoni? Think you 
that none others have burned witb the same godlike dream? 
Who, indeed, in his first youth, — youth when the soul is 
nearer to the heaven from which it sprung, and its divine and 
primal longings are not all effaced by the sordid passions and 
petty cares that are begot in time, — who is there in youth 
that has not nourished the belief that the universe has secrets 
not known to the common herd, and panted, as the hart for 
the water-springs, for the fountains that lie hid and far away 
amidst the broad wilderness of trackless science? The music 
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of the fountain is heard in the soul withm, till the steps, 
deceived and erring, rove away from its waters, and the wan- 
derer dies in the mighty desert. Think you that none who 
have cherished the hope have found the truth; or that the 
yearning after the Ineffable Knowledge was given to us ut- 
terly in vain? Ko! Every desire in human hearts is but a 
glimpse of things that exist, alike distant and divine. No I 
in the world there have been from age to age some brighter 
and happier spirits who have attained to the air in which the 
beings above mankind move and breathe. Zanoni, great 
though he be, stands not alone. He has had his predecessors, 
and long lines of successors may be yet to coine.^- 

“ And will you tell me,” said G-lyndon, “that in yourself I 
behold one of that mighty few over whom Zanoni has no su- 
periority in power and wisdom? ” 

“In me,” answered the stranger, “you see one from whom 
Zanoni himself learned some of his loftiest secrets. On these 
shores, on this spot, have I stood in ages that your chroniclers 
but feebly reach. The Phoenician, the Greek, the Oscan, the 
Eoman, the Lombard, I have seen them all! — leaves gay and 
glittering on the trunk of the universal life, scattered in due 
season and again renewed; till, indeed, the same race that 
gave its glory to the ancient world bestowed a second youth 
upon the new. Eor the pure Greeks, the Hellenes, whose 
origin has bewildered your dreaming scholars, were of the 
same great family as the Norman tribe, born to be the lords 
of the universe, and in no land on earth destined to become 
the hewers of wood. Even the dim traditions of the learned, 
which bring the sons of Hellas from the vast and undeter- 
mined territories of northern Thrace, to be the victors of the 
pastoral Pelasgi, and the founders of the line of demi-gods; 
which assign to a population bronzed beneath the suns of 
the west the blue-eyed Minerva and the yellow-haired Achil- 
les (physical characteristics of the North); which introduce 
amongst a pastoral people, warlike aristocracies, and limited 
monarchies the feudalism of the classic time, — even these 
might serve you to trace back the primeval settlements of the 
Hellenes to the same region whence, in later times, the Nor- 
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man wari*iors broke on tbe dull and savage liordes of the Celt, 
and became the Greeks of the Christian world. But this in- 
terests you not, and you are wise in your indifference. IsTot 
in the knowledge of things without, but in the perfections of 
the soul within, lies the empire of man aspiring to be more 
than men.” 

*^And what books contain that science 5 from what labora- 
tory is it wrought? ” 

“ Nature supplies the materials ; they are around you in your 
daily walks. In the herbs that the beast devours and the 
chemist disdains to cull; in the elements from which matter 
in its meanest and its mightiest shapes is deduced ; in the 
wide bosom of the air; in the black abysses of the earth, — 
everywhere are given to mortals the resources and libraries of 
immortal lore. But as the simplest problems in the simplest 
of all studies are obscure to one who braces not his mind to 
their comprehension, as the rower in yonder vessel cannot tell 
you why two circles can touch each other only in one point; 
so, though all earth were carved over and inscribed with the 
letters of diviner knowledge, the characters would be value- 
less to him who does not pause to inquire the language, and 
meditate the truth. Young man, if thy imagination is vivid, 
if thy heart is daring, if thy curiosity is insatiate, I will ac- 
cept thee as my pupil. But the first lessons are stern and 
dread.” 

“If thou hast mastered them, why not I?” answered Glyn- 
don, boldly. “ I have felt from my boyhood that strange mys- 
teries were reserved for my career; and from the proudest 
ends of ordinary ambition, I have carried my gaze into the 
clouds and darkness that stretched beyond. The instant I 
beheld Zanoni, I felt as if I had discovered the guide and the 
tutor for which my youth had idly languished and vainly 
burned.” 

“And to me his duty is transferred,” replied the stranger. 
“Yonder lies, anchored in the bay, the vessel in which Zanoni 
seeks a fairer home; a little while, and the breeze will rise, 
the sail will swell, and the stranger will have passed, like a 
wind, away. Still, like the wind, he leaves in thy heart the 
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seeds that may bear the blossom and the fruit. Zanoni hath 
performed his task, he is wanted no more; the perfecter of 
his work is at thy side. He comes! I hear the dash of the 
oar. You will have your choice submitted to you. Accord- 
ing as you decide, we shall meet again. With these words 
the stranger m.07ed slowly away, and disappeared beneath the 
shadow of the clih*s. A boat glided rapidly across the waters ; 
it touched land; a man leaped on shore, and Glyndon recog- 
nized Zanoni. 

I give, Glyndon, I give thee no more the option of happy 
love and serene enjoyment. "Chat hour is past, and fate 
linked the hand that might have been thine own to mine. 
But I have ample gifts to bestow upon thee, if thou wilt 
abandon the hope that gnaws thy heart, and the realization of 
which even I have not the power to foresee. Be thine ambi- 
tion human, and I can gratify it to the full. Men desire four 
things in life, — love, wealth, fame, power. The first I cannot 
give thee, the rest are at thy disposal. Select which of them 
thou wilt, and let us part in peace. 

Such are not the gifts I covet. I choose knowledge, that 
knowledge must be thine own. For this, and for this alone, 
I surrender the love of Viola; this, and this alone, must be 
iny recompense.” 

“I cannot gainsay thee, though I can warn. The desire to 
learn does not always contain the faculty to acquire. I can 
give thee, it is true, the teacher; the rest must depend on thee. 
Be wise in time, and take that which I can assure to thee.” 

“ Answer me but these questions, and according to your an- 
swer I will decide. Is it in the power of man to attain in- 
tercourse with the beings of other worlds? Is it in the power 
of man to influence the elements, and to insure life against 
the sword and against disease?” 

“All this may be possible,” answered Zanoni, evasively, 
“ to the few ; but for one who attains such secrets, millions 
may perish in the attempt.” 

“ One question more. Thou — ” 

“ Beware I Of myself, as I have said before, I render no 
account.” 


13 


194 


ZANONI. 


*^Well, then, the stranger I have met this night, are his 
boasts to be believed? Is he in truth one of the chosen seers 
whom you allow to have mastered the mysteries I yearn to 
fathom?’^ 

“ Eash man/’ said Zanoni, in a tone of compassion, ^^thy 
crisis is past, and thy choice made! I can only bid thee be 
bold and prosper; yes, I resign thee to a master who the 
power and the will to open to thee the gates of an awful 
world. Thy weal or woe are as naught in the eyes of Ms re- 
lentless wisdom. I would bid him spare thee, but he will 
heed me not. Mejnour, receive thy pupil ! ” Glyndon turned, 
and his heart beat when he perceived that the stranger, whose 
footsteps he had not heard upon the pebbles, whose approach 
he had not beheld in the moonlight, was once more by his 
side! 

“Farewell,’^ resumed Zanoni; “thy trial commences. When 
next we meet thou wilt be the victim or the victor.” 

Glyndou’s eyes followed the receding form of the mysteri- 
ous stranger. He saw him enter the boat, and he then for 
the first time noticed that besides the rowers there was a 
female, who stood up as Zanoni gained the boat. Even at 
the distance he recognized the once-adored form of Viola. 
She waved her hand to him, and across the still and shining 
air came her voice, mournfully and sw’eetly in her mother 
tongue, “Farewell, Clarence, I forgive thee! — farewell, 
farewell! ” 

He strove to answer, but the voice touched a chord a.t his 
heart, and the -words failed him. Viola was then lost forever, 
gone with this dread stranger; darkness was round her lot! 
And he himself had decided her fate and his own ! The boat 
bounded on, the soft waves flashed and sparkled beneath the 
oars, and it was along one sapphire track of moonlight that 
the frail vessel bore away the lovers. Farther and farther 
from his gaze sped the boat, till at last the speck, scarcely 
visible, touched the side of the ship, that lay lifeless in the 
glorious bay. At that instant, as if by magic, up sprang, with 
a glad murmur, the playfuTand freshening wind. And Glyn- 
don turned to Mejnour and broke the silence. 
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^‘Tell me (if thou caiist read the future), tell me that her 
lot will be fair, and that her choice at least is wise,” 

pupil! ” answered Mejnour, in a voice the calmness 
of which well accorded with the chilling words, ^^thy first 
task must be to withdraw all thought, feeling, syinpath3" from 
others. The elementary stage of knowledge is to make self, 
and self alone, thy study and thy world. Thou hast decided 
thine own career; thou hast renounced love; thou hast re- 
jected wealth, fame, and the vulgar pomps of power. What 
then are all mankind to thee? To perfect thy faculties, and 
concentrate thy emotions, is henceforth thy only aim ! ” 

“And will happiness be the end? ” 

“If happiness exists,” answered Mejnour, “it must be cen- 
tred in a SELF to which all passion is unknown. But happi- 
ness is the last stage of being; and as yet thou art on the 
threshold of the first.” 

As Mejnour spoke, the distant vessel spread its sails to the 
wind, and moved slowly along the deep. Glyndon sighed, 
and the pupil and the master retraced their steps towards the 
city. 


BOOK THE FOURTH. 

THE DWELLEB OF THE THEESHOLD. 

Sei hinter ihm was will I Icli heb’ ibn auf.^ 

Das Verschleierte Bild zu Sais. 


CHAPTEE I. 

CoMME vittima io vengo alF ara.“ 

Metast.j At. ii. sc. vii. 

It was about a montb after the date of Zanoni^s departure, 
and Glyndon’s introduction to Mejnour, when two English- 
men were walking, arm in arm, through the Toledo. 

“I tell you,” said one (who spoke warmly), “that if you 
have a particle of common-sense left in you, you will accom- 
pany me to England. This Mejnour is an impostor more 
dangerous, because more in earnest, than Zanoni. After all, 
what do his promises amount to? You allow that nothing 
can be more equivocal. You say that he has left Naples; 
that he has selected a retreat more congenial than the crowded 
thoroughfares of men to the studies in which he is to initiate 
you; and this retreat is among the haunts of the fiercest ban- 
dits of Italy, — haunts which justice itself dares not penetrate. 
.Fitting hermitage for a sage! I tremble for you. What if 
this stranger — of whom nothing is known — be leagued with 
the robbers, and these lures for your credulity bait but the 
,y, traps for your property, perhaps your life? You might come 
' off cheaply by a ransom of half your fortune. You smile indig- 
nantly! Well; put common-sense out of the question; take 
your own view of the matter. You are to undergo an ordeal 

1 “Be behind what there maj, I raise the veil.” 

® “ As a rictim I go to the altaar.^' 
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whicli Mejnour himself does not profess to describe as a very 
tempting one. It may or it may not succeed: if it does notj 
yon are menaced with the darkest evils; and if it does, yon 
cannot be better off than the dull and joyless mystic whom 
you have taken for a master. Away with this folly! enjoy 
youth while it is left to yon. Eeturn with me to England; 
forget these dreams. Enter your proper career; form affec- 
tions more respectable than those which lured you a while to 
an Italian adventuress. Attend bo your fortune, make money, 
and become a happy and distinguished man. This is the ad- 
vice of sober friendship; yet the promises I hold out to you 
are fairer than those of Mejnour.” 

“Mervale,^- said Glyndon, doggedly, cannot, if I would, 
yield to your wishes. A power that is above me urges me on; 
I cannot resist its influence. I will proceed to the last in the 
strange career I have commenced. Think of me no more. 
Follow yourself the advice you give to me, and be happy.” 

“This is madness,” said Mervale; “your health is already 
failing; you are so changed I should scarcely know you, 
Oome; I have already had your name entered in my passport; 
in another hour I shall be gone, and you, boy that you are, 
will be left without a friend, to the deceits of your own fancy 
and the machinations of this relentless mountebank.’’ 

“Enough,” said Glyndon, coldly; “you cease to be an effec- 
tive counsellor when you suffer your prejudices to be thus 
evident. I have already had ample proof,” added the Eng- 
lishman, and his pale cheek grew more pale, “of the power 
of this man — if man he he, which I sometimes doubt — and, 
come life, come death, I will not shrink from the paths that 
allure me. Earewell, Mervale, if we never meet again. If 
you hear, amidst our old and cheerful haunts, that Clarence 
Glyndon sleeps the last sleep by the shores of Ijiaples, or 
amidst yon distant hills, say to the friends of our youth : HTe 
died worthily, as thousands of Martyr-students have died be- 
fore him, in the pursuit of knowledge. ’ ” 

He wrung Mervale^s hand as he spoke, darted from his 
side, and disappeared amidst the crowd. 

By the corner of the Toledo, he was arrested by Hicot, 
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Ah, Glyndon! I hare not seen yon this month. Where 
have you hid yourself? Have you been absorbed in your 
studies?” 

«Yes.” 

am about to leave Naples for Paris. Will yon accom- 
pany me? Talent of all order is eagerly sought for there, and 
will be sure to rise.’’ 

thank yon; I have other schemes for the present.” 
laconic! What ails you? Do yon grieve for the loss 
of the Pisani? Take example by me. I have already con- 
soled myself with Bianca Sacchini,— a handsome woman, en- 
lightened; no prejudices, A valuable creature I shall find 
her, no doubt. But as for this Zanoni — ” 

What of him? ” 

“If ever I paint an allegorical subject, I will take his like- 
ness as Satan. Ha, ha! a true painter’s revenge, eh? And 
the way of the world, too! When we can do nothing else 
against a man whom we hate, we can at least paint his effigies 
as the devil’s. Seriously, though, I abhor that man.” 

“Wherefore?” 

“Wherefore! Has he not carried off the wife and the 
dowry I had marked for myself? Yet after all, ” added Nicot, 
musingly, “had he served instead of injured me, I should 
have hated him all the same. His very form and his very 
face made me at once envy and detest him. I feel that there 
is something antipathetic in our natures. I feel, too, that 
we shall meet again, when Jean Nicot’s hate may be less im- 
potent. We, too, cher emifrere, we, too, may meet again! 
Vive la Re^uhlique! I to my new world!” 

“And I to mine. Farewell! 

That day Mervale left Naples; the next morning Glyndon 
. also quitted the City of Delight, alone, and on horseback. He 
' );y?’ent his way into those picturesque but dangerous parts of 
-%e country which at that time were infested by banditti, 
a4& which few travellers dared to pass, even in broad day- 
light, without a strong escort. A road more lonely cannot 
w® he conceived than that on which the hoofs of his steed, 
striking upon the fragments of. rock that encumbered the ne- 
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glected waj, woke a dull and luelanclioly ecko. Large tracts 
of waste landj varied by the rank and profuse foliage of 
Soutii, lay before liimj occasionally a wild goat peeped down 
from some rocky crag, or the discordant cry of a bird of prey 
startled in its sombre haunt was heard above the hills. These 
were the only signs of life; not a human being -was 
not a hut was visible. Eapt in his own ardent and 
thoughts, the young man continued his way, till the sun 
spent its noonday heat, and a breeze that announced the ap 
preach of eve sprang up from the unseen ocean which lay far 
distant to his right. It was then that a turn in the road 
brought before him one of those long, desolate, gloomy vil- 
lages which are found in the interior of the Neapolitan domin- 
ions ; and now he came upon a small chapel on one side the 
road, with a gaudily painted image of the Virgin in the open 
shrine. Around this spot, which, in the heart of a Christian 
land, retained the vestige of the old idolatry (for just 
were the chapels that in the pagan age were dedicated to the 
demon-saints of mythology), gathered six or seven miserable 
and squalid wretches, whom the Curse of the Leper had cut 
off from mankind. They set up a shrill cry as they turned 
their ghastly visages towards the horseman; and without 
stirring from the spot, stretched out their gaunt arms, and 
implored charity in the name of the Merciful Mother! Glyn- 
don hastily threw them some small coins, and, turning away 
his face, clapped spurs to his horse, and relaxed not his 
till he entered the village. On either side the narrow and 
miry street, fierce and haggard forms — some leaning against 
the ruined walls of blackened huts, some seated at the thresh- 
old, some lying at full length in the mud — presented 
that at once invoked pity and aroused alarm, — pity for tl 
squalor, alarm for the ferocity imprinted on their 
aspects. They gazed at him, grim and sullen, as he 
slowly up the rugged street; sometimes whispering 
cantly to each other, but without attempting to stop his 
Even the children hushed their babble, and ragged 
devouring him with sparkling eyes, muttered to their 
shall feast well to-morrow!^’ It was, indeed, 
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those hamlets in which Law sets not its sober step, in which 
Violence and Murder house secure, — hamlets common then in 
the wilder parts of Italy, in'whieh the peasant was but the 
gentler name for the robber. 

Glyndon’s heart somewhat failed him as he looked around, 
and the question he desired to ask died upon liis lips. At 
length from one of the dismal cabins emerged a forjii superior 
to the rest. Instead of the patched and ragged overall, which 
made the only garment of the men he had hitherto seen, the 
dress of this person was characterized by all the trappings of 
the national bravery. Upon his raven hair, the glossy curls 
of which made a notable contrast to the matted and elfin locks 
of the savages around, was placed a cloth cap with a gold 
tassel that hung down to his shoulder; his mustaches were 
trimmed with care; and a silk kerchief of gay hues was 
twisted round a well-shaped but sinewy throat; a short jacket 
of rough cloth was decorated with several rows of gilt filigree 
buttons; his nether garments fitted tight to his limbs, and 
were curiously braided; while in a broad party-coloured sash 
were placed two silver-hilted pistols and the sheathed knife, 
usually worn by Italians of the lower order, mounted in ivory 
elaborately carved. 

A small carbine of handsome workmanship was slung across 
his shoulder, and completed his costume. The man himself 
was of middle size, athletic yet slender, with straight and 
regular features; sunburnt, but not swarthy; and an express 
sion of countenance which, though reckless and bold, had in 
it frankness rather than ferocity, and, if defying, was not 
altogether unprepossessing. 

Glyndon, after eying this figure for some moments with 
great attention, checked his rein, and asked the way to the 
/X^astle of the Mountain.” 

' ‘ ^yhe man lifted his cap as he heard the question, and, ap- 
girq^ching Glyndon, laid his hand upon the neck of the horse, 
i^ysaid, in a low voice, “ Then you are the cavalier whom our 
pEfepn the signor expected. He bade me wait for you here, 
ahd Jead you to the castle. And indeed, signor, it might have 
been unfortunate if I had neglected to obey the command.” 





Glyndon and the Beigand Captain. 
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Tlie man tlien, drawing a little aside, called out to the by* 
standers, in a loud voice, “Ho, bo! my friends, pay benee- 
fortb and forever all respect to tbis worshipful cavalier. He 
is the expected guest of our blessed patron of the Castle of 
the Mountain. Long life to him! May be, like bis host, be 
safe by day and by night, on the bill and in the waste, against 
the dagger and the bullet, in limb and in life! Cursed be be 
who touches a hair of bis bead, or a baioccJio in bis pouch. 
How and forever we will protect and honour him, for the law 
or against the law, with the faith and to the death. Amen! 
Amen! ” 

“Amen!^^ responded, in wild chorus, a hundred voices; 
and the scattered and straggling groups pressed up the street 
nearer and nearer to the horseman. 

“And that he may be known,’’ continued the Englishman’s 
strange protector, “ to the eye and to the ear, I place around 
him the white sash, and I give him the sacred watchword, — 
Teaee to the Brave.’ Signor, when you wear this sash, the 
proudest in these parts will bare the head and bend the knee. 
Signor, when you utter this watchword, the bravest hearts will 
be bound to your bidding. Desire you safety or ask you re- 
venge, to gain a beauty or to lose a foe, speak but the word, 
and we are yours, — we are yours! Is it not so, comrades? ” 
And again the hoarse voices shouted, “Amen, Amen!” 

“How, signor,” whispered the bravo, “if you have a few coins 
to spare, scatter them amongst the crowd, and let us be gone.” 

Glyndon, not displeased at the concluding sentence, emptied 
his purse in the streets; and while, with mingled oaths, bless* 
ings, shrieks, and yells, men, women, and children scrambled 
for the money, the bravo, taking the rein of the horse, led it 
a few paces through the village at a brisk trot, and then, 
turning up a narrow lane to the left, in a few minutes neither 
house nor men were visible, and the mountains closed their 
path on either side. It was then that, releasing the bridle 
and slackening his pace, the guide turned his dark eyes on 
Glyndon with an arch expression, and said, — 

“Your Excellency was not, perhaps, prepared for the hearty' 
welcome we have given you,” 
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“Why, in truth, I ought to have been prepared for it, since 
the signor to whose house I am bound did not disguise from 
me the character of the neighbourhood. And your name, my 
friend, if I may so call you? ” 

“Oh, no ceremonies with me, Excellency. In the village 
I am generally called Maestro Paolo. I had a surname once, 
though a very equivocal one; and I have forgotten that since 
1 retired from the world.” 

“And was it from disgust, from poverty, or from some 

some ebullition of passion which entailed punishment, that 
you betook yourself to the mountains?” 

“Why, signor,” said the bravo, with a gay laugh, “hermits 
of my class seldom love the confessional. However. I have 
no secrets while my step is in these defiles, my whistle in my 
pouch, and my carbine at my back.” With that the robber, 
as if he loved permission to talk at his will, hemmed thrice] 
and began with much humour; though as his tale proceeded, 
the memories it roused seemed to carry him further than he 
at first intended, and reckless and light-hearted ease gave way 
to that fierce and varied play of countenance and passion of 
gesture which characterize the emotions of his countrymen. 

‘I was born at Terraeina — a fair spot, is it not? My 
fether was a learned monk, of high birth; my mother — 
Heaven rest her ! — an innkeeper’s pretty daughter. Of course 
there could be no marriage in the ease! and when I was born, 
the monk gravely declared my appearance to be miraculous. I 
was dedicated from my cradle to the altar; and my head was 
universally declared to be the orthodox shape for a cowl 
As I grew up, the monk took great pains with my edu- 
cation; and_ I learned Latin and psalmody as soon as less 
miiaculous infants learn crowing. For did the holy man’s 
, care stmt itself to my interior accomplishments. Although 
vowed to poverty, he always contrived that my mother should 
mve her pockets full: and between her pockets and mine, 
was soon established a clandestine communication; ac^ 
at fourteen, I wore my cap on one side, stuck pis- 

,allaiit. At that age my pQor mother died; and about the 
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same period, my father, having written a History of the 
rontifical Bulls, in forty volumes, and being, as I said, of 
high birth, obtained a CardinaBs hat. Brom that time he 
thought fit to disown your humble servant. He bound me 
over to an honest notary at Naples, and gave me two hundred 
crowns by way of provision. Well, signor, I saw enough of 
the law to convince me that I should never be rogue enough 
to shine in the profession. So, instead of spoiling parchment, 

I made love to the notary^s daughter. My master discovered 
our innocent amusement, and turned me out of doors; that 
was disagreeable. But my Ninetta loved me, and took care 
that I should not lie out in the streets with the lazzaronL 
Little jade, I think I see her now, with her bare feet and her 
finger to her lips, opening the door in the summer nights, and 
bidding me creep softly into the kitchen, where, praised be 
the saints! a flask and a manchet always awaited the hungry 
amoroso. At last, however, Ninetta grew cold. It is the 
way of the sex, signor. Her father found her an excellent 
marriage in the person of a withered old picture-dealer. She 
took the spouse, and very properly clapped the door in the 
face of the lover. I was not disheartened, Excellency; no, 
not I. Women are plentiful while we are young. So, with- 
out a ducat in my pocket, or a crust for my teeth, I set out to 
seek my fortune on board of a Spanish merchantman. That 
was duller work than I expected; but luckily we were attacked 
by a pirate, half the crew were butchered, the rest captured. 

I 'was one of the last — always in luck, you see, signor, — 
monks ^ sons have a knack that way! The captain of the 
pirates took a fancy to me. ^ Serve with us? ^ said he. ^Too 
happy,’ said I. Behold me, then, a pirate! 0 jolly life! 
how I blest the old notary for turning me out of doors! 
What feasting, what fighting, what wooing, what quarrelling! 
Sometimes we ran ashore and enjoyed ourselves like princes ; ; t ’ 
sometimes we lay in a calm for days together on the loveliest 
sea that man ever traversed. And then, if the breeze rose 
and a sail came in sight, who so merry as we? I passed three 
years in that charming profession, and then, signor, I grew 
ambitious. I caballed against the captain; I wanted his post 
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One still night we struck the blow. The ship was like a W 
in the sea, no land to be seen from the mast-head, the waves 
like glass, and the moon at its full. Up we rose; thirty of 
us and more. Up we rose with a shout; we poured into the 
captain’s cabin, I at the head. The brave old boy had caught 
toe alarm, and there he stood at the doorway, a pistol in each 

W; and his one eye (he had only one!) worse to meet than 
tile pistols were. 

cried I, ‘your life shall be safe.’ ” 

“‘Take that,’ said he, and whiz went the pistol; but the 
saints took care of their own, and the ball passed bv mv 
cheek, and shot the boatswain behind me. I closed with the 
captain, and the other pistol went off without mischief in the 
steuggle. Such a fellow he was - six feet four without his 
shoes! Over we went, rolling each on the other. Santa 
Maria! no time to get hold of one’s knife. Meanwhile all 
the crew were up, some for the captain, some for me, clashing 
and firing, and swearing and groaning, and now and then a 
heavy splash in the sea! Fine supper for the sharks that 
uight. At last old Bilboa got uppermost; out flashed his 
knife; down it came, but not in my heart. Ho! I gave my 
left arm as a shield, and the blade went through to the hilt 
with t^blood spirting up like the rain from a whale’s nos- 
tril! With the weight of the blow the stout fellow came 
down, so that his face touched mine; with my right han/i j 
caught him by the throat, turned him over like a lamb, signor 
and faith! It was soon all up with him; the boatswain’s 
^ Dutchman, ran him through with a pike. 

Old fellow,’ said I, as he turned his terrible eye to me 
1 bear you no malice, but we must try to get on in the world 
you know. The captain grinned and gave up the ghost I 

Td fli’ ^ stark 

md cold, and the moon sparkling on the puddles of blood as 

oif "3 1 ^as 

ours, and the ship mine; I ruled merrily enough for six 
months. We then attacked a French ship twice our size- 
w^t sport It was! And we had not had a good fight so long 
we were quite like virgins at it! We got the best of it, a£ 
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tron sMp and cargo. They wanted to pistol the captain, hnt 
that was against my laws; so we gagged him, for he scolded 
as loud as if we were married to him; left him and the rest 
of his crew on board our own vessel, which was terribly bat- 
tered ; clapped onr black flag on the Frenchman's, and set oif 
merrily, with a brisk wind in our favour. But luck deserted 
us on forsaking our own dear old ship. A storm came on, a 
plank struck; several of us escaped in the boat; we had lots 
of gold with us, but no water! For two days and two nights 
we suffered horribly; but at last we ran ashore near a French 
seaport. Our sorry plight moved compassion, and as we had 
money we were not suspected — people only suspect the poor. 
Here we soon recovered our fatigues, rigged ourselves out 
gayly, and your humble servant was considered as noble a 
captain as ever walked deck. But now, alas, my fate would 
have it that I should fall in love with a silk-mercer’s daugh- 
ter. Ah, how I loved her, — the pretty Clara! Yes, I loved 
her so well, that I was seized with horror at my past life! I 
resolved to repent, to marry her, and settle down into an 
honest man. Accordingly, I summoned my messmates, told 
them my resolution, resigned my command, and persuaded 
them to depart. They were good fellows; engaged with a 
Dutchman, against whom I heard afterwards they made a suc- 
cessful mutiny, but I never saw them more. I had two thou- 
sand crowns still left; with this snm I obtained the consent 
of the silk-mercer, and it was agreed that I should become a 
partner in the firm. I need not say that no one suspected 
that I had been so great a man, and I passed for a Neapolitan 
goldsmith’s son instead of a cardinal’s. I was very happy 
then, signor, very, — I could not have harmed a fly! Had I 
married Clara, I had been as gentle a mercer as ever handled 
a measure.” 

The bravo paused a moment, and it was easy to see that he 
felt more than his words and tone betokened. “Well, well, 
we must not look back at the past too earnestly; the sunlight 
upon it makes one’s eyes water. The day was fixed for our 
wedding ; it approached. On the evening before the appointed 
day, Clara, her mother, her little sister, and myself were 
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One still niglit we struck tbe How* The ship was like a log 
in the sea, no land to be seen from the inust-liead, the waves 
like glass, and the moon at its full. Up rose; thirty of 
us and more* Up we rose with a shout; we. ]ioured into the 
captain’s cabin, I at the head* Tlie brave (iid boy had caught 
the alarm, and there he stood at the doorway, a pistol in each 
. .hand; and his one eye (he had only one!) worse to meet than 
the pistols were. 

Yield! ’ cried I, ^your life shall be safe.’ 

‘^^Take that,’ said he, and whiz weat the pistol; but the 
saints took care of their own, and tie* ball passed by my 
cheek, and shot the boatswain behind me*. I (diKSi.*d with the 
captain, and the other pistol went oil withiail mischief in the 
struggle. Such a fellow he was — six icc.i four without his 
shoes! Over we went, rolling eacli on tin* (jilier. j^anta 
Maria! no time to get hold of one’s knife. Meanwhile, ail 
the crew were up, some for the captsiin, soun* for jjn% dashing 
and firing, and swearing and groaning, and mnv and then a 
heavy splash in the seal Fine supper iur the sharks that 
night! ' Atdast ;Old- Bilboa got uppermost; out flushed his 
knife; down it came, but not in my heart* Xo! I gave my 
left arm as a shield, and the blade went thrmigli to the hilt, 
with the blood spirting up like the raiji fruu! ti whale’s nos- 
tril! With the weight of the blow ilie Htout fellow came 
down, so that his face touched iiime; with iny right hand I 
caught him by the throat, turned him over liJce a laiid^, signor, 
and faith! it was soon all up witli him; Ih/^ bo;itswaia’s 
brother, a fat Dutchman,, ran him tlirougli ■with a pike. 

^^^Old fellow,’ said I, as he turned his terrible eye to me, 
U bear you no malice, but we must try to get on in the world, 
you know.’ The captain grinned and gave* up tln^ ghost I 
went upon deck; what a sight! Twenty bold fcdiuws stark 
and cold, and the moon sparkling on the iniddien of blood as 
fv' calmly as if it were water. Well, signenv the, victory was 
v, ours, and the ship mine; I ruled merrily eiioug'h for six 
months. We then attacked a French ship twice our size; 

‘ Isrhat sport it was! And we had not had a gooii fight so long, 

^ #e were quite like virgins- at ill We got the best of ii wd 
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won sliip and cargo* Tlaey wanted to pistol the captain, but 
that was against my laws; so we gagged Mm, for he scolded 
as loud as if we were married to him; left him and the rest 
of his crew on board our own vessel, which was terribly bat- 
tered; clapped our black flag on the Frenchman’s, and set oft‘ 
merrily, with a brisk wind in our favour. But luck deserted 
us on forsaking our own dear old ship. A storm came on, a 
plank struck; several of us escaped in the boat; we had lots 
of gold with us, but no water! For two days and two nights 
we suffered horribly; but at last we ran ashore near a French 
seaport. Our sorry plight moved compassion, and as we had 
money we were not suspected — people only suspect the poor. 
Here we soon recovered our fatigues, rigged ourselves out 
gayly, and your humble servant was considered as noble a 
captain as ever walked deck. But now, alas, my fate would 
have it that I should fall in love with a silk-mercer’s daugh- 
ter. Ah, how I loved her,— the pretty Clara! Yes, I loved 
her so well, that I was seized with horror at my past life! I 
resolved to repent, to marry her, and settle down into an 
honest man. Accordingly, I summoned my messmates, told 
them my resolution, resigned my command, and persuaded 
them to depart. They were good fellows; engaged with a 
Dutchman, against whom I heard afterwards they made a suc- 
cessful mutiny, but I never saw them more. I had two thou- 
sand crowns still left; with this sum I obtained the consent 
of the silk-mercer, and it was agreed that I should become a 
partner in the firm. I need not say that no one suspected 
that I had been so great a man, and I passed for a l^^'eapolitan 
goldsmith’s son instead of a cardinal’s. I was very happy 
then, signor, very, — I could not have harmed a fly! Had I 
married Clara, I had been as gentle a mercer as ever handled 
a measure.” 

The bravo paused a moment, and it was easy to see that he 
felt more than his words and tone betokened. “Well, well, 
we must not look back at the past too earnestly; the sunlight 
upon it makes one’s eyes water. The day was fixed for our 
wedding; it approached. On the evening before the appointed 
day, Clara, her mother, her little sister, and myself were 
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walking by tbe port, and as we looked on tbe sea I was tell- 
ing them 0 d gossip-tales of mermaids and sea-serpents, when 
red faced, bottle-nosed Frenchman clapped himself right 
before me, and placing his spectacles very deliberately astride 
his proboscis, echoed out miUe tonnenm! this is the 
damned pirate who boarded the “Mobe”’ ’ 

‘‘‘mne ofyonr jests,’saidI, mildly. ‘Ho, ho! ’ said he- 
I can’t be mistaken: help there!’ and he griped me bv S 
collar. I replied, as you may suppose, by laying him in the 
kennel; but it would not do. The FrLh caVaS had ^ 
reach lieutenant at his back, whose memory was as good as 
his chief s. A crowd assembled; other sailors came up- the 
odds were against me. I slept that night in prison; and in a 
few weeks afterwards I was sent to the galleys. They spared 
my life because the old Frenchman politely averred tK l 
had made my crew spare his. You mly belLe thlt the oa^ 

Tet I®''® ^ *"^0 others escaped- 

they took to the road, and have, no doubt, been lont S ’ 

broken on the wheel. I, soft soul, would not commit Lothei 
crime to gam my bread, for Clara was still at my hLt with 
er sweet eyes; so limiting my rogueries to the theft of a 

beard and hair were as good as a mask. 0 Mother of Mercvt 

TIT..™’ * 

of lot? *’ 1-f ^ Jiad died, perhans 

that ni^M^^ shame. Can you guess how I spent 

tha,t night? I stole a pickaxe from a mason’s mrl nil J 

TT’ ' 

■ - her again- again! Decay" had not Sef ht" ^ She X 
f ^ways pale in life! I could have sworn she lived It Jl 
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and I don^t wist to ttink now, how valuable a thing human 
life is. At sunrise I was again a wanderer 5 but now that 
Clara was gone, mj scruples vanished, and again I was at vrar 

with my betters. I contrived at last, at 0 , to get taken 

on board a^ vessel bound to Leghorn, working out my passage. 
From Leghorn I went to Rome, and stationed myself at the 
door of the cardinaFs palace. Out he came, his gilded coach 
at the gate. 

Ho, father!’ said I; ^ don’t you know me? ’ 

“ ^ Who are you? ’ 

^^‘Your son,’ said I, in a whisper. 

“The cardinal drew back, looked at me earnestly, and 
mused a moment. ^All men are my sons,’ quoth he then, 
very mildly; ^ there is gold for thee! To him who begs once 
alms are due; to him who begs twice jails are open. Take 
the hint, and molest me no more. Heaven bless thee!’ 
With that he got into his coach, and drove off to the Vatican. 
His purse, which he had left behind, was well supplied. I 
was grateful and contented, and took my way to Terracina. I 
had not long passed the marshes, when I saw two horsemen 
approach at a canter. 

“^You look poor, friend,’ said one of them, halting; ‘yet 
you are strong. ’ 

“‘Poor men and strong are both serviceable and dangerous. 
Signor Cavalier.’ 

“‘Well said; follow us.’ 

“I obeyed, and became a bandit. I rose by degrees; and 
as I have always been mild in my calling, and have taken 
purses without cutting throats, I bear an excellent charactei; 
and can eat my macaroni at ITaples without any danger to life 
and limb. For the last two years I have settled in these 
parts, where I hold sway, and where I have xjurchased land. 
I am called a farmer, signor; and I myself now only rob for 
amusement, and to keep my hand in. I trust I have satis- 
fied your curiosity. We are within a hundred yards of the 
castle.” 

“And how,” asked the Englishman, whose interest had 
been much excited by his companion’s narrative, "^and how 
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came you acquainted with my host; and by what means has 
he so well conciliated the good will of yourself and your 
friends?” 

Ma4stro Paolo turned his black eyes very gravely towards 
his questioner. “Why, signor,” said he, “you must surely 
know more of the foreign cavalier with the hard name than I 
do. All I can say is, that about a fortnight ago I chanced to 
be standing by a booth in the Toledo at Naples, when a sober- 
looking gentleman touched me by the arm, and said, ‘Maestro 
Paolo, I want to make your acquaintance; do me the favour 
to come into yonder tavern, and drink a flask oi Idcrima.’ 
‘Willingly,’ said I. So we entered the tavern. When we 
were seated, my new acquaintance thus accosted me: ‘The 

Count d’O has offered to let me hire his old castle near 

B , You know the spot? ^ 

“‘Extremely well; no one has inhabited it for a century at 
least; it is half in ruins, signor. A queer place to hire- I 
hope the rent is not heavy.’ ’ 

‘“Maestro Paolo,’ said he, ‘I am a philosopher, and don’t 
care for luxuries I want a quiet retreat for some scientific 
experiments. The castle will suit me very well, provided 
you will accept me as a neighbour, and place me and my 
faends under your special protection. I am rich; but I shaU 
fake nothing to the castle worth robbing. I will pay one rent 
to the count, and another to you/ : 

“With that we soon came to terms; and as the strano-p 
signor doubled the sum I myself proposed, he is in high fa- 
vour with all his neighbours. We would guard the old ca«tle 

^™self told you, a philosopher.” 

Hem! searching for the philosopher’s stone, eh? A bit 
of a mapcian; afraid of the priests?” 

^^Precisely. You have hit it.” 

“I thought so ; and you are his pupil? ” 

^“I wish you well through it,” said the robber, seriously 
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better tban otber people, but one^s soul is one^s soul. I do 
not mind a little honest robber j, or knocking a man on the 
head if need be; but to make a Wgain with the devil! — Ah! 
take care, young gentleman, take care.'- 
/‘You need not fear,” said Glyndon, smiling; “my precep- 
tor is too wise and too good for such a compact. But here we 
are, I suppose. A noble ruin, a glorious prospect! '' 

Glyndon paused delightedly, and surveyed the scene before 
and below with the eye of a painter. Insensibly, while lis- 
tening to the bandit, he had wound up a considerable ascent, 
and now he was upon a broad ledge of rock covered with 
mosses and dwarf shrubs. Between this eminence and an- 
other of equal height upon which the castle was built, there 
was a deep but narrow fissure, overgrown with the most pro- 
fuse foliage, so that the eye could not penetrate many yards 
below the rugged surface of the abyss ; but the profoundness 
might be well conjectured by the hoarse, low, monotonous 
roar of waters unseen that rolled below, and the subsequent 
course of which was visible at a distance in a perturbed and 
rapid stream that intersected the waste and desolate valleys. 
To the left, the prospect seemed almost boundless, — the ex- 
treme clearness of the purple air serving to render distinct 
the features of a range of country that a conqueror of old 
might have deemed in itself a kingdom. Lonely and desolate 
as the road which Glyndon had passed that clay had appeared, 
the landscape now seemed studded with castles, spires, and 
villages. Afar off, Naples gleamed whitely in the last rays 
of the sun, and the rose-tints of the horizon melted into the 
azure of her glorious bay. Yet more remote, and in another 
part of the prospect, might be caught, dim and shadowy, and 
backed by the darkest foliage, the ruined pillars of the an- 
cient Posidonia. There, in the midst of his blackened and 
sterile realms, rose the dismal Mount of Pire; while, on the 
other hand, winding through variegated plains, to which 
distance lent all its magic, glittered many and many a stream, 
by which Etruscan and Sybarite, Eoman and Saracen and 
Norman, had, at intervals of ages, pitched the invading tent. 
All the visions of the past — the stormy and dazzling his- 
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tories of southern Italy — rushed over the artist’s mind as he 
gazed below. And then, slowly turning to look behind, he 
saw the gray and mouldering walls of the castle, in which 
he sought the secrets that were to give to hope in the Future 
a mightier empire than memory owns in the Past. It wms 
one of those baronial fortresses with which Italy wms studded 
in the earlier middle ages, having but little of the Gothic 
grace or grandeur which belongs to the ecclesiastical archi- 
tecture of the same time; but rude, vast, and menacing, even 
in decay. A wooden bridge was thrown over the chasm, wide 
enough to admit two horsemen abreast; and the planks trem- 
bled and gave back a hollow sound as Glyndon urged his jaded 
steed across. 

A road which had once been broad and paved with rough 
flags, but which now was half obliterated by long grass and 
rank weeds, conducted to the outer court of the castle hard 
by; the gates were open, and half the building in this part 
was dismantled, the ruins partially hid by ivy that was the 
growth of centuries. But on entering the inner court, Glyn- 
don was not sorry to notice that there was less appearance of 
neglect and decay ; some wild roses gave a smile to the gray 
walls, and in the centre there was a fountain, in which the 
waters still trickled coolly, and with a pleasing murmur, from 
the jaws of a gigantic Triton. Here he was met by Mejnour 
with a smile. 

“Welcome, my friend and pupil,” said he; “he who seeks 
for Truth can find in these solitudes an immortal Aeudem6.” 
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An© Abaris, so far from esteeming Pythagoras, who taught these things, a 
necromancer or wizard, rather revered and admired him as something 
divine. — Iamblichus : Vit Pythag. 

The attendants whom Mejnour had engaged for his strange 
abode were such as might suit a philosopher of few wants. 
An old Armenian, whom Glyndon recognized as in the mys- 
tic^s set at J^aples; a tall, hard-featured woman from the vil- 
lage, recommended by Maestro Paolo, and two long-haired, 
smooth-spoken, but fierce-visaged youths from the same place, 
and honoured by the same sponsorship, constituted the estab- 
lishment. The rooms nsed by the sage were commodious and 
weather-proof, with some remains of ancient splendour in the 
faded arras that clothed the walls, and the huge tables of 
costly marble and elaborate carving. Glyndon’ s sleeping 
apartment communicated with a kind of Belvidere, or ter- 
race, that commanded prospects of unrivalled beauty and ex- 
tent, and was separated on the other side by a long gallery 
and a flight of ten or a dozen stairs from the private chambers 
of the mystic. There was about the whole place a sombre and 
yet not displeasing depth of repose. It suited well with the 
studies to which it was now to he appropriated. 

For several days Mejnour refused to confer with Glyndon 
on the subjects nearest to his heart. 

^^All without,” said he, ^Gs prepared, but not all within; 
your own soul must grow accustomed to the spot, and filled 
with the surrounding ligature, — for Nature is the source of 
all inspiration.” 

With these words Mejnour turned to lighter topics. He 
made the Englishman accompany him in long rambles through 
the wild scenes around, and he smiled approvingly when the 
young artist gave way to the enthusiasm which their fearful 
beauty could not have failed to rouse in a duller breast; and 
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then Mejnonr poured forth to his wondering pupil the stores 
of a knowledge that seemed inexhaustible and boundless. He 
gave accounts the most curious, graphic, and minute, of the 
various races (their characters, habits, creeds, and manners), 
by which that fair land had been successively overrun. It is 
true that his descriptions could not be found in books, and 
were unsupported by learned authorities 5 but he possessed 
the true charm of the tale-teller, and spoke of all with the 
animated confidence of a personal witness. Sometimes, too, 
he would converse upon the more durable and the loftier mys- 
teries of i^Iature with an eloq[iience and a research which in- 
vested them with all the colours rather of poetry than science. 
Insensibly the young artist found himself elevated and soothed 
by the lore of his companion; the fever of his wild desires 
was slaked. His mind became more and more lulled into the 
divine tranquillity of contemplation ; he felt himself a nobler 
being; and in the silence of his senses he imagined that he 
heard the voice of his soul. 

It was to this state that Mejnonr evidently sought to bring 
the Heophyte, and in this elementary initiation the mystic 
was like every more ordinary sage ; for he who seeiks to dIvS- 
COVER must first reduce himself into a kind of abstract ideal- 
ism, and he rendered up, in solemn and sweet bondage, to the 
faculties which coj^-template and imagine. 

Glyndon noticed that, in their rambles, Mejnonr often 
paused where the foliage was rifest, to gather some herb or 
flower; and this reminded him that he had seen Zanoni simi- 
larly occupied. ‘'^Can these humble children of na,ture,” said 
. :e one day to Mejnonr, things that bloom and wither in a 
day, be serviceable to the science of the higher secrets? Is 
there a pharmacy for the sonl as well as the body, and do the 
nurselings of the snmmer minister not only to human health 
but spiritual immortality?” 

^Hf,” answered Mejnonr, stranger had visited a wan- 
dering tribe before one property of herbalism was known to 
them ; if he had told the savages that the herbs which every 
day they trampled under foot were endowed with the most 
potent virtues,— that one would restore to health a brother 
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on tlie verge of deatlij that another -would paralyze into 
idiocy their wisest sage; that a third would strike lifeless to 
the dust their most stalwart champion; that tears and laugh- 
ter, vigour and disease, madness and reason, wakefulness and 
sleep, existence and dissolution, were coiled up in those unre- 
garded leaves, — would they not have held him a sorcerer or a 
liar? To half the virtues of the vegetable world mankind are 
yet in the darkness of the savages I have supposed. There 
are faculties within us with which certain herbs have affinity, 
and over which they have power. The moly of the ancients 
is not all a fable.” 

The apparent character of Mejnour differed in much from 
that of Zanoni; and while it fascinated G-lyndon less, it sub- 
dued and impressed him more. The conversation of Zanoni 
evinced a deep and general interest for mankind, — a feeling 
approaching to enthusiasm for Art and Beauty. The stories 
circulated concerning his habits elevated the mystery of his 
life by actions of charity and beneficence. And in all this, 
there was something genial and humane that softened the awe 
he created, and tended, perhaps, to raise suspicions as to the 
loftier secrets that he arrogated to himself. But Mejnour 
seemed wholly indifferent to all the actual world. If he com- 
mitted no evil, he seemed equally apathetic to good. His 
deeds relieved no want, his words pitied no distress. What 
we call the heart appeared to have merged into the intellect. 

He moved, thought, and lived like some regular and calm 
Abstraction, rather than one who yet retained, with the form, ; 

the feelings and sympathies of his kindl | 

Glyndon once, observing the tone of supreme indifference I 

with which he spoke of those changes on the face of earth, ■ I 

which he asserted he had witnessed, ventured to remark to j 

him the distinction he had noted. , 

‘^It is true,” said Mejnour, coldly. “My life is the life ' 

that contemplates,— • Zanoni’s is the life that enjoys; when I 
gather the herb, I think but of its uses; Zanoni will pause to 
admire its beauties.” 

“And you deem your own the superior and the loftier 
existence?” 
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“ No. His is the existence of youth, mine of age. We hare 
cultivated different faculties. Each has powers the other can- 
not aspire to. Those with whom he associates live better,— 
those who associate with me know more.” 

“I have heard, in truth,” said Glyndon, “that his compan- 
ions at Naples were observed to lead purer and nobler lives 
after intercourse with Zanoni; yet were they not strange com- 
panions, at the best, for a sage? This terrible power, too 

that he exercises at will, as in the death of the Prince di 

and that of the Count Ughelli, scarcely becomes the tranquil 
seeker after good.” ^ 

. True,” said Mejuour, with an icy smile; such must eyer 
be the error of those philosophers who would meddle with the 
active life of mankind. You cannot serve some without in- 
jurmg others; you cannot protect the good without warring 
on the bad; and if you desire to reform the faulty, why vou 
must lower yourself to live with the faulty to know their 
faults. Even so saith Paracelsus, a great man, though often 

™g.i ^ot mine this folly; I live but in knowledge,-! 
have no life in mankind! ” 

Another time,_ Glyndon questioned the mystic as to the na- 
mferred. ^ ” fraternity to which Zanoni had once 

“I am right, I suppose,” said he, “ in conjecturing that vou 
and himself profess to be the brothers of the Rosy Cross’ ” 

mystic and solemn unions of men seeking the same end through 

the same means, Refore the Arabians of Damns, in 1378, taught 

StLrS fSp tlio secrets which founded the Insti- 

tution of the Eosiorucians? I allow, however, that the Ro«,‘ 

sXor ThT*^ ^ descended from the greater and earlier 

IrewLrthiX;.”""^^^ 

exiltT” “any still 
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•^^Zanom and myself.” 

^^Whatj two only! — and you profess the power to teach to 
all the secret that baffles Death? ” 

“Your ancestor attained that secret; he died rather than 
survive the only thing he loved. We have, my pupil, no arts 
by which we can put Death out of our option, or out of the 
will of Heaven. These walls may crush me as I stand. All 
that we ])rofess to do is but this, — to find out the secrets of 
the human frame, to know why the parts ossify and the blood 
stagnates, and to apply continual preventives to the effects of 
Time. This is not Magic; it is the Art of Medicine rightly 
understood. In our order we hold most noble, — first, that 
knowledge which elevates the intellect; secondly, that which 
preserves the body. But the mere art (extracted from the 
juices and simples) which recruits the animal vigour and ar- 
rests the progress of decay, or that more noble secret which I 
will only hint to thee at present, by which heat or caloric, 
as ye call it, being, as Heraclitus wisely taught, the primor- 
dial principle of life, can be made its perpetual renovator, — 
these, I say, would not suffice for safety. It is ours also to 
disarm and elude the wrath of men, to turn the swords of our 
foes against each other, to glide (if not incorporeal) invisible 
to eyes over which we can throw a mist and darkness. And 
this some seers have professed to be the virtue of a stone of 
agate. Albaris placed it in his arrow. I will find you an herb 
in yon valley that will give a surer charm than the agate and 
the arrow. In one word, know this, that the humblest and 
meanest products of Hature are those from which the sub- 
limest properties are to be drawn.” 

“But,” said Glyndon, “ if possessed of these great secrets, 
why so churlish in withholding their diffusion? Does not the 
false or charlatanic science differ in this from the true and in- 
disputable, — that the last communicates to the world the 
process by which it attains its discoveries ; the first boasts of 
marvellous results, and refuses to explain the causes?” 

“Well said, 0 Logician of the Schools; but think again. 
Suppose we were to impart all our knowledge to all mankind, 
indiscriminately, alike to the vicious and the virtuous : should 
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we be benefactors or scourges? Imagine the tyrant^ the sen- 
sualist, the evil and corrupted being possessed of these tre- 
mendous powers : would he not be a demon let loose on earth? 
Grant that the same privilege be accorded also to the good; 
and in what state would be society? Engaged in a Titan war^ 
— the good forever on the defensive, the bad forever in as- 
sault. In the present condition of the earth, evil is a more 
active principle than good, and the evil would prevail. It is 
for these reasons that we are not only solemnly bound to ad- 
minister our lore only to those who will not misuse and per- 
vert it; but that we place our ordeal in tests that purify the 
passions and elevate the desires. And Nature in this controls 
and assists us; for it places awful guardians and insurmounta- 
ble barriers between the ambition of vice and the heaven of 
the loftier science.” 

Such made a small part of the numerous conversations Mej- 
nour held with his pupil, — conversations that, while they 
appeared to address themselves to the reason, inflamed yet 
more the fancy. It was the very disclaiming of all powers 
which Nature, properly investigated, did not suffice to create, 
that gave an air of probability to those which. Mejnour as- 
serted Nature might bestow. 

Thus days and weeks rolled on; and the mind of Glyndon, 
gradually fitted to this sequestered and musing life, forgot at 
last the vanities and chimeras of the world without. 

One evening he had lingered alone and late upon the ram- 
parts, watching the stars, as, one by one, they broke upon the 
twilight. Never had he felt so sensibly the mighty power of 
the heavens and the earth upon man; how much the springs of 
our intellectual being are moved and acted upon by the solemn 
influences of Nature! As a patient on whom, slowly and by 
degrees, the agencies of mesmerism are brought to bear, he ac- 
knowledged to his heart the growing force of that vast and 
universal magnetism which is the life of creation, and binds 
the atom to the whole. A strange and ineflable consciousness 
of power, of the something great within the perishable clay, 
appealed to feelings at once dim and glorious,— like the faint 
recognitions of a holier and former being. An impulse that 
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lie could not resist led Mm to seek tlie mystic. He would 
demand that kour his initiation into the worlds beyond our 
worldj— he was prepared to breathe a diviner air. He en* 
tered the castle, and strode the shadowy and star-lit gallery 
which conducted to Mejnour’s apartment. 


CHAPTEE III. 

Man is the eye of things/’ — Eitryph. : De Vit. Hum. 

. . . There is, therefore, a certain ecstatical or transporting power which, 
if at any time it shall be excited or stirred up by an ardent desire and most 
strong imagination, is able to conduct the spirit of the more outward, even to 
some absent and far distant object. — Von Helmont. 

The rooms that Mejnour occupied consisted of two chambers 
communicating with each other, and a third in which he 
slept. All these rooms were placed in the huge square tower 
that beetled over the dark and bush-grown precipice. The 
first chamber which Grlyndon entered was empty. With a 
noiseless step he passed on, and opened the door that admitted 
into the inner one. He drew back at the threshold, overpow- 
ered by a strong fragrance which filled the chamber; a kind 
of mist thickened the air, rather than obscured it, for this 
vapour was not dark, but resembled a snow-cloud, moving 
slowly, and in heavy undulations, wave upon wave, regularly 
over the space. A mortal cold struck to the Englishman's 
heart, and his blood froze. He stood rooted to the spot; and 
as bis eyes strained involuntarily through the vapour, he fan- 
cied (for he could not be sure that it was not the trick of his 
imagination) that he saw dim, spectre -like, but gigantic forms 
floating through the mist; or was it not rather the mist itself 
that formed its vapours fantastically into those moving, im- 
palpable, and bodiless apparitions? A great painter of an- 
tiquity is said, in a picture of Hades, to have represented the 
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monsters that glide through the ghostly River of the Dead so 
artfully, that the eye perceived at once that the river itself 
was but a spectre, and the bloodless things that tenanted it 
had no life, their forms bending with the dead waters, till as 
the eye continued to gaze, it ceased to discern them from the 
preternatural element they were supposed to inhabit. Such 
were the moving outlines that coiled and floated through the 
mist; hut before Glyndonhad even drawn breath in this at- 
mosphere — for his life itself seemed arrested or changed into 
a kind of horrid trance — he felt his hand seized, and he was 
led from that room into the outer one. He heard the door 
close; his blood rushed again through his veins, and he saw 
Mejnour byhis side. Strong convulsions then suddenly seized 
his whole frame; he fell to the ground insensible. When he 
recovered, he found himself in the open air, in a rude balcony 
of stone that jutted from the chamber ; the stars shining se- 
renely over the dark abyss below, and resting calmly upon the 
face of the mystic, who stood beside him with folded arms. 

Young man,” said Mejnour, judge by what you have just 
felt how dangerous it is to seek knowledge until prepared to 
receive it. Another moment in the air of that chamber and 
you had been a corpse.” 

‘^Then of what nature was the knowledge that you, once 
mortal like myself, could safely have sought in that icy at- 
mosphere, which it was death for me to breathe? Mejnour,” 
continued Glyndon, and his wild desire, sharpened by the 
very danger he had passed, once more animated and nerved 
him, am prepared, at least, for the first steps. I come to 
you as of old, the pupil to the Hierophant, and demand the 
initiation.” 

Mejnour passed his hand over the young man^s heart, — it 
beat loud, regularly, and boldly. He looked at him with 
something almost like admiration in his passionless and frigid 
features, and muttered, half to himself, Surely, in so much 
courage the true disciple is found at last.” Then, speaking 
aloud, he added: ‘^Be it so; man’s first initiation is in 
TRANCE. In dreams commences all human knowledge; in 
dreams hovers over measureless space the first faint bridge 
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between spirit and spirit,— this world and the worlds beyond: 

Look steadfastly on yonder star! 

G-lyndon obeyed, and Me jnour retired into the cliainbeiv 
from wbicli there then slowly emerged a vapour, somewhat 
paler and of fainter odour than that which had nearly pro- 
duced so fatal an effect on his frame. This, on the contrary, 
as it coiled around him, and then melted in thin spires into 
the air, breathed a refreshing and healthful fragrance. He 
still kept his eyes on the star, and the star seemed gradually 
to fix and command his gaze. A sort of languor next seized 
his frame, but without, as he thought, communicating itself to 
the mind; and as this crept over him, he felt his temples 
sprinkled with some volatile and fiery essence. At the same 
moment, a slight tremor shook his limbs, and thrilled through 
his veins. The languor increased; still he kept his gaze 
upon the star; and now its luminous circumference seemed 
to expand and dilate. It became gradually softer and clearer 
in its light; spreading wider and broader, it diffused all 
space, — all space seemed swallowed up in it. And at last, in 
the midst of a silver shining atmosphere, he felt as if some- 
thing burst within his brain, as if a strong chain were 
broken; and at that moment a sense of heavenly liberty, of 
unutterable delight, of freedom from the body, of birdlike 
lightness, seemed to float him into the space itself. Whom 
now upon earth dost thou wish to see? ” wdiispered the voice 
of Mejnour. Viola and Zanoni! answered Glyndon in his 
heart; but he felt that his lips moved not. Suddenly at that 
thought — through this space, in which nothing save one 
mellow, translucent light had been discernible — a swift suc- 
cession of shadowy landscapes seemed to roll: trees, moun- 
tains, cities, seas, glided along, like the changes of a phan- 
tasmagoria; and at last, settled and stationary, he saw a cave 
by the gradual marge of an ocean shore, myrtles and orange 
trees clothing the gentle banks. On a height, at a distance, 
gleamed the white but shattered relics of some ruined heathen 
edifice ; and the moon, in calm splendour shining over all, lit- 
erally bathed with its light two forms without the cave, at 
whose feet the blue waters crept, and he thought that he even 
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heard them murmur. He recognized both the figures. Zanoni 
was seated on a fragment of stone j Viola, half reclining by 
his side, was looking into his face, which was bent down to 
her, and in her countenance was the expression of that per- 
fect happiness which belongs to perfect love. Wouldst thou 
hear them speak?” whispered Mejnour; and again, without 
sound, Glyndori inly answered, ‘'Yes! ” Their voices then 
came to his ear, but in tones that seemed to him strange ; so 
subdued were they, and sounding, as it were, so far off, that 
they were as voices heard in the visions of some holier men, 
from a distant sphere. 

"And how is it,” said Viola, "that thou canst find pleasure 
in listening to the ignorant? ” 

"Because the heart is never ignorant; because the myste- 
ries of the feelings are as full of wonder as those of the intel- 
lect. If at times thou canst not comprehend the language of 
my thoughts, at times, also, I hear sweet enigmas in that of 
thy emotions.” 

"Ah, say not so!” said Viola, winding her arm tenderly 
round his neck, and under that heavenly light her face seemed 
lovelier for its blushes; "for the enigmas are but love’s com- 
mon language, and love should solve them. Till I knew thee, 
till I lived with thee, till I learned to watch for thy footste]) 
when absent — even in absence to see thee everywhere! — 
I dreamed not how strong and all-pervading is the connection 
between nature and the human soul! 

"And yet,” she continued, "I arn now assured of what I at 
first believed, — that bhe feelings which attracted me towards 
thee at first were not those of love. I know that by comparing 
the Present with the Past, — it was a sentiment then wholly 
of the mind or the spirit! I could not hear thee now say, 
'Viola, be hapx)y with another!’” 

"And I could not now tell thee so! Ah, Viola, never be 
weary of assuring me that thou art happy!” 

"Happy while thou art so. Yet at times, Zanoni, thou art 
so sad! ” 

"Because human life is so short; because we must part at 
last; because yon moon shines on when the nightingale sings 



ZAmm. 


221 


to it no more! A little while, and thine eyes will grow dim, 
and thy beauty haggard, and these locks that I toy with now 
will be gray and loveless.” 

^^And. thou, cruel one!” said Viola, touchingly, shall 
never see the signs of age in thee! But shall we not grow 
old together, and our eyes be accustomed to a change which 
the heart shall not share?” 

Zanoni sighed! He turned away, and seemed to commune 
with himself. 

Glyndon^s attention grew yet more earnest. 

^^But were it so,” muttered Zanoni; and then looking istead- 
fastly at Viola, he said, with a half smile, ^‘Hast thou no cu- 
riosity to learn more of the lover thou once eouldst believe 
the agent of the evil one? ” 

^‘Hone; all that one wishes to know of the beloved one I 
liilow,— ~ that thou lovest me / ” 

“I have told thee that my life is apart from others. 
Wouldst thou not seek to share it?” 
share it now! ” 

^^But were it possible to he thus young and fair forever till 
the world blazes round us as one funeral pyre! ” 

We shall be so, when we leave the world! ” 

Zanoni was mute for some moments, and at length he 
said, — 

“Canst thou recall those brilliant and aerial dreams which 
once visited thee, when thou didst fancy that thou wert pre- 
ordained to some fate aloof and apart from the common chil- 
dren of the earth? ” 

Zanoni, the fate is found.” 

“And hast thou no terror of the future? ” 

“The future! I forget it! Time past and present and to 
come, reposes in thy smile. Ah, Zanoni, play not with the 
foolish credulities of my youth! I have been better and hum- 
bler since thy presence has dispelled the mist of the air. The 
Euture ! well, when I have cause to dread it, I will look up to 
heaven, and remember who guides our fate! ” 

As she lifted her eyes above, a dark cloud swept suddenly 
over the scene. It wrapped the orange trees, the azure ocean, 
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tlie dense sands*, but still, tbe last images that it veiled from 
the charmed eyes of Glyndon were the forms of Viola and 
Zanoni, — the face of the one rapt, serene, and radiant; the 
face of the other dark, thoughtful, and locked in more 
than its usual rigidness of melancholy beauty and profound 
repose. 

^‘Eouse thyself,’’ said Mejnour; ‘Hhy ordeal has com- 
menced! There are pretenders to the solemn science, who 
could have shown thee the absent; and prated to thee, in 
their charlatanic jargon, of the secret electricities and the 
magnetic fluid, of whose true properties they know but the 
germs and elements. I will lend thee the books of those 
glorious dupes, and thou wilt find, in the dark ages, how 
many erring steps have stumbled upon the threshold of the 
mighty learning, and fancied they had pierced the temple. 
Hermes and Albert and Paracelsus, I knew.ye all; but, noble 
as ye were, ye were fated to be deceived. Ye had not souls 
of faith, and daring fitted for the destinies at which ye aimed! 
Yet Paracelsus — modest Paracelsus — had an arrogance that 
soared higher than all our knowledge. Ho, ho! he thought 
he could make a race of men from chemistry; he arrogated to 
himself the Divine gift, — the breath of life. He would have 
made men, and, after all, confessed that they could be but 
pigmies ! ^ My art is to make men above mankind. But you 
are impatient of my digressions. Forgive me. All these 
men (they were great dreamers, as you desire to be) were in- 
timate friends of mine. But they are dead and rotten. They 
talked of spirits, but they dreaded to be in other company 
than that of men, — like orators whom I have heard, when I 
stood by the Pnyx of Athens, blazing with words like comets 
in the assembly, and extinguishing their ardour like holiday 
rockets when they were in the field. Ho, ho! Demosthenes, 
my hero-coward, how nimble were thy heels at CliJBronea! 
And thou art impatient still! Boy, I could tell thee such 
truths of the past as would make thee the luminary of schools; 
but thou lustest only for the shadows of the Future. Thou 
Shalt have thy wish. But the mind must be first exercised 

^ Paracelsus, Be Natura Rerum, Hb. L 
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and trained. Go to tliy room and sleep; fast austerely; read 
no books; meditate, imagine, dream, bewilder tbyseif, if tliou 
wilt. Tbongbt shapes out its own chaos at last. Before mid- 
night seek me again! 


GHAPTEE IV. 

It is fit that we who endeavour to rise to an elevation so sublime, should 
study first to leave behind carnal affections, the frailty of the senses, the pas* 
sions that belong to matter ; secondly, to learn by what means we may ascend 
to the climax of pure intellect, united with the powers above, without which 
never can we gain the lore of secret things, nor the magic that eiffects true 
wonders. — -Tritemus ; on Secret Things and Secret Spirits, 

It wanted still many minutes of midnight, and Glyndon 
was once more in the apartment of the mystic. He had 
rigidly observed the fast ordained to him; and in the rapt 
and intense reveries into which his excited fancy had plunged 
him, he was not only insensible to the wants of the flesh, — 
he felt above them. 

Mejnour, seated beside his disciple, thus addressed him : — 

“Man is arrogant in proportion to his ignorance. Man’s 
natural tendency is to egotism. Man, in his infancy of know- 
ledge, thinks that all creation was formed for him. For sev- 
eral ages he saw in the countless worlds that sparkle through 
space like the bubbles of a shoreless ocean only the petty can- 
dles, the household torches, that Providence had been pleased 
to light for no other purpose but to make the night more 
agreeable to man. Astronomy has corrected this delusion of 
human vanity: and man now reluctantly confesses that the 
stars are worlds, larger and more glorious than his own; that 
the earth on which he crawls is a scarce visible speck on the 
vast chart of creation. But in the small as in the vast, God 
is equally profuse of life. The traveller looks upon the tree 
and fancies its boughs were formed for his shelter in the 
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sumnier sim, or his fuel in the winter frosts j but in each leaf 
of these boughs the Creator has made a worlds,-— it swarins 
with innumerable races. Each drop of the water in yon moat 
is an orb more populous than a kingdom is of men. Every- 
where, then, in this immense Design, Science brings new life 
to light. Life is the one pervading principle, and even the 
thing that seems to die and putrefy but engenders new life, 
and changes to fresh forms of matter. Eeasoning, then, by 
evident analogy, if not a leaf, if not a drop of water, but is, 
no less than yonder star, a habitable and breathing world; 
nay, if even man himself is a world to other lives, and mil- 
lions and myriads dwell in the rivers of his blood and inhabit 
man^s frame as man inhabits earth, — common-sense (if your 
schoolmen had it) would suffice to teach that the circumflu- 
ent infinite which you call space — the boundless Impalpable 
which divides earth from the moon and stars — is filled also 
with its correspondent and appropriate life. Is it not a visi- 
ble absurdity to suppose that Being is crowded upon every 
leaf, and yet absent from the immensities of space? The law 
of the Great System forbids the waste even of an atom; it 
knows no spot where something of life does not breathe. In 
the very charnel-house is the nursery of production and ani- 
mation. Is that true? Well, then, can you conceive that 
space which is the Infinite itself is alone a waste, is alone 
lifeless, is less useful to the one design of universal being 
than the dead carcass of a dog, than the peopled leaf, than 
the swarming globule? The microscope shows you the creat- 
ures on the leaf; no mechanical tube is yet invented to dis- 
cover the nobler and more gifted things that hover in the 
illimitable air. Yet between these last and man is a myste- 
rious and terrible affinity; and hence, by tales and legends, 
not wholly false, nor wholly true, have arisen from time to 
time beliefs in apparitions and spectres. If more common to 
the earlier and simpler tribes than to the men of 3^0111* duller 
age, it is but that with the first the senses are more keen and 
quick; and as the savage can see or scent, miles away, the 
traces of a foe, invisible to the gross sense of the civilized 
animal, so the barrier itself between him and the oreat- 


225 

ures of tlie airy world is less tMckened and obscured. Do 
you listen? ” 

With my soul! .” ■ 

^^But first? to penetrate tbis barrier, tbe soul with wbicb 
you listen must be sharpened by intense enthusiasm, purified 
from all earthlier desires. ISTot without reason have the so- 
styled magicians, in all lands and times, insisted on chastity 
and abstemious revery as the communicants of inspiration. 
When thus prepared, science can be brought to aid it; the 
sight itself may be rendered more subtle, the nerves more 
acute, the spirit more alive and outward, and the element it- 
self -—the air, the space — may be made, by certain secrets of 
the higher chemistry, more palpable and clear. And this, 
too, is not magic as the credulous call it, — as I have so often 
said before, magic (or science that violates Nature) exists 
not,— it is but the science by which Nature can be controlled. 
Now, in space there are millions of beings not literally spirit- 
ual, for they have all, like the animalculse unseen by the 
naked eye, certain forms of matter, though matter so delicate, 
air-drawn, and subtle that it is, as it were, but a film, a 
gossamer that clothes the spirit. Hence the Eosicrucian’s 
lovely phantoms of sylph and gnome. Yet, in truth, these 
races and tribes differ more widely, each from each, than the 
Calmuck from the Greek, — differ in attributes and powers. 
In the drop of water you see how the animalcule vary, how 
vast and terrible are some of those monster-mites as com- 
pared with others. Equally so with the Inhabitants of the 
atmosphere; some of surpassing wisdom, some of horrible 
malignity; some hostile as fiends to men, others gentle as 
messengers between earth and heaven. He who would es- 
tablish intercourse with these varying beings resembles the 
traveller who would penetrate into unknown lands. He is 
exposed to strange dangers and unconjectured terrors. That 
intercourse once gained^ I cannot secure thee from, the chances 
to which thy journey is ex^posed, I cannot direct thee to 
paths free from the wanderings of the deadliest foes. Thou 
must alone, and of thyself face and hazard all. But if thou 
art so enamoured of life as to care only to live on, no matter 
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for what ends, recruiting the nerves and veins with the al- 
chemist’s vivifying elixir, why seek these dangers from the 
intermediate tribes? Because the very elixir that pours a 
more glorious life into the frame, so sharpens the senses that 
those larvae of the air become to thee audible and apparent; 
so that, unless trained by degrees to endure the phantoms and 
subdue their malice, a life thus gifted would be the most 
awful doom man could bring upon himself. Hence it is that 
though the elixir be compounded of the simplest herbs, his 
frame only is prepared to receive it who has gone through the 
subtlest trials. Hay, some, seared and daunted into the most 
intolerable horror by the sights that burst upon their eyes at 
the first draught, have found the potion less powerful to save 
than the agony and travail of Hature to destroy. To the un- 
prepared the elixir is thus but the deadliest poison. Amidst 
the dwellers of the threshold is one, too, surpassing in malig- 
nity^d hatred all her tribe,— one whose eyes have paralyzed 
the bravest, and^ whose power increases over the spirit pre- 
cisely in proportion to its fear. Does thy courage falter? ” 
“Hay; thy words but kindle it.” 


Hollow me, then; and submit to the initiatory labours.” 

With that, Mejnour led him into the interior chamber, and 
proceeded to explam to him certain chemical operations, which 
though extremely simple in themselves, Glyndon soon per- 
ceived were capable of very extraordinary results 

'1? Mejnour, smiling, “our 

bro herhood were often compelled to recur to delusions to 
protect rea,lities; and as dexterous mechanicians or expert 
chemists, they obtained the name of sorcerers. Observe hL 
easy to construct is the Spectre lion that attended the re- 
nowned Leonardo da Vinci'” 
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queror of Platsea ^ - all tliese, as the showman enchants some 
trembling children on a Christmas Eve with his lanthorn and 
phantasmagoria, Me jnour exhibited to his pupil. 

And now laugh forever at magic when these, the very 
tricks, the very sports and frivolities of science, were the 
very acts which men viewed with abhorrence ; and Inquisitors 
and Kings rewarded with the rack and the stake.” 

But the Alchemist’s transmutation of metals — ” 

“Nature herself is a laboratory in which metals, and all 
elements, are forever at change. Easy to make gold, easier, 
more commodious, and cheaper still, to make the pearl, the 
diamond, and the ruby. Oh, yes; wise men found sorcery in 
this too; but they found no sorcery in the discovery that by 
the simplest combination of things of every-day use they 
could raise a devil that would sweep away thousands of their 
kind by the breath of consuming fire. Discover what will 
destroy life, and you are a great man! what will prolong it, 
and you are an impostor! Discover some invention in ma- 
chinery that will make the rich more rich and the poor more 
poor, and they will build you a statue! Discover some mys- 
tery in art that will equalize some physical disparities, and 
they will pull down their own houses to stone you! Ha, ha! 
my pupil, such is the world Zanoni still cares for! You and 
I will leave this world to itself. And now that you have 
seen some few of the effects of science, begin to learn its 
grammar.” 

Mejnour then set before his pupil certain tasks, in which 
the rest of the night wore itself away. 


1 Pausanias ; see Plutarch. 
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CHAPTER Y. 

Oeeat travel! hath the gentle Calidore, 

And toyle endured. ... 

There on a day, 

He chaunst to spy a sort of shepheard groomes, 

Playing on pipes and caroling apace. 

. . - He, there, besyde 
Saw a faire damzeU. 

Spensek : Faerie Queene^ canto ix. 

Fob a considerable period, the pupil of Mejnour was now 
absorbed in labour dependent on the most vigilant attention, 
on the most minute and subtle calculation. Eesults astonish- 
ing and various rewarded his toils and stimulated his inter- 
est. jSTor were these studies limited to chemical discovery — 
in which it is permitted me to say that the greatest marvels 
upon the organization of physical life seemed wrought by 
experiments of the vivifying influence of Heat. Mejnour 
professed to find a link between all intellectual beings in the 
existence of a certain all-pervading and invisible fluid resem- 
bling electricity, yet distinct from the known operations of 
that mysterious agency, — a fluid that connected thought to 
thought with the rapidity and precision of the modern tele- 
graph; and the influence of this fluid, according to Mejnour, 
extended to the remotest past, — that is to say, whenever and 
wheresoever man had thought. Thus, if the doctrine were 
true, all human knowledge became attainable through a me- 
dium established between the brain of the individual inquirer 
and all the farthest and obscurest regions in the universe of 
ideas. Glyndon was surprised to find Mejnour attached to the 
abstruse mysteries which the Pythagoreans ascribed to the oc- 
cult science of Numbeks. In this last new lights glimmered 
dimly on his eyes ; and he began to perceive that even the power 

to predict, or rather to calculate, results, might by — ^ 

* • • . . 

1 Here there is an erasure in the manuscript. 
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But he observed that the last brief process by which, in 
each of these experiments, the wonder was achieved, Mejnour 
reserved for himself, and refused to communicate the secret. 
The answer he obtained to his remonstrances on this head was 
more stern than satisfactory. 

^“Bost thou think,” said Mejnour, ^‘that I would give to 
the mere pupil, whose qualities are not yet tried, powers that 
might change the face of the social world? The last secrets 
are intrusted only to him of whose virtue the Master is con- 
vinced. Patience 1 It is Labour itself that is the great puri- 
fier of the mind ; and by degrees the secrets will grow upon 
thyself as thy mind becomes riper to receive them.” 

At last Mejnour professed himself satisfied with the pro- 
gress made by his pupil. ^^The hour now arrives,”* he said, 
“ when thou mayst pass the great but airy barrier, when thou 
mayst gradually confront the terrible Dweller of the Thresh- 
old. Continue thy labours, — continue to suppress thine im- 
patience for results until thou canst fathom the causes. I 
leave thee for one month; if at the end of that period, when 
T return, the tasks set thee are completed, and thy mind pre- 
pared by contemplation and austere thought for the ordeal, I 
promise thee the ordeal shall commence. One caution alone 
I give thee, regard it as a peremptory command, — Enter not 
this chamber 1 ” (They were then standing in the room where 
their experiments had been chiefly made, and in which Glyn- 
don, on the night he had sought the solitude of the Mystic, 
had nearly fallen a victim to his intrusion.) Enter not this 
chamber till my return; or, above all, if by any search for 
jnaterials necessary to thy toils thou shouldst venture hither, 
forbear to light the naphtha in those vessels, and to open the 
vases on yonder shelves, I leave the key of the room in thy 
keeping, in order to try thy abstinence and self-control. 
Young man, this very temptation is a part of thy trial.” 

With that, Mejnour placed the key in his hands; and at 
sunset he left the castle. 

Eor several days Glyndon continued immersed in employ- 
ments which strained to the utmost all the faculties of his 
intellect. Even the most partial success depended so entirely 
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on tlie abstraction of the mind and the minuteness of its calcu- 
lations, that there was scarcely room for any other thought 
than those absorbed in the occupation; and doubtless this 
perpetual strain of the faculties was the object of Mejnour in 
works that did not seem exactly pertinent to the purposes in 
view, — as the study of the elementary mathematics, for ex- 
ample, is not so profitable in the solving of problems, useless 
in our after-callings, as it is serviceable in training the intel- 
lect to the comprehension and analysis of general truths. 

But in less than half the time which Mejnour had stated 
for the duration of his absence, all that the Mystic had ap- 
pointed to his toils was completed by the pupil ; and then his 
mind, thus relieved from the drudgery and mechanism of em- 
ployment, once more sought occupation in dim conjecture and 
restless fancies. His inquisitive and rash nature grew excited 
by the prohibition of Mejnour, and he found himself gazing 
too often, with perturbed and daring curiosity, upon the key 
of the forbidden chamber. He began to feel indignant at a 
trial of constancy which he deemed frivolous and puerile. 
What nursery tales of Bluebeard and his closet were revived 
to daunt and terrify him? How could the mere walls of a 
chamber, in which he had so often securely pursued his la- 
bours, start into living danger? If haunted, it could be but 
by those delusions which Mejnour had taught him to despise. 
A shadowy lion, a chemical phantasm! Tush! he lost half 
his awe of Mejnour, when he thought that by such tricks the 
sage could practise upon the very intellect he had a-wakened 
and instructed! Btill he resisted the impulses of his curi- 
osity and his pride, and, to escape from their dictation, he 
took long rambles on the hills, or amidst the valleys that sur- 
rounded the castle, seeking by bodily fatigue to subdue the 
unreposing mind. One day, suddenly emerging from a dark 
ravine, he came upon one of those Italian scenes of rural 
festivity and mirth in which the classic age appears to revive. 
It was a festival, partly agricultural, partly religious, held 
yearly by the peasants of that district. Assembled at the 
outskirts of a village, animated crowds, just returning from a 
procession to a neighbouring chapel, were now forming them- 
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selyes into groups,— the old to taste the vintage, the young 
to dance, all to be gay and happy. This sudden picture of 
easy joy and careless ignorance, contrasting so forcibly with 
the intense studies and that parching desire for wisdom whicli. 
had so long made up his own life and burned at his own 
heart, sensibly affected G-lyndon. As he stood aloof and 
gazing on them, the young man felt once more that he was 
young! The memory of all he had been content to sacrihee 
spoke to him like the sharp voice of remorse. The flitting 
forms of the women in their p)icturesque attire, their happy 
laughter ringing through the cool,^ still air of the au^iuinn 
noon, brought hack to the heart — or rather perhaps to the 
senses — the images of his past time, the golden shepherd 
hours,’’ when to live was but to enjoy. 

He approached nearer and nearer to the scene, and sud- 
denly a noisy group swept round him; and Maestro Paolo, 
tapping him familiarly on the shoulder, exclaimed, in a 
hearty voice, ^‘Welcome, Excellency! we are rejoiced to see 
you amongst us.” Glyndon was about to reply to this salu- 
tation, when his eyes rested upon the face of a young girl 
leaning on Pdolo’s arm, of a beauty so attractive that his 
colour rose and his heart beat as he encountered her gaze. 
Her eyes sparkled with a roguish and petulant mirth, her 
parted lips showed teeth like pearls; as if impatient at the 
pause of her companion from the revel of the rest, her little 
foot beat the ground to a measure that she half hummed, half 
chanted. Paolo laughed as he saw the effect the girl had 
produced upon the young foreigner. 

Will you not dance, Excellency ? Come, lay aside your great- 
ness, and be merry, like ns poor devils. See how onr pretty 
Eillide is longing for partner. Take compassion on her.” 

Eillide pouted at this speech; and disengaging her arm 
from Paolo’s, turned away, but threw over her shoulder a 
glance half inviting, half defying. Glyndon almost involun- 
tarily advanced to her, and addressed her. 

Oh, yes, he addresses her! She looks down and smiles; 
Pdolo leaves them to themselves, sauntering off with a devil- 
me-carish air, Eillide speaks now, and looks up at the 
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scholar’s face with arch invitation. He shakes his head; 
Fillide langhs, and her laugh is silvery. She points to a gay 
mountaineer, who is tripping up to her merrily. Why does 
G-lyndon feel jealous? Why, when she speaks again, does 
he shake his head no more? He offers his hand; Fillide 
blushes, and takes it with a demure coquetry. What! is it 
so, indeed! They whirl into the noisy circle of the revellers. 
Ha, ha! is not this better than distilling herbs, and breaking 
thy brains on Pythagorean numbers? How lightly Fillide 
bounds along! How her lithesome waist supplies itself to 
thy circling arm! Tara-ra-tara, ta-tara, rara-ra! What the 
devil is in the measure that it makes the blood course like 
quicksilver through the veins? Was there ever a pair of 
eyes like Fillide’s? Nothing of the cold stars there! Yet 
how they twinkle and laugh at thee! And that rosy, pursed 
up mouth, that will answer so sparingly to thy flatteries, as 
if words were a waste of time, and kisses were their proper 
language! Oh, pupil of Mejnour! oh, would-be Eosicrucian, 
Platonist, Magian — I know not what! I am ashamed of 
thee ! What, in the names of Averroes and Burri and Agrippa 
and Hermes, have become of thy austere contemplations? 
Was it for this thou didst resign Viola? I don’t think thou 
hast the smallest recollection of the elixir or the cabala. 
Take care! What are you about, sir? Why do you clasp 
that small hand locked within your own? Why do you — 
Tara-rara tara-ra, tara-rara-ra, rarara, ta-ra, a-ra! Keep 
your eyes off those slender ankles and that crimson bodice! 
Tara-rara-ra! There they go again! And now they rest under 
the broad trees. The revel has whirled away from them. They 
hear — or do they not hear — the laughter at the distance? 
They see — or if they have their eyes about them, they should 
see — couple after couple gliding by, love-talking and love- 
looking. But I will lay a wager, as they sit under that tree, 
and the round sun goes down behind the mountains, that they 
see or hear very little except themselves! 

Hollo, Signor Excellency! and how does your partner 
please you? Come and join our feast, loiterers; one dances 
more merrily after wine.” 
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Down goes the round sunj up comes the autumn moon. 
Tara, tara^ rarara, rarara^ tarara-ra! Dancing again; is it a 
dance^ or some movement gayer, noisier, wilder still? How 
they glance and gleam through the night-shadows, — those 
flitting forms ! What confusion, what order 1 Ha, that is the 
Tarantula dance; Maestro Paolo foots it bravely! Diavolof 
what fury! the tarantula has stung them all. Dance, or die; 
it is fury, — the Corybantes, the Maenads, the — Ho, ho! 
more wine! the Sabbat of the witches at Benevento is a joke 
to this 1 Prom cloud to cloud wanders the moon, now shin- 
ing, now lost, — dimness while the maiden blushes; light 
when the maiden smiles. 

^'Pillide, thou art an enchantress! ” 

Buona notte^ Excellency; you will see me again! 

‘‘Ah, young man,” said an old, decrepit, hollow-eyed octo- 
genarian, leaning on his staff, “make the best of your youth. 
I, too, once had a Pillide ! I was handsomer than you then ! 
Alas! if we could be always young! ” 

“Always young! ” Glyndon started, as he turned his gaze 
from the fresh fair rosy face of the girl, and saw the eyes 
dropping rheum, the yellow wrinkled skin, the tottering 
frame of the old man. 

“Ha, ha!” said the decrepit creature, hobbling near to 
him, and with a malicious laugh. “Yet I, too, was young 
once ! Give me a haioeclio for a glass of aeqiia vita ! ” 

Tara, rara, ra-rara, tara, rara-ra! There dances Youth! 
Wrap thy rags round thee, and totter off, Old Age! 
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CHAPTER VL 

Whilest Calidore does follow that faire mayd, 

XJmnindful of his vow and high beheast 
Which by the Faerie Queene was on him layd. 

Spensee; Faerie Qneene^ canto x. s. i 

It was that gray, irLdistinct, struggling interval between 
the night and the dawn, when Clarence stood once more in 
his chamber. The abstruse calculations lying on his table 
caught his eye, and filled him with a sentiment of weariness 
and distaste. But— ‘’^Alas, if we could be always young! 
Oh, thou horrid spectre of the old rheum-eyed man ! What 
apparition can the mystic chamber shadow forth more ugly 
and more hateful than thou? Oh, yes; if we could be always 
young! But not [thinks the neophyte now] — not to labour 
forever at these crabbed figures and these cold compounds of 
herbs and drugs. Ko; but to enjoy, to love, to revel! What 
should be the companion of youth but pleasure? — and the 
gift of eternal youth may be mine this very hour! What 
means this prohibition of Mejnour^s, — is it not of the same 
complexion as his ungenerous reserve even in the minutest 
secrets of chemistry, or the numbers of his cabala, compelling 
me to perform all the toils, and yet withholding from me the 
knowledge of the crowning result? ISTo doubt he will still, 
on his return, show me that the great mystery can be attained, 
but will still forbid we to attain it. Is it not as if he desired 
to keep my youth the slave to his age; to make me dependent 
solely on himself ; to bind me to a journeyman’s service by 
perpetual excitement to curiosity, and the sight of the fruits 
he places beyond my lips?” -These, and many reflections 
still more repining, disturbed and irritated him. Heated 
with wine, excited by the wild revels he had left, he was un- 
able to sleep. The image of that revolting Old Age which 
Time, unless defeated, must bring upon himself, quickened 
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the eageriiess of Ms desire for the dazzling and imperishable 
Youth he ascribed to Zanoni, The prohibition only served to 
create a spirit of defiance* The reviving day, laughing jo- 
cundly through his lattice, dispelled all the fears and super- 
stitions that belong to night. The mystic chamber presented 
to Ms imagination nothing to differ from any other apartment 
in the castle. What foul or malignant apparition could harm 
Mm in the light of that blessed sun ! It was the peculiar, 
and on the whole most unhappy, contradiction in GlyndoMs 
nature, that while his reasonings led him to doubt, — and 
doubt rendered him in moral conduct irresolute and unsteady, 
— -he was physically hmYQ to rashness. ITor is this uncom- 
mon : scepticism and presumption are often twins. When a 
man of this character determines upon any action, personal 
fear never deters him ; and for the moral fear, any sophistry 
suffices to self-will. Almost without analyzing himself the 
mental process by which his nerves hardened themselves and 
his limbs moved, he traversed the corridor, gained Mejnour’s 
apartment, and opened the forbidden door. All was as he had 
been accustomed to see it, save that on a table in the centre 
of the room lay open a large volume. He approached, and 
gazed on the characters on the page ; they were in a cipher, 
the study of which had made a part of his labours. With 
but slight difficulty he imagined that he interpreted the mean- 
ing of the first sentences, and that they ran thus : — 

“ To quaff the inner life is to see the outer life ; to live in defiance of 
time is to live in the whole. He who discovers the elixir discovers what 
lies in space ; for the spirit that vivifies the frame strengthens the 
senses. There is attraction in the elementary principle of light. In the 
lamps of Rosicrucius, the fire is the pure elementary principle. Kindle 
the lamps while thou openest the vessel that contains the elixir, and the 
light attracts towards thee those beings whose life is that light. Beware 
of Fear : Fear is the deadliest enemy to knowledge.” 

Here the ciphers changed their character and became in- 
comprehensible. But had he not read enough ? Bid not the 
last sentence suffice, — Beware of fear ! It was as if Mej- 
nour had purposely left the page open ; as if the trial was, in 
truth, the reverse of the one pretended ; as if the Mystic had 
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designed to make experiment of lii's courage while affecting 
bat that of \l\% forhearance. ITot boldness, but Fear was the 
deadliest enemy to Knowledge. He moved to the shelves on 
which the crystal vases were placed; with on iintrembling 
hand he took from one of them the stopper, and a delicious 
odour suddenly diffused itself through the room. The air 
sparkled as if with diamond dust. A sense of unearthly de- 
light, of an existence that seemed all spirit, flashed through, 
his whole frame; and a faint, low, but exquisite music crept, 
thrilling, through the chamber. At this moment he heard a 
voice in the corridor, calling on his name; and presently 
there was a knock at the door without. “Are you there, 
signor?” said the clear tones of Maestro Paolo. Glyndon 
hastily reclosed and replaced the vial; and bidding Paolo 
await him in. his own apartment, tarried till he heard the in- 
truder’s steps depart; he then reluctantly quitted the room. 
As he locked the door, he still heard the dying strain of that 
fairy music; and with a light step and a joyous heart, he re- 
paired to Paolo, inly resolving to visit again the chamber at 
an hour when his experiment would be safe from interruption. 

As be crossed his threshold, Paolo started back, and ex- 
claimed, “Why, Excellency! I scarcely recognize you! 
Amusement, I see, is a great beautifier to tbe young. Yes- 
terday you looked so pale and haggard; but Fillide’s merry 
eyes have done more for you than the philosopher’s stone 
(Saints forgive me for naming it!) ever did for the wizards.” 
And Glyndon, glancing at the bid Venetian mirror, as Paolo 
spoke, was scarcely less startled than Pdolo himself at the 
change in his own mien and bearing. His form, before bent 
with thought, seemed to him taller by half the head, so lithe- 
some and erect rose his slender stature; his eyes glowed; his 
cheeks bloomed with health and the innate and pervading 
pleasure. If the mere fragrance of the elixir was thus po- 
tent, well might the alchemists have ascribed life and youth 
to the draught. 

“You must forgive me, Excellency, for disturbing you,” 
said Pdolo, producing a letter from his pouch; “but our 
patron has just written to me to say that he will be here to- 
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moTTOWf and desired me to lose not a moment in giving to 
yourself tMs billet^ which be inclosed.” 

Who broiight the letter? ” 

A horseman, who did not wait for any reply.” 

Glyndon opened the letter, and read as follows : — 

1 return a week sooner than I had intended, and you will expect me 
to-morrow. You will then enter on the ordeal you desire ; but remem- 
ber that, in doing so, you must reduce Being as far as possible into Mind. 
The senses must be mortified and subdued, not the whisper of one 
passion heard. Thou mayst be master of the Cabala and the Chemistry ; 
but thou must be master also over the Flesh and the Blood, — over Love 
and Vanity, Ambition and Hate. I will trust to find thee so. Fast and 
meditate till we meet ! 

Glyndon crumpled the letter in his hand with a smile of 
disdain. What! more drudgery, more abstinence! Youth 
without love and pleasure! Ha, ha! baffled Mejnour, thy 
pupil shall gain thy secrets without thine aid! 

And Fillide ! I passed her cottage on my way ; she blushed 
and sighed when I jested her about you, Excellency! ” 

^^Well, Pdolo, I thank thee for so charming an introduc- 
tion. Thine must be a rare life.” 

“Ah, Excellency, while we are young, nothing like adven- 
ture— except love, wine, and laughter!” 

“Very true. Farewell, Maestro P4olo; we will talk more 
with each other in a few days.” 

All that morning Glyndon was almost overpowered with 
the new sentiment of happiness that had entered into him. 
He roamed into the woods, and he felt a pleasure that resem- 
bled his earlier life of an artist, but a pleasure yet more sub- 
tle and vivid in the various colours of the autumn foliage. 
Certainly, Nature seemed to be brought closer to him; he com- 
prehended better all that Mejnour had often preached to him of 
the mystery of sympathies and attractions. He was about to 
enter into the same law as those mute children of the forests! 
He was to know the renewal of life; the seasons that chilled 
to winter should yet bring again the bloom and the mirth of 
spHng. Man^s common existence is as one year to the vege- 
table world: he has his spring, his summer, his autumn, and 
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winter — but only ome. But the giant oaks around him go 
tbrougb a revolving series of verdure and youtb; and the green 
of the centenarian is as vivid in the beams of May as that of 
the sapling by its side. '^Mine shall be your spring, but not 
your winter ! exclaimed the Aspirant. 

Eapt in these sanguine and joyous reveries, Glyndon, quit- 
ting the woods, found himself amidst cultivated fields and 
vineyards to which his footstep had not before wandered: and 
there stood by the skirts of a green lane that reminded him 
of verdant England a modest house, half cottage, half farm. 

The door was open, and he saw a girl at work with her 
distaff. She looked up, uttered a slight cry, and, tripping 
gayly into the lane to his side, he recognized the dark-eyed 
Eillide. 

^^Histl she said, archly putting her finger to her lip; 
not speak loud, — my mother is asleep within; and I knew 
you would come to see me. It is kind! 

Glyndon, with a little embarrassment, accepted the compli- 
ment to his kindness, which he did not exactly deserve. 
^^You have thought, then, of me, fair Eillide?” 

‘‘Yes,” answered the girl, colouring, but with that frank, 
bold ingenuousness which characterizes the females of Italy, 
especially of the lower class, and in the southern provinces. 
“Oh, yes! I have thought of little else. P4olo said he knew 
you would visit me.” 

“And what relation is Pdolo to you? ” 

“None; but a good friend to us all. My brother is one of 
his band.” 

“ One of his band, — a robber?” 

“ We of the mountains do not call a mountaineer a ‘robber/ 
signor.” 

“I ask pardon. Do you not tremble sometimes for your 
* brother's life? The law — ” 

“Law never ventures into these defiles. Tremble for him! 
No. My father and grandsire were of the same calling. I 
often wish I were a man! ” 

“By these lips, I am enchanted that your wish cannot bo 
realized I ” 
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signor! And do you really love me? ^^ 

With my whole lieart! ’’ 

/^And I thee! said the girl, with a candour that seemed 
innocent, as she suffered him to clasp her hand. 

“But,” she added, “thou wilt soon leave us; and I — ” 
She stopped short, and the tears stood in her eyes. 

There was something dangerous in this, it must be con- 
fessed. Certainly Fillide had not the seraphic loveliness of 
Viola; but hers was a beauty that equally at least touched 
the senses. Perhaps Grlyndon had never really loved Viola; 
perhaps the feelings with which she had inspired him were 
not of that ardent character which deserves the name of love. 
However that be, he thought as he gazed on those dark eyes 
that he had never loved before. 

“And couldst thou not leave thy mountains?” he whis- 
pered, as he drew yet nearer to her. 

“Dost thou ask me?” she said, retreating, and looking him 
steadfastly in the face. “Dost thou know what we daughters 
of the mountains are? You gay, smooth cavaliers of cities 
seldom mean what you speak. With you, love is amusement; 
with us, it is life. Leave these mountains! Well! I should 
not leave my nature.” 

“Keep thy nature ever,-— it is a sweet one.” 

“Yes, sweet while thou art true; stern, if thou art faith- 
less. Shall I tell thee what I -— what the girls of this country 
— are? Daughters of men whom you call robbers, we aspire 
to be the companions of our lovers or our husbands. We love 
ardently, we own it boldly. We stand by your side in dan- 
ger; we serve you as slaves in safety; we never change, and 
we resent change. You may reproach, strike us, trample us 
as a dog, — we bear all without a murmur; betray us, and no 
tiger is more relentless. Be true, and our hearts reward you; 
be false, and our hands revenge! Dost thou love me now? ” 

During this speech, the Italian’s countenance had most elo- 
quently aided her words, — by turns soft, frank, fierce, and at 
the last question, she inclined her head humbly, and stood, 
as in fear of his reply, before him. The stern, brave, wild 
spirit, in which what seemed unfeminine was yet, if I may 
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so say, still womanly, did not recoil, it ratlier captivated 
Glyndon. He answered readily, briefly, and freely, Fillide, 
yes! ” 

Ob, ^^yes!” forsooth, Clarence Glyndon I Every light na- 
ture answers “yes ” lightly to such a question from lips so 
rosy! Have a care, have a care! Why the deuce, Me jnour, 
do you leave your pupil of four-and-twenty to the mercy of 
these wild cats-a-mountain I Preach fast and abstinence and 
sublime renunciation of the cheats of the senses ! Very well in 
you, sir, Heaven knows how many ages old! but, at four-and- 
twenty, your Hierophant would have kept you out of Eillide’s 
way, or you would have had small taste for the cabala! 

And so they stood, and talked and vowed and whispered, 
till the girPs mother made some noise within the house, and 
Eillide bounded back to the distafl, her finger once more on 
her lip. 

“There is more magic in Eillide than in Mejnour,” said 
Glyndon to himself, walking gayly home; “yet, on second 
thoughts, I know not if I quite so well like a character so 
ready for revenge! But he who has the real secret can baffle 
even the vengeance of a woman, and disarm all clanger! 

Sirrah! dost thou even already meditate the possibility of 
treason? Oh, well said Zanoni, “To pour pure water into the 
muddy well does hut disturb the mud ! 


CHAPTEE VII. 

CiRNis, custodia qualis 
Yestibulo sedeat ; facies quae limina servet ? 1 

JEneidf lib. vi. 674. 

And it is profound night. All is at rest witliin the old 
castle, all is breathless under the melancholy stars. Now is 
the time. Meinour with his austere wisdom, Mejnour, the 

1 “ See you what porter sits within the restibnle ; what face watches at the 
threshold 1” 
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eaeiny to lo¥e, Mejnour, whose eye will read thy heart, and 
refuse thee the promised secrets, because the sunny face of 
Fillide disturbs the lifeless shadow that he calls repose, — 
Mejnour comes to-morrow! Seize the night! Beware of 
fear! l^ever, or this hour! So, brave youth, — brave despite 
all thy errors, — so, with a steady pulse, thy hand unlocks 
once more the forbidden door! 

He placed his lamp on the table beside the book, which 
still lay there opened; he turned over the leaves, but could 
not decipher their meaning till he came to the following 
passage: — 

“ When, then, the pupil is thus initiated and prepared, let him open 
the casement, light the lamp, and bathe his temples with the elixir. He 
must beware how he presume yet to quaff the volatile and fiery spirit. 
To taste, till repeated inhalations have accustomed the frame gradually 
to the ecstatic liquid, is to know not life, but death.” 

He could penetrate no further into the instructions ; the 
cipher again changed. He now looked steadily and earnestly 
round the chamber. The moonlight came quietly through the 
lattice as his hand opened it, and seemed, as it rested on the 
floor and filled the walls, like the presence of some ghostly 
and mournful Power. He ranged the mystic lamps (nine in 
number) round the centre of the room, and lighted them one 
by one. A flame of silvery and azure tints sprang up from 
each, and lighted the apartment with a calm and yet most 
dazzling splendour; but presently this light grew more soft 
and dim, as a thin gray cloud, like a mist, gradually spread 
over the room; and an icy thrill shot through the heart of the 
Englishman, and quickly gathered over him like the coldness 
of death. Instinctively aware of his danger, he tottered, 
though with difficulty, for his limbs seemed rigid and stone- 
like, to the shelf that contained the crystal vials ; hastily he 
inhaled the spirit, and laved his temple with the sparkling 
liquid. The same sensation of vigour and youth and joy and 
airy lightness that he had felt in the morning instantaneously 
replaced the deadly numbness that just before had invaded 
the citadel of life. He stood with his arms folded on his 
bosom, erect and dauntless, to watch what should ensue. 

16 . , ,, , 
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The vapour had now assumed almost the thickness and 
seeming consistency of a snow-cloud, the lamps piercing it 
like stars. And now he distinctly saw shapes, somewhat re- 
sembling in outline those of the human form, gliding slowly 
and with regular evolutions through the cloud. They ap- 
peared bloodless; their bodies were transparent, and con- 
tracted or expanded, like the folds of a serpent. As they 
moved in majestic order, he heard a low sound — the ghost as 
it were of voice — which each caught and echoed from the 
other; a low sound, but musical, which seemed the chant of 
some unspeakably tranquil joy. None of these apparitions 
heeded him. His intense longing to accost them, to be of 

them, to make one of this movement of aerial happiness, 
for such it seemed to him, — made him stretch forth his arms 
and seek to cry aloud, but only an inarticulate whisper passed 
his lips : and the movement and the music went on the same 
as if the mortal were not there. Slowly they glided round 
and aloft, till, in the same majestic order, one after one, they 
floated through the casement and were lost in the moonlight; 

then, as his eyes followed them, the casement became dark- 
ened with some object nndistinguishable at the first gaze, but 
which sufficed mysteriously to change into ineffable horror 
the delight he had before experienced. By degrees, this ob- 
ject shaped itself to his sight. It was as that of a human 
head, covered with a dark veil, through which glared with 
livid and demoniac fire eyes that froze the marrow of his 
bones. Nothing else of the face was distinguishable, — noth- 
ing but those intolerable eyes; but his terror, that even at the 
first seemed beyond nature to endure, was increased a thou- 
sandfold, when, after a pause, the Phantom glided slowly 
into the chamber. The cloud retreated from it as it ad- 
vanced; the bright lamps grew wan, and flickered restlessly 
as at the breath of its presence. Its form was veiled as the 
face, but the outline was that of a female; yet it moved not 
as move even the ghosts that simuiate the living. It seemed 
rather to crawl as some vast misshapen reptile; and pausing, 
at length it cowered beside -the table which held the mystic 
volume, and again fixed its eyes through the filmy veil on the 
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msh. invoker. All fancies, tke most grotesque, of Monk or | 

Fainter in tke early E'orth, would have failed to give to tke 1 

visage of imp or fiend tliat aspect of deadly malignity wliicli | 

spoke to tlie shuddering nature in those eyes alone. All else I 

so dark, shrouded, veiled, and larva-like; but that burning 

glare so intense, so livid, yet so living, had in it something | 

that was almost hwma% in its passion of hate and mockery, — 

something that served to show that the shadowy Horror was 

not all a spirit, but partook of matter enough, at least, to 

make it more deadly and fearful an enemy to material forms. 

As, clinging with the grasp of agony to the wall — his hair 
erect, his eyeballs starting, he still gazed back upon that ap- 
palling gaze — the Image spoke to him, his soul rather than 
his ear comprehended the words it said. 

“Thou hast entered the immeasurable region. I am the 
Dweller of the Threshold. What wouldst thou with me? 

Silent? Dost thou fear me? Am I not thy beloved? Is it 

not for me that thou hast rendered up the delights of thy 

race? Wouldst thou be wise? Mine is the wisdom of the 

countless ages. Kiss me, my mortal lover.” And the Horror | 

crawled near and nearer to him; it crept to his side, its breath 

breathed upon his cheek! With a sharp cry he fell to the 

earth insensible, and knew no more till, far into the noon of 

the next day, he opened his eyes and found himself in his 

bed, the glorious sun streaming through his lattice, and the 

bandit Paolo by his side, engaged in polishing his carbine, 

and whistling a Calabrian love-air. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

Thus man pursues his weary calling, 

And rings the hard life from the sky. 

While Happiness unseen is falling 
Down from God's bosom silently. 

SoHinuBB. 

In one of those islands whose history the imperishable lit- 
erature and renown of Athens yet invest with melancholy 
interest, and on which ITature, in whom “there is nothing 
melancholy,” still bestows a glory of scenery and climate 
equally radiant for the freeman or the slave — the Ionian, the 
Venetian, the Ganl, the Turk, or the restless Briton, — Zanoni 
had fixed his bridal home. There the air carries with it the 
perfumes of the plains for miles along the blue translucent 
deep.^ Seen from one of its green sloping heights, the island 
he had selected seemed one delicious garden, — the towers and 
turrets of its capital gleaming amidst groves of oranges and 
lemons; vineyards and olive woods filling up the valleys, 
and clambering along the hill-sides; and villa, farm, and cot- 
tage covered with luxuriant trellises of dark green leaves and 
purple fruit. For, there, the prodigal beauty yet seems half to 
justify those graceful superstitions of a creed that, too enam- 
oured of earth, rather brought the deities to man than raised 
the man to their less alluring and less voluptuous Olympus. 

And still to the fishermen, weaving yet their antique dances 
on the sand; to the maiden, adorning yet, with many a silver 
fibula, her glossy tresses under the tree that overshadows her 
tranquil cot, — the same Great Mother that watched over the 
wise of Samos — the democracy of Corcyra, the graceful and 
deep-taught loveliness of Miletus — smiles as graciously as of 
yore. For the ISTorth, philosophy and freedom are essentials 
^ See Dr. Holland's Travels to the Ionian Isles, etc., p. 18. 
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to human happiness. In the lands which Aphrodite rose 
from the waves to govern, as the Seasons, hand in hand, stood 
to welcome her on the shores,^ Mature is all-sufficient. 

The isle which Zanoni had selected was one of the loveliest 
in that divine sea. His abode, at some distance from the 
city, but near one of the creeks on the shore, belonged to a 
Venetian, and though small, had more of elegance than the 
natives ordinarily cared for. On the seas, and in sight, rode 
his vessel. His Indians, as before, ministered in mute gravity 
to the service of the household. Ko spot could be more beau- 
tiful, no solitude less invaded. To the mysterious knowledge 
of Zanoni, to the harmless ignorance of Viola, the babbling 
and garish world of civilized man was alike unheeded. The 
loving sky and the lovely earth are companions enough to 
Wisdom and to Ignorance while they love ! 

Although, as I have before said, there was nothing in the 
visible occupations of Zanoni that betrayed a cultivator of the 
occult sciences, his habits were those of a man who remem- 
bers or reflects. He loved to roam alone, chiefly at dawn, or 
at night, when the moon was clear (especially in each month, 
at its rise and Ml), miles and miles away over the rich in- 
lands of the island, and to cull herbs and flowers, which he 
hoarded with jealous care. Sometimes at the dead of night, 
Viola would wake by an instinct that told her he was not 
by her side, and, stretching out her arms, find that the in- 
stinct had not deceived her. But she early saw that he was 
reserved on his peculiar habits j and if at times a chill, a 
foreboding, a suspicious awe crept over her, she forebore to 
question him. But his rambles were not always unaccom- 
panied, — he took pleasure in excursions less solitary. Often, 
when the sea lay before them like a lake, the barren dreari- 
ness of the opposite coast of Gephallenia contrasting the 
smiling shores on which they dwelt, Viola and himself would 
pass days in cruising slowly around the coast, or in visits to 
the neighbouring isles. Every spot of the Greek soil, “that 
.'fair Fable-Land, seemed to him familiar j and as he con- 
versed of the Past and its exquisite traditions, he taught 

^ Homeric Hymn. 
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Viola to love tlie race from wliicli have descended the poetry 
and the wisdom of the world. There was much in Zanoni, as 
she knew him better, that deepened the fascination in which 
Viola was from the first enthralled. His love for herself was 
so tender, so vigilant, and had that best and most enduring 
attribute, that it seemed rather grateful for the happiness in 
its own cares than vain of the happiness it created. His 
habitual mood with all who approached him was calm and 
gentle, almost to apathy. An angry word never passed his 
lips, an angry gleam never shot from his eyes. Once they 
had been exposed to the danger not uncommon in those then 
half ‘•savage lands. Some pirates who infested the neighbour- 
ing coasts had heard of the arrival of the strangers, and the 
seamen Zanoni employed had gossiped of their master’s 
wealth. One night after Viola had retired to rest, she was 
awakened by a slight noise below. Zanoni was not by her 
side; she listened in some alarm. Was that a groan that 
came upon her ear? She started up, she went to the door; 
all was still. A footstep now slowly approached, and Zanoni 
entered calm as usual, and seemed unconscious of her fears. 
The next morning, three men were found dead at the thresh- 
old of the principal entrance, the door of which had been 
forced. They were recognized in the neighbourhood as the 
most sanguinary and terrible marauders of the coasts, — men 
stained with a thousand murders, and who had never hitherto 
failed in any attempt to which the lust of rapine had impelled 
them. The footsteps of many others were tracked to the sea- 
shore. It seemed that their accomplices must have fled on the 
death of their leaders. But when the Venetian Froveditore, 
or authority, of the island came to examine into the matter, 
the most unaccountable mystery was the manner in which 
these ruffians had met their fate. Zanoni had not stirre 
from the apartment in which he ordinarily pursued his chem- 
cal studies, l^one of the servants had even been disturbed 
from their slumbers. Ko marks of human violence were on 
the bodies of the dead. They died, and made no sign. Fro a 
that moment Zanoni’s house — nay, the whole vicinity — wa 
sacred. The neighbouring villages, rejoiced to be delivere 
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from a scourge, regarded tlie stranger as one whom the Pa- 
giana (or Virgin) held under her especial protection. In 
truth, the liTely Greeks around, facile to all external impres- 
sions, and struck with the singular and majestic beauty of 
the man who knew their language as a native, whose voice 
often cheered them in their humble sorrows, and whose hand 
was never closed to their wants, long after he had left their 
shore preserved his memory by grateful traditions, and still 
point to the lofty platanus beneath which they had often 
seen him seated, alone and thoughtful, in the heats of noon. 
But Zanoni had haunts less open to the ga^.e than the shade 
of the platanus. In that isle there are the bituminous springs 
which Herodotus has commemorated. Often at night, the 
moon, at least, beheld him emerging from the myrtle and 
cystus that clothe the hillocks around the marsh that embeds 
the pools containing the inflammable material, all the medical 
uses of which, as applied to the nerves of organic life, mod- 
ern science has not yet perhaps explored. Yet more often 
would he pass his hours in a cavern, by the loneliest part of 
the beach, where the stalactites seem almost arranged by the 
hand of art, and which the superstition of the peasants asso- 
ciate, in some ancient legends, with the numerous and almost 
incessant earthquakes to which the island is so singularly 
subjected. 

Whatever the pursuits that instigated these wanderings and 
favoured these haunts, either they were linked with, or else 
subordinate to, one main and master desire, which every fresh 
day passed in the sweet, human company of Viola confirmed 
and strengthened. 

The scene that Glyndon had witnessed in his trance was 
faithful to truth; and some little time after the date of that 
night, Viola was dimly aware that an influence, she knew not 
of what nature, was struggling to establish itself over her 
happy life. Visions, indistinct and beautiful, such as those 
she had known in her earlier days, but more constant and 
impressive, began to haunt her night and day when Zanoni 
was absent, to fade in his presence, and seem less fair than 
that, Zanoni questioned her eagerly and minutely of these 
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vidtations, but seemed dissatisfied, and at times perplexed, 
by hex answers. 

^"'Tell me not,” be said, one day, “of those uneonnected 
images, those evolutions of starry shapes in a choral dance, 
or those delicious melodies that seem to thee of the music and 
the language of the distant spheres. Has no one shape been 
to thee more distinct and more beautiful than the rest; no 
voice uttering, or seeming to utter, thine own tongue and 
whispering to thee of strange secrets and solemn knowledge? ” 

“No; all is confused in these dreams, whether of day or 
night; and when at the sound of thy footsteps I recover, my 
memory retains nothing but a vague impression of happiness. 
How different, how cold, to the rapture of hanging on thy 
smile, and listening to thy voice, when it says, H love 
thee!’” 

“Yet how is it that visions less fair than these once seemed 
to thee so alluring? How is it that they then stirred thy 
fancies and filled thy heart? Once thou didst desire a fairy- 
land, and now thou seemest so contented with common life! ” 

“Have I not explained it to thee before? Is it common 
life, then, to love and to live with the one we love? My true 
fairyland is won! Speak to me of no other.” 

And so night surprised them by the lonely beach; and 
Zanoni, allured from his snblimer projects, and bending over 
that tender face, forgot that, in the Harmonious Infinite 
which spread around, there were other worlds than that one 
human heart! 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

These is a principle of the soul, superior to all nature, through which we 
- are capable of surpassing the order and systems of the world. When the soul 
is elevated to natures better than itself, then it is entirely separated from sub. 
ordinate natures, exchanges this for another life, and, deserting the order 
of things with which it was connected, links and mingles itself with 
another. —Iamblichus. 

^^Adok-Ai! Adon-Ai! appear, appear!?^ 

And in the lonely cave, whence once had gone forth the 
oracles of a heathen god, there emerged from the shadows of 
fantastic rocks a luminous and gigantic column, glittering and 
shifting. It resembled the shining but misty spray which, 
seen afar off, a fountain seems to send up on a starry night. 
The radiance lit the stalactites, the crags, the arches of the 
cave, and shed a pale and tremulous splendour on the features 
of Zanoni. 

^‘Son of Eternal Light, ’V said the invoker, thou to whose 
knowledge, grade after grade, race after race, I attained at 
last on the broad Chaldeean plains; thou from whom I have 
drawn so largely of the unutterable knowledge, that yet eter- 
nity alone can suffice to drain ; thou who, congenial with my- 
self, so far as our various beings will permit, hast been for 
centuries my familiar and my friend, — answer me and 
counsel ! ” 

From the column there emerged a shape of unimaginable 
glory. Its face was that of a man in its first youth, but sol- 
emn, as with the consciousness of eternity and the tran- 
quillity of wisdom ; light, like starbeams, flowed through its 
transparent veins ; light made its limbs themselves, and un- 
dulated in restless sparkles through the waves of its dazzling 
hair. With its arms folded on its breast, it stood distant a 
few feet from Zanoni, and its low voice murmured gently, 
^‘My counsels were sweet to thee once; and once, night after 
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night, thy soul could follow my wings through the untroubled 
splendours of the Infinite. Now thou hast bound thyself 
back to the earth by its strongest chains, and the attraction 
to the clay is more potent than the sympathies that drew to 
thy charms the Dweller df the Starbeam and the Air! When 
last thy soul hearkened to me, the senses already troubled 
thine intellect and obscured thy vision. Once again I come 
to thee; but thy power even to summon me to thy side is 
fading from thy spirit, as sunshine, fades from the wave, 
when the winds drive the cloud between the ocean and the 
skyd^ 

‘^Alas, Adon-Ai,” answered the seer, mournfully, “I know 
too well the conditions of the being w^hich thy presence was 
wont to rejoice. I know that our wisdom comes but from the 
indifierence to the things of the world which the wisdom mas- 
ters. The mirror of the soul cannot reflect both earth and 
heaven; and the one vanishes from the surface as the other is 
glassed upon its deeps. But it is not to restore me to that 
sublime abstraction in which the Intellect, free and disem- 
bodied, rises, region after region, to the spheres,— that once 
again, and with the agony and travail of enfeebled power, I 
have called thee to mine aid. I love ; and in love I begin to 
live in the sweet humanities of another ! If wise, yet in all 
which makes danger powerless against myself, or those on 
whom I can gaze from the calm height of indifferent science, 
I am blind as the merest mortal to the destinies of the creat- 
ure that makes my heart beat with the passions which obscure 
my gaze.” 

What matter?” answered Adon-Ai. Thy love must be 
but a mockery of the name; thou canst not love as they do 
for whom there are death and the grave. A short time — like 
a day in thy incalculable life — and the form thou dotest on 
is dust! Others of the nether world go hand in hand, each 
with each, unto the tomb; hand in hand they ascend from the 
worm to new cycles of existence. For thee, below are ages; 
for her, but hours. And for her and thee — O poor but 
mighty one! — will there be even a joint hereafter? Through 
what grades and heavens oi spiritualized being will her soul 
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have passed when thou, the solitary loiterer, comest from the 
vapours of the earth to the gates of light! ” 

‘'Son of the Starbeam, thinkest thou that this thought is 
not with me forever; and seest thou not that I have invoked 
thee to hearken and minister to my design? Eeadest thou 
not my desire and dream to raise the conditions of her being 
to my own? Thou, Adon-Ai, bathing the celestial joy that 
makes thy life in the oceans of eternal splendour,— thou, 
save by the sympathies of knowledge, canst conjecture not 
what I, the offspring of mortals, feel — debarred yet from the 
objects of the tremendous and sublime ambition that first 
winged my desires above the clay — when I see myself com- 
pelled to st'and in this low world alone. 1 have sought 
amongst my tribe for comrades, and in vain. At last I have 
found a mate! The wild bird and the wild beast have theirs; 
and my mastery over the malignant tribes of terror can ban- 
ish their larvae from the path that shall lead her upward till 
the air of eternity fits the frame for the elixir that bafdes 
death.” 

“ And thou hast begun the initiation, and thou art foiled! 
I know it. Thou hast conjured to her sleep the fairest vis- 
ions; thou hast invoked the loveliest children of the air to 
murmur their music to her trance, and her soul heeds them 
not; and, returning to the earth, escapes from their control. 
Blind one, wherefore? Canst thou not perceive? Because in 
her soul all is love. There is no intermediate passion with 
which the things thou wouldst charm to her have association 
and affinities. Their attraction is but to the desires and crav* 
mgs of the intellect. What have they with the passion that 
is of earth, and the hope that goes direct to Heaven? ” 

“ But can there be no medium, no link, in which our souls, 
as our hearts, can be united, and so mine may have influence 
over her own? ” 

“Ask me not; thou wilt not comprehend me! ” 

“I adjure thee, speak! ” 

“When two souls are divided, knowest thou not that a. third 
in which both meet and live is the link between them? ” 

“I do comprehend thee, Adon-Ai,” said Zanoni, with a 
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ligM of more human joy tipou his face than it had ever before 
been seen to wear; and if my destiny, which here is dark to 
mine eyes, vouchsafe to me the happy lot of the humble, if 
ever there be a child that I may clasp to my bosom and call 
my own — 

And is it to be man at last that thou hast aspired to be 
more than man? ’’ 

^^But a child, — a second Viola!” murmured Zanoni, 
scarcely heeding the Son of Light; ^‘a young soul fresh from 
Heaven, that I may rear from the first moment it touches 
earth; whose wings I may train to follow mine through the 
glories of creation; and through whom the mother herself 
may be led upward over the realm of death! ” 

‘^Beware, reflect! Knowest thou not that thy darkest 
enemy dwells in the Beal? Thy wishes bring thee near and 
nearer to humanity.” 

^*Ah, Humanity is sweet!” answered Zanoni. 

And as the Seer spoke, on the glorious face of Adon-Ai 
there broke a smile. 


CHAPTEB X. 

iETBRNA asternus tribuit, mortalia confert 
Mortalis; divina Deus, peritura caducus.^ 

Aurelius ; Prud. contra S^mmachum, Hb. ii. 

EXTRACTS FROM THE LETTERS OF ZANONI TO MEJNOUE. 

LETTER I. 

Thou hast not informed me of the progress of thy pupil; 
and I fear that so differently does Circumstance shape the 
minds of the generations to which we are descended from the 
intense and earnest children of the earlier world, that even 
thy most careful and elaborate guidance would fail with loftier 

1 “The Eternal gives eternal things, the Mortal gathers mortal things,; 
that which is divine, and the perishable that which is perislxable.’^ 
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and purer natures tlian that of the Neophyte thou hast ad- 
mitted within thy gates. Even that third state of being, 
which the Indian sage ^ rightly recognizes as being between 
the sleep and the waking, and describes imperfectly by the 
name of trance, is unknown to the children of the northern 
world; and few but would recoil to indulge it, regarding its 
peopled calm as the may a and delusion of the mind. Instead 
of ripening and culturing that airy soil, from which nature, 
duly known, can evoke fruits so rich and flowers so fair, they 
strive but to exclude it from their gaze; they esteem that 
struggle of the intellect from men’s narrow world to the 
spirit’s infinite home as a disease which the leech must extir- 
pate with pharmacy and drugs, and know not even that it is 
from this condition of their being in its most imperfect and 
infant form that Poetry, Music, Art — all that belong to iin 
idea of Beauty, to which neither sleeping nor waking can fur- 
nish archetype and actual semblance — take their immortal 
birth. When we, 0 Mejnour, in the far time, were ourselves 
the Neophytes and Aspirants, we were of a class to which the 
actual world was shut and barred. Our forefathers had no 
object in life but knowledge. From the cradle we were pre- 
destined and reared to wisdom, as to a priesthood. We com- 
menced research where modern Conjecture closes its faithless 
wings; and with us, those were the common elements of 
science which the sages of to-day disdain as wild chimeras, 
or despair of as unfathomable mysteries. Even the funda- 
mental principles, the large yet simple theories of Electricity 
and Magnetism, rest obscure and dim in the disputes of their 
blinded schools ; yet, even in our youth, how few ever attained 
to the first circle of the brotherhood, and, after wearily enjoy- 
ing the sublime privileges they sought, they voluntarily aban- 
doned the light of the sun, and sank, without effort, to the 
grave, like pilgrims in a trackless desert, overawed by the 
stillness of their solitude, and appalled by the absence of a 
goal. Thou, in whom nothing seems to live hut the desire to 

1 The Brahmins, speaking of Brahm, say, ** To the Omniscient the three 
modes of being— sleep, waking, and trance — are not ; ** distinctly recogniz- 
ing trance as a third and coequal condition of being. 
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know ; thou, who, indifferent whether it leads to weal or to 
woe, iendest thyself to all who would tread the path of mys- 
terious science, — a Human Book, insensate to the precepts it 
enounces j thou hast ever sought, and often made, additions 
to our number. But to these have only been vouchsafed par- 
tial secrets 5 vanity and passion unfitted them for the rest; 
and now, without other interest than that of an experiment 
in science, without love, and without pity, thou exposest this 
new soul to the hazards of the tremendous ordeal! Thou 
thinkest that a zeal so inquisitive, a courage so absolute and 
dauntless, may suffice to conquer where austerer intellect and 
purer virtue have so often failed. Thou thinkest, too, that 
the germ of art that lies in the Painter ^s mind, as it compre- 
hends in itself the entire embryo of Power and Beauty, may 
be expanded into the stately flower of the Golden Science. It 
is a new experiment to thee. Be gentle with thy Heophyte, 
and if his nature disappoint thee in the first stages of the 
process, dismiss him back to the Beal, while it is yet time to 
enjoy the brief and outward life which dwells in the senses, 
and closes with the tomb. And as I thus admonish thee, 0 
Mejnour, wilt thou smile at my inconsistent hopes? I, who 
have so invariably refused to initiate others into our myste- 
ries, I begin at last to comprehend why the great law, which 
binds man to his kind, even when seeking most to set himself 
aloof from their condition, has made thy cold and bloodless 
science the link between thyself and thy race; why thou hast 
sought converts and pupils; why, in seeing life after life voL 
untarily dropping from our starry order, thou still aspirest to 
renew the vanished and repair the lost; why, amidst thy cal- 
culations, restless and unceasing as the wheels of nature her- 
self, thou recoilest from the thought to be aloiste ! So with 
myself; at last I, too, seek a convert, an equal; I, too, shud- 
der to be alone ! What thou hast warned me of has come to 
pass. Love reduces all things to itself. Either must I be 
drawn down to the nature of the beloved, or hers must be 
lifted to my own. As whatever belongs to true Art has al- 
ways necessarily had attraction for tis, whose very being is 
in the ideal whence art descends, so in this fair creature T 
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have learned, at last, the secret that bound me to her at the 
first glance. The daughter of music, music passing into her 
being became poetry. It was not the stage that attracted 
her, with its hollow falsehoods ; it was the land in her own 
fancy which the stage seemed to centre and represent. There 
the poetry found a voice; there it struggled into imperfect 
shape ; and then (that land insuffiicient for it) it fell back 
upon itself. It coloured her thoughts, it suffused her soul; 
it asked not words, it created not things; it gave birth but to 
emotions, and lavished itself on dreams. At last came love ; 
and there, as a river into the sea, it poured its restless waves, 
to become mute and deep and still, — the everlasting mirror 
of the heavens. 

And is it not through this poetry which lies within her that 
she may be led into the large poetry of the universe ? Often 
I listen to her careless talk, and find oracles in its uncon- 
scious beauty, as we find strange virtues in some lonely 
flower. I see her mind ripening under my eyes; and in its 
fair fertility what ever-teeming novelties of thought! 0 
Mejnour ! how many of our tribe have unravelled the laws of 
the universe, have solved the riddles of the exterior nature, 
and deduced the light from ‘darkness ! And is not the poet, 
who studies nothing but the human heart, a greater philoso- 
pher than all? Knowledge and atheism are incompatible. 
To know nature is to know that there must be a God I But 
does it require this to examine the method and architecture 
of creation ? Methinks, when I look upon a pure mind, how- 
ever ignorant and childlike, that I see the August and Imma- 
terial One more clearly than in all the orbs of matter which 
career at His bidding through space. 

Eightly is it the fundamental decree of our order that we 
must impart our secrets only to the pure. The most terrible 
part of the ordeal is in the temptations that our power affords 
to the criminal. If it were posssible that a malevolent being 
could attain to our faculties, what disorder it might introduce 
into the globe ! Happy that it is not possible ; the malevo- 
lence would disarm the power. It is in the purity of Viola 
that I rely, as thou more vainly hast relied on the courage or 
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the genius of thy pupils. Bear me witness, Mejnour! Never 
since the distant day in which I pierced the Arcana of our 
knowledge, have I ever sought to make its mysteries subser- 
vient to unworthy objects; though, alas! the extension of our 
existence robs us of a country and a home; though the law 
that places all science, as all art, in the abstraction from the 
noisy passions and turbulent ambition of actual life, forbids 
us to influence the destinies of nations, for which Heaven 
selects ruder and blinder agencies,— yet, wherever have been 
my wanderings, I have sought to soften distress, and to con- 
vert from sin. My power has been hostile only to the guilty ; 
and yet, with all our lore, how in each step we are reduced to 
he but the permitted instruments of the Power that vouch- 
safes our own, but only to direct it. How all our wisdom 
shrinks into nought compared with that which gives the 
meanest herb its virtues and peoples the smallest globule 
with its appropriate world. And while we are allowed at 
times to influence the happiness of others, how mysteriously 
the shadows thicken round our own future doom! We cannot 
be prophets to ourselves ! With what trembling hope I nurse 
the thought that I may preserve to my solitude the light of a 
living smile! 


EXTRACTS EKOM LETTER II 

Deeming myself not pure enough to initiate so pure a heart, 
I invoke to her trance those fairest and most tender inhabi-- 
tants of space that have furnished to Poetry, which is the 
instinctive guess into creation, the ideas of the Glendoveer 
and Sylph. And these were less pure than her own thoughts, 
and less tender than her own love! They could not raise her 
above her human heart, for that has a heaven of its own. 

I have just looked on her in sleep, I have heard her breathe 
my name. Alas! that which is so sweet to others has its bit- 
terness to me; for I think how soon the time may come when 
that sleep will be without a dream, when the heart that die 
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tates the name will be coM^ the lips that utter it be 
dumb. What a two-fold shape there is in loYel If we ex- 
amine it coarsely — if we look but on its fleshly ties, its enjoy- 
ments of a moment, its turbulent fever and its dull reaction — 
how strange it seems that this passion should be the supreme 
mover of the world; that it is this which has dictated the great- 
est sacrifices, and influenced all societies and all times; that 
to this the loftiest and loveliest genius has ever consecrated 
its devotion; that but for love there were no civilization, — 
110 music, no poetry, no beauty, no life beyond the brute/s. 

But examine it in its heavenlier shape — in its utter abne- 
gation of self, ill its intimate connection with all that is most 
delicate and subtle in the spirit, its power above all that is 
sordid in existence, its mastery over the idols of the baser 
worship, its ability to create a palace of the cottage, an oasis 
in the desert, a summer in the iceland — where it breathes 
and fertilizes and glows ; and the wonder rather becomes how 
so few regard it in its holiest nature. What the sensual call 
its enjoyments are the least of its joys. True love is less a 
passion than a symbol. Mejnour, shall the time come when 
I can speak to thee of Viola as a thing that was? 


EXTRACT FROM LETTER HI. 

Knowest thou that of late I have sometimes asked myself, 
^*Is there no guilt in the knowledge that has so divided us 
from our raee?^’ It is true that the higher we ascend, the 
more hateful seem to us the vices of the short-lived creepers 
of the earth; the more the sense of the goodness of the All- 
good penetrates and suffuses us, the more immediately does 
our happiness seem to emanate from Him. But, on the other 
hand, how many virtues must lie dead in those who live in 
the world of death, and refuse to die! Is not this sublime 
egotism, this state of abstraction and revery, this self -rapt 
and self-dependent majesty of existence, a resignation of that 
nobility which incorporates our own welfare, our joys, our 
hopes, our fears with others? To live on in no dread of foeS;, 
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undegraded by infirmity, secure through the cares, and free 
from the disease of flesh, is a spectacle that captivates our 
pride. And yet dost thou not more admire him who dies for 
another? Since I have loved her, Mejnour, it seems almost 
cowardice to elude the grave which devours the hearts that 
wrap us in their folds. I feel it, — the earth grows upon my 
spirit. Thou wert right; eternal age, serene and passionless, 
is a happier boon than eternal youth, with its yearnings and 
desires. Until we can be all spirit, the trancxuillity of soli 
tude must be indiflerence. 


EXTRACTS FROM LETTER IV. 

I have received thy communication. What! is it so? Has 
thy pupil disappointed thee? Alas, poor pupil! But — 

[Here follow comments on those passages in Glyndon’s life 
already known to the reader, or about to be made so, with 
earnest adjurations to Mejnour to watch yet over the fate of 
his scholar.] 

But I cherish the same desire, with a warmer heart. My 
pupil! how the terrors that shall encompass thine ordeal 
warn me from the task! Once more I will seek the Son of 
Light. 

Yes, Aclon-Ai, long deaf to my call, at last has descended 
to mj vision, and left behind him the glory of his presence 
in the shape of Hope. Oh, not impossible, Viola, not impos- 
sible, that we may yet be united, soul with soul. 

EXTRACT FROM LETTER {Man^ months qfier the. last.) 

Mejnour, awake from thine apathy! rejoice! A new soul 
will be born to the world,— a new soul that shall call me 
Father. Ah, if they for whom exist all the occupations and 
resources of human life — if they can thrill with exquisite 
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emotion at the thought of hailing again their own childhood 
in the faces of their children ; if, in that birth, they are born 
once more into the Holy Innocence which is the first state of 
existence; if they can feel that on man devolves almost an 
Angel’s duty, when he has a life to guide from the cradle, 
and a soul to nurture for the Heaven — what to me must be 
the rapture, to welcome an inheritor of all the gifts which 
double themselves in being shared! How sweet the power 
to watch, and to guard; to instil the knowledge, to avert 
the evil, and to guide back the river of life in a richer and 
broader and deeper stream, to the paradise from which it 
flows! And beside that river our souls shall meet, sweet 
Mother. Our child shall supply the sympathy that fails as 
yet ; and what shape shall haunt thee, what terror shall dis- 
may, when thy initiation is beside the cradle of thy child ! 


CHAPTEE XI.:: . 

They thus beguile the way 
Until the blustring storme is overblowne, 

When weening to returne whence they did stray 
They cannot finde that path which first was showne, 

But wander to and fro in waies unknowne. 

Si^ENSER : Faerie book i. canto i. s. x. 

Yes, Viola, thou art another heing than when, by the 
threshold of thy Italian home, thou didst follow thy dim fan- 
cies through the Land of Shadow; or when thou didst vainly 
seek to give voice to an Ideal beauty on the boards where 
Illusion counterfeits Earth and Heaven for an hour, till the 
weary sense, awaking, sees but the tinsel and the scene- 
shifter. Thy spirit reposes in its own happiness. Its wan- 
derings have found a goal. In a moment, there often dwells 
the sense of eternity; for when profoundly happy, we know 
that it is impossible to die. Whenever the soul feels itself 
it feels everlasting life! 
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The initiation is deferred; thy days and nights are left to 
no other visions than those with which a contented heart en- 
chants a guileless fancy. Glendoveers and sylphs, pardon 
me if I question whether those visions are not lovelier than 
yourselves! 

They stand by the beach, and see the sun sinking into the 
sea. How long dow have they dwelt on that island? What 
matters ! — it may be months, or years — what matters ! Why 
should I or they keep account of that happy time? As in the 
dream of a moment ages may seem to pass, so shall we meas- 
ure transport or woe — by the length of the dream, or the 
number of emotions that the dream involves? 

The sun sinks slowly down; the air is arid and oppressive ; 
on the sea, the stately vessel lies motionless; on the shore, 
no leaf trembles on the trees. 

Viola drew nearer to Zanoni. A presentiment she could 
not define made her heart beat more quickly; and, looking 
into his face, she was struck with its expression; it was anx- 
ious, abstracted, perturbed. 

“ This stillness awes me, she whispered. 

Zanoni did not seem to hear her. He muttered to himself, 
and his eyes gazed round restlessly. She knew not why, but 
that gaze, which seemed to pierce into space, that muttered 
voice in some foreign language, revived dimly her earlier 
superstitions. She was more fearful since the hour when she 
knew that she was to be a mother. Strange crisis in the life 
of woman, and in her love! Something yet unborn begins 
already to divide her heart with that which had been before 
its only monarch! 

^^Look on me, Zanoni,” she said, pressing his hand. 

He turned. ^^Thou art pale, Viola; thy hand trembles! ” 

“It is true. I feel as if some enemy were creeping near 

"US..” . . .. 

“And the instinct deceives thee not. An enemy is indeed 
at hand. I see it through the heavy air; I hear it through 
the silence: the Ghostly One, the Destroyer, the Pestiletstcb! 
Ah, seest thou how the leaves swarm with insects, only by an 
effort visible to the eye? They follow the breath of the 
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plague ! ” As hie spoke, a bird fell from the bough at Viola’s 
feetj it fluttered, it writhed an instant, and was dead. 

“Oh, Viola!” cried Zanoni, passionately, “that is death. 

DqsI; thou aot fear to die?” 

“ To leave thee? Ah, yes I ” 

And if I could teach thee how Death may be defied; if I 
could arrest for thy youth the course of time; if I could — ” 
He paused abruptly, for Viola’s eyes spoke only terror; her 
cheek and lips were pale. 

''Speak not thus, look not thus,” she said, recoiling from 
him. "You dismay me. Ah, speak not thus, or I should 
tremble — no, not for myself, but for thy child.” 

"Thy child! But wouldst thou reject for thy child the 
sanae glorious boon?” 

"Zanoni! ” 

"Well!” 

" The sun has sunk from our eyes, but to rise on those of 
others. To disappear from this world is to live in the world 
afar. Oh, lover! oh, husband! ” she continued, with sudden 
energy, "tell me that thou didst but jest, that thou didst but 
trifle with my folly! There is less terror in the pestilence 
than in thy words.” 

Zanoni’s brow darkened; he looked at her in silence for 
some moments, and then said, almost severely, — 

"What hast thou known of me to distrust? ” 

"Oh, pardon, pardon! nothing!” cried Viola, throwing 
herself on his breast, and bursting into tears. "I will rot 
believe even thine own words, if they seem to wrong thee ! ” 
He kissed the tears from her eyes, but made no answer. 

" And ah ! ” she resumed, with an enchanting and childlike 
smile, "if thou wouldst give me a charm against the pesti- 
lence, see, I will take it from thee.” And she laid her hand 
on a small antique amulet that he wore on his breast. 

" Thou knowest how often this has made me jealous of the 
past: surely some love-gift, Zanoni? But no, thou didst not 
love the giver as thou dost me. Shall I steal thine amulet? ” 
"Infant!” said Zanoni, tenderly, "she who jdaced this 
round my neck deemed it indeed a charm, for she had super- 
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stitionslike thyself; but to me it is more than the wizard^s 
spell, — it is the relic of a sweet vanished time, when none 
who loved me could distrust.’^ 

He said these words in a tone of such melancholy reproach, 
that it \vent to the heart of Viola; but the tone changed into 
a solemnity which chilled back the gush of her feelings as he 
resumed: '^And this, Viola, one day, perhaps, I will transfer 
from my breast to thine; yes, whenever thou shalt compre- 
hend me better, whenever the laws of our being shall he the 
same / 

He moved on gently. They returned slowly home; but 
fear still was in the heart of Viola, though she strove to 
shake it off. Italian and Catholic she was, with all the su- 
perstitions of land and sect. She stole to her chamber, and 
prayed before a little relic of San Gennaro, which the priest 
of her house had given to her in childhood, and which had 
accompanied her in all her wanderings. She had never 
deemed it possible to part with it before. Now, if there was 
a charm against the pestilence, did she fear the pestilence for 
herself? The next morning when he woke, Zanoni found the 
relic of the saint suspended, with his mystic amulet, round his 
neck. 

“Ah, thou wilt have nothing to fear from the pestilence 
now,’’ said Viola, between tears and smiles; “and when thou 
wouldst talk to me again as thou didst last night, the saint 
shall rebuke thee.” 

W ell, Zanoni, can there ever indeed be commune of thought 
and spirit, except with equals? 

Yes, the Plague broke out; the island home must be aban- 
doned. Mighty Seer, thou hast no jpower to save those whom, 
thou lovest! Farewell, thou bridal roof! sweet resting-place 
from Care, farewell! Climates as soft may greet ye, 0 lovers, 
— skies as serene, and waters as blue and calm. But that 
time, can it ever more return? Who shall say that the heart 
does not change with the scene, — the place where we first 
dwelt with the beloved one? Every spot there has so many 
memories which the place only can recall. The past that 
haunts it seems to command such constancy in the future. If 
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a thougiit less kind, less trustful, enter within us, the sight 
of a tree under which a vow has been exchanged, a tear has 
been kissed away, restores us again to the hours of the first 
divine illusion. But in a home where nothing speaks of the 
first nuptials, where there is no eloquence of association, no 
holy burial-places of emotions, whose ghosts are angels I — 
yes, who that has gone through the sad history of Affection 
will tell us that the heart changes not with the scene! Blow 
fair, ye favouring winds; cheerily swell, ye sails; away from 
the land where Death has come to snatch the sceptre of Love ! 
The shores glide by; new coasts succeed to the green hills and 
orange groves of the Bridal Isle. From afar now gleam in 
the moonlight the columns yet extant of a temple which the 
Athenian dedicated to Wisdom; and, standing on the bark 
that bounded on in the freshening gale, the votary who had 
survived the goddess murmured to himself, — 

“ Has the wisdom of ages brought me no happier hours than 
those common to the shepherd and the herdsman, with no 
world beyond their village, no aspiration beyond the kiss and 
the smile of home? ” 

And the moon resting alike over the ruins of the temple of 
the departed Greed, over the hut of the living peasant, over 
the immemorial mountain-top, and the perishable herbage 
that clothed its sides, seemed to smile back its answer of calm 
disdain to the being who perchance might have seen the 
temple built, and who, in his inscrutable existence, might 
behold the mountain shattered from its base. 


BOOK THE FIFTH. 

THE EFFECTS OF THE BLIXIB. 

i'rommt’s den ScHeier aufzuheb^n, 

Wo das nahe Schreckniss droht 
Nnr das Irrthum ist das Leben, 

Und das Wissen ist der Tod.^ 

Schiller : Kmsmdm. 


CHAPTER i: 

ZwEi Seelen wohnen, ach 1 in meiner Brust. 

Was stehst du so, nnd blickst erstaunt hinaus ? 2 

Faust. 

It will be remembered that we left Master Pdolo by the 
bedside of Glyndon j and as, waking from that profound slum- 
ber, the recollections of the past night came horribly back to 
his mind, the Englishman uttered a cry, and covered his face 
with his hands. 

^‘Good morrow, Excellency,” said Pdolo, gayly. “ Corpo di 
Baccol you have slept soundly ! ” 

The sound of this man’s voice, so lusty, ringing, and health- 
ful, served to scatter before it the phantasma that yet haunted 
Glyndon’s memory. 

He rose erect in his bed. ^^And where did you find me? 
Why are you here? ” 

^ Delusion is the life we live, 

And knowledge death : oh, wherefore, then, 

To sight the coming evils give, 

And lift the veil of Fate to Men 1 ” 

® “ Two souls dwell, alas ! in my breast. 

Why standest thou so, and lookest out astonished ” 
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Where did I find yon? ” repeated Paolo, in surprise; 
your bed, to be sure. Why am I here, — because the Padrone 
bade me await your waking, and attend your commands.’^ 

‘•'The Padrone, Mejnour ! — is he arrived? ’’ 

Arrived and departed, signor. He has left this letter for 
you.’^ 

^^Give it me, and wait without till I am dressed. 

At your service. I have bespoke an excellent breakfast -, 
you must be hungry. I am a very tolerable cook,-— a monk's 
son ought to be ! You will be startled at my genius in the 
dressing of fish. My singing, I trust, will not disturb you. 
I always sing while I prepare a salad; it harmonizes the in- 
gredients." And slinging his carbine over his shoulder, Paolo 
sauntered from the room, and closed the door. 

Glyndon was already deep in the contents of the following, 
letter: — 

When I first received thee as my pupil, I promised Zanoni, if com 
vinced by thy first trials that thou couldst but swell, not the number of 
our order, but the list of the victims who have aspired to it in vain, i 
would not rear thee to thine own wretchedness and doom ; I would dis- 
miss thee back to the world, I fulfil my promise. Thine ordeal has been 
the easiest that Keophyte ever knew. I asked for nothing but absti- 
nence from the sensual, and a brief experiment of thy patience and 
thy faith. Go back to thine own world; thou hast no nature to aspire 
to ours! 

‘‘It was I who prepared Piiolo to x'eceive thee at the revel; it was I 
who instigated the old beggar to ask thee for alms ; it was I who left 
open the book that thou couldst not read without violating my command. 
Well, thou havSt seen what awaits thee at the threshold of knowledge. 
Thou hast confronted the first foe that menaces him whom the senses yet 
grasp and enthrall Post thou wonder that I close upon thee the gates 
forever ? Dost thou not comprehend, at last, that it needs a soul tem- 
pered and purified and raised, not by external spells, but by its own sub- 
limity and valour, to pass the threshold, and disdain the foe ? Wretch 1 
all my science avails nothing for the rash, for the sensual, for him who 
desires our secrets but to pollute them to gross enjoyments and selfish 
vice ! How have the impostors and sorcerers of the earlier times perished 
by tbeir very attempt to penetrate the mysteries that should purify and 
not deprave 1 They have boasted of the philosopher's stone, and died in 
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rags, ~ of the immortal elixir, and sank to their grave, gray before their 
time. Legends tell you that the fiend rent them into fragments. Yes ; 
the fiend of their own unholy desires and criminal designs ! What they 
coveted thou covetest ; and if thou hadst the wings of a seraph thou 
couldst soar not from the slough of thy mortality. Thy desire for know- 
ledge, but petulant presumption ; thy thirst for happiness, but the dis- 
eased longing for the unclean and mudded waters of corporeal pleasure ; 
thy very love, which usually elevates even the mean, a passion that cal- 
culates treason, amidst the first glow of lust — ihou^ one of us ! Thou, a 
brother of the August Order! Thou, an Aspirant to the Stars that 
shine in the Shemaia of the Chaldsean lore ! The eagle can raise but 
the eaglet to the sun. I abandon thee to thy twilight ! 

** But, alas, for thee, disobedient and profane ! thou hast inhaled the 
elixir ; thou hast attracted to thy presence a ghastly and remorseless foe. 
Thou thyself must exorcise the phantom thou hast raised. Thou must 
return to the world; but not without punishment and strong effort canst 
thou regain the calm and the joy of the life thou hast left behind. This 
for thy comfort will I tell thee : he who has drawn into his frame even 
so little of the volatile and vital energy of the aerial juices as thyself, 
has awakened faculties that cannot sleep, — faculties that may yet, with 
patient humility, with sound faith, and the courage that is not of the 
body like thine, but of the resolute and virtuous mind, attain, if not to 
the knowledge that reigns above, to high achievement in the career of 
men. Thou wilt find the restless influence in all that thou wouldst under- 
take. Thy heart, amidst vulgar joys, will aspire to something holier; 
thy ambition, amidst coarse excitement, to something beyond thy reach. 
But deem not that this of itself will suffice for glory. Equally may the 
craving lead thee to shame and guilt. It is but an imperfect and new- 
born energy which will not suffer thee to repose. As thou directest it 
must thou believe it to be the emanation of thine evil genius or thy 
good. 

**But woe to thee ! insect meshed in the web in which thou hast en- 
tangled limbs and wings ! Thou hast not only inhaled the elixir, thou 
hast conjured the spectre ; of all the tribes of the space no foe is so 
malignant to man — and thou hast lifted the veil from thy gaze ! I can- 
not restore to thee the happy dimness of thy vision. Know, at least, 
that all of us — the highest and the wisest — who have, in sober truth, 
passed beyond the threshold, have had, as our first fearful task, to mas- 
ter and subdue its grisly and appalling guardian. Know that thou canst 
deliver thyself fi*om those livid eyes ; know that, while they haunt, they 
cannot harm, if thou resistest the thoughts to which they tempt, and the 
horror they engender. Dread them most when thou beholdest them not 
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And tliiis, son of the worm, we parti All that I can tell thee to en- 
courage, yet to warn and to guide, I have told thee in these lines, Ko(; 
from me, from thyself has come the gloomy trial, from which I yet trust 
thou wilt emerge into peace. Type of the knowledge that I serve, I 
withhold no lesson from the pure aspirant ; I am a dark enigma to the 
general seeker. As man’s only indestructible possession is his memory, 
so it is not in mine art to crumble into matter the immaterial thoughts 
that have sprung up within thy breast. The tyro might shatter this 
castle to the dust, and topple down the mountain to the plain. The 
master has no power to say ' Exist no more ’ to one thought that his 
knowledge has inspired. Thou mayst change the thought into new 
forms ; thou mayst rarefy and sublimate it into a finer spirit ; but thou 
canst not annihilate that which has no home but in the memory, no sub* 
stance but the idea. Every thought is a soul ! Vainly, therefore, 
would I or thou undo the past, or restore to thee the gay blindness of 
thy youth. Thou must endure the influence of the elixir thou hast in- 
haled; thou must wrestle with the spectre thou hast invoked ! ” 

The letter fell from Glyndon’s hand. A sort of stupor 
succeeded to the various emotions which had chased each 
other in the perusal, — a stupor resembling that which fob 
lows the sudden destruction of any ardent and long-nursed 
hope in the human heart, whether it be of love, of avarice, of 
ambition. The loftier world for which he had so thirsted, 
sacrificed, and toiled was closed upon him “forever,” and by 
his own faults of Rashness and presumption. But Glyndon’s 
was not of that nature which submits long to condemn itself. 
His indignation began to kindle against Mejnour, who owned 
he had tempted, and who now abandoned him, — abandoned 
him to the prevsence of a spectre. The Mystic^s reproaches 
stung, rather than humbled him. What crime had he com- 
mitted to deserve language so harsh and disdainful? Was it 
so deep a debasement to feel pleasure in the smile and the 
eyes of Eillide? Had not Zanoni himself confessed love for 
Viola; had he not fled with her as his companion? Glyndon 
never paused to consider if there is no distinction between 
one kind of love and another. Where, too, was the great 
offence of yielding to a temptation which only existed for the 
brave? Had not the mystic volume which Mejnour had pur- 
posely left open bid him but “Beware of fear ”? Was not, 
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every wilful provocative held out to the strongest influ- 
ences of the human inind in the prohibition to enter the 
chamber, in the possession of the key which excited his curi- 
osity, in the volume which seemed to dictate the mode by 
which the curiosity was to be gratified? As, rapidly, these 
thoughts passed over him, he began to consider the whole 
conduct of Mejnour either as a perfidious design to entrap 
him to his own misery, or as the trick of an impostor, who 
knew that he could not realize the great professions he had 
made. On glancing again over the more mysterious threats 
and warnings in Mejnour letter, they seemed to assume the 
language of mere parable and allegory,— -the jargon of the 
Platonists and Pythagoreans. By little and little, he began 
to consider that the very spectra he had seen — even that one 
phantom so horrid in its aspect — were but the delusions 
which Mejnour’s science had enabled him to raise. The 
healthful sunlight, filling up every cranny in his chamber, 
seemed to laugh away the terrors of the past night. His 
pride and his resentment nerved his habitual courage; and 
when, having hastily dressed himself, he rejoined Paolo, it 
was with a flushed cheek and a haughty step. 

^*So, Pdolo,” said he, ^Hhe Padrone, as you will call him, 
told you to expect and welcome me at your village feast? 

^‘He did so, by a message from a wretched old cripple. 
This surprised me at the time, for I thought he was fax dis- 
tant. But these great philosphers make a joke of two or three 
hundred leagues.” 

^‘Why did you not tell me you had heard from Mejnour?” 

“Because the old cripple forbade me.” 

“Did you not see the man afterwards during the dance?” 

“E'o, Excellency.” 

“Humph! ” 

“Allow me to serve you,” said Pdolo, piling Glyndon^s 
plate, and then filling his glass. “I wish, signor, now the 
Padrone is gone,— not” Padded P4olo. hA 
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own heart what your youth was meant for. Xot to bury your- 
self alive in these old ruins, and endanger body and soul by 
studies which I am sure no saint could approve of.” 

Are the saints so partial, then, to your own occupations, 
Master Paolo?” 

^“^Why,” answered the bandit, a little confused, “a gentle- 
man with plenty of pistoles in his purse need not, of neces- 
sity, make it his profession to take away the pistoles of other 
people! It is a different thing for us poor rogues. After all, 
too, I always devote a tithe of my gains to the Virgin 5 and 
I share the rest charitably with the poor. But eat, drink, 
enjoy yourself, be absolved by your confessor for any little 
peccadilloes, and don^t run too long scores at a time — that 
my advice. Your health, Excellency! Pshaw, signor, fast- 
ing, excei)t on the days prescribed to a good Catholic, only 
engenders phantoms.” 

Phantoms ! ” 

“Yes; the devil always tempts the empty stomach. To 
covet, to hate, to thieve, to rob, and to murder, — these are 
the natural desires of a man who is famishing. With a full 
belly, signor, we are at peace with all the world. That ^s 
right; yon like the partridge ! When I myself 

have passed two or three days in the mountains, with nothing 
from sunset to sunrise but a black crust and an onion, I grow 
as fierce as a wolf. That ’s not the worst, too. In these 
times I see little imps dancing before me. Oh, yes; fasting 
is as full of spectres as a field of battle.” 

Glyndon thought there was some sound philosophy in the 
reasoning ol; his companion; and, certainly, the more he ate 
and drank, the more the recollection of the past night and of 
Mejnour’s desertion faded from his mind. The casement was 
open, the breeze blew, the sun shone, — all hfature was merry; 
and merry as hlature herself grew Maestro Paolo. He talked 
of adventures, of travel, of women, with a hearty gusto that 
had its infection; but Glyndon listened yet more compla- 
cently when Paolo turned with an arch smile to the praises 
of the eye, the teeth, the ankles, and the shape of the hand- 
some Eillide, 
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Tliis man, indeed, seemed the very personation of animal, 
sensual life. He would have been to Faust a more dangerous 
tempter than Mephistopheles. There was no sneer on Ms lip 
at the pleasures which animated his voice. To one awaking 
to a sense of the vanities in knowledge, this reckless, igno- 
rant joyousness of temper was a worse corrupter than all the 
icy mockeries of a learned Fiend; but when Paolo took his 
leave, with a promise to return the next day, the mind of tlui 
Englishman again settled back to a graver and more thought- 
ful mood. The elixir seemed, in truth, to have left the refin- 
ing effects Mejnour had ascribed to it. As Glyndon paced to 
and fro the solitary corridor, or pausing, gazed upon the 
extended and glorious scenery that stretched below, high 
thoughts of enterprise and ambition, bright visions of glory, 
passed in rapid succession through his soul. 

“Mejnour denies me his science. Well,’^ said the painter, 
proudly, “he has not robbed me of my art.^^ 

What! Clarence Glyndon, dost thou return to that from 
which thy career commenced? Was Zanoni right after all? 

He found himself in the chamber of the mystic: not a 
vessel, not an herb! the solemn volume is vanished, the elixir 
shall sparkle for him no more ! But still in the room itself 
seems to linger the atmosphere of a charm. Faster and fiercer 
it burns within thee, the Desire to achieve, to create! Thou 
longest for a life beyond the sensual! — but the life that is 
permitted to all genius, — that which breathes through the 
immortal work, and endiires in the imperishable name. 

Where are the implements for thine art? Tush! — when 
did the true workman ever fail to find his tools? Thou art 
again in thine own chamber, — the white wall thy canvas, a 
fragment of charcoal for thy pencil. They suffice, at least, 
to give outline to the conception that may otherwise vanisli 
with the morrow. 

The idea that thus excited the imagination of the artist was 
unquestionably noble and august. It was derived from that 
Egyptian ceremonial vrhich Diodorus has recorded,— -the Judg- 
ment of the Dead by the Living;^ when the corpse, duly em- 
^ Diodorus, lib. i. 
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balmecl, is placed by the margin of tbe Acberusian Lake, and 
before it may be consigned to tbe bark wbicb is to bear it 
across tbe waters to its final resting-place, it is permitted to 
tbe appointed judges to bear all accusations of tbe past life 
of the deceased, and, if proved, to deprive tbe corpse of tbe 
rights of sepulture. 

Unconsciously to himself, it was Mejnour’s description of 
this custom, which he had illustrated by several anecdotes 
not to be found in books, tbab now suggested tbe design to 
the artist, and gave it reality and force. He supposed a pow- 
erful and guilty king whom in life scarce a whisper bad dared 
to arraign, but against whom, now the breath was gone, came 
the slave from his fetters, the mutilated victim from his dun- 
geon, livid and squalid as if dead themselves, invoking with 
parched lips the justice that outlives the grave. 

Strange fervour this, 0 Artist! breaking suddenly forth 
from the mists and darkness which the occult science had 
spread so long over thy fancies,— strange that the reaction of 
the nighUs terror and the day disappointment should be 
back to thine holy art! Ob, how freely goes tbe bold band 
over the large outline! How, despite those rude materials, 
speaks forth no more tbe pupil but tbe master! Fresh yet 
from the glorious elixir, bow thou givest to thy creatures the 
finer life denied to thyself! —some power not thine own 
writes tbe grand symbols on the wall. Behind rises the 
mighty sepulchre, on the building of which repose to the 
dead the lives of thousands had been consumed. There sit 
in a semicircle the solemn judges. Black and sluggish flows 
the lake. There lies the mummied and royal dead. Dost 
thou quail at the frown on his life-like brow? Ha! bravely 
done, 0 Artist! — up rise the haggard forms! pale speak the 
ghastly faces! Shall not Humanity after death avenge itself 
on Power? Thy conception, Clarence Glyndon, is a sublime 
truth; thy design promises renown to genius. Better this 
magic than the charms of the volume and the vessel. Hour 
after hour has gone; thou hast lighted the lamp; night sees 
thee yet at thy labour. Merciful Heaven! what chills the at- 
mosphere? Why does the lamp grow wan? Why does thy 
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hair bristle? There! there! there! iit the easement I — It 
gazes on thee, the dark, mantled, loathsome Thing! There, 
with their devilish mockery and hateful craft, glare on thee 
those horrid eyes ! 

He stood and gazed. It was no delusion; it spoke not, 
moved not, till, unable to bear longer that steady and burning 
look, he covered his face with his hands. With a start, with 
a thrill, he removed them; he felt the nearer presence of the 
Nameless. There it cowered on the floor beside his design; 
and, lo! the figures seemed to start from the -wall! Those 
pale accusing figures, the shapes he himself had raised, 
frowned at him and gibbered. With a violent effort that 
convulsed his whole being, and bathed his body in the sweat 
of agony, the young man mastered his horror. He strode 
towards the Phantom; he endured its eyes; he accosted it 
with a steady voice; he demanded its purpose and defied its 
power. 

And then, as a wind from a charnel, was heard its voice. 
What it said, what revealed, it is forbidden the lips to repeat, 
the hand to record. Nothing save the subtle life tliat yet 
animated the frame, to which the inhalations of the elixir 
had given vigour and energy beyond the strength of the 
strongest, could have survived that awful hour. Better to 
wake in the catacombs and see the buried rise from their cere- 
ments, and hear the ghouls, in their horrid orgies, amongst 
the festering ghastliness of corruption, than to front those 
features when the veil was lifted, and listen to that whispered 
voice ! 

The next day G-lyndon fled from the ruined castle. With 
what hopes of starry light had he crossed the threshold; witli 
what memories to shudder evermore at the darkness, did he 
look back at the frown of its time-worn towers! 
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CHAPTER II. 

Faust, WoMn soli es nun gehn ? 

Mephis. Wohm es Dir gefallt. 

Wir sehn die kleine, dann die grosse Welt.^ 

Faust. 

Draw your chair to the fireside, brush clean the hearth, 
and trim the lights. Oh, home of sleekness, order, substance, 
comfort! Oh, excellent thing art thou, Matter of Fact! 

It is some time after the date of the last chapter. Here we 
are, not in moonlit islands or mouldering castles, but in a, 
room twenty-six feet by twenfcy-two — well carpeted, well 
cushioned, solid armchairs, and eight such bad pictures in 
such fine frames, upon the walls! Thomas Mervale, Esq., 
merchant of London, you are an enviable dog! 

It was the easiest thing in the world for Mervale, on re- 
turning from his continental episode of life to settle down to 
his desk — his heart had been always there. The death of 
his father gave him, as a birthright, a high position in a re- 
spectable, though second-rate firm. To make this establish- 
ment first-rate was an honourable ambition, — it was his! He 
had lately married, not entirely for money — no! he was 
worldly rather than mercenary. He had no romantic ideas 
of love; but he was too sensible a man not to know that a 
wife should be a companion, not merely a speculation. He 
did not care for beauty and genius, but he liked health and 
good temper, and a certain proportion of useful understand- 
ing. He chose a wife from his reason, not his heart, and 
a very good choice he made. Mrs. Mervale was an excellent 
young woman, — bustling, managing, economical, but afiec- 

* ** F. Whither go now ^ 

M. Whither it pleases thee. 

We see the small world, then the great." 
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tioEate and good. Slie had a will of her own, but was no 
shrew; she had a great notion of the rights of a wifoj and a 
strong |>erception of the qualities that insure comfort; she 
would never have forgiven her husband had she found him 
guilty of the most passing fancy for another, but, in return, 
she had the most admirable sense of propriety herself; she 
lield in abhorrence all levity, all flirtation, all coquetry,— 
small vices, which often ruin domestic happiness, but which 
a giddy nature incurs without consideration. But she did 
not think it right to love a Imsband over much. She left a 
surplus of affection for all her relations, all her friends, some 
of her acquaintances, and the possibility of a second mar- 
riage, should any accident happen to Mr. M. She kept a 
good table, for it suited their station, and her temper was 
considered even, though Arm, — but she could say a sharp thing 
or two, if Mr. Mervale was not punctual to a moment. She 
was very particular that he should change his shoes on com- 
ing home — the carpets were new and expensive. She was 
not sulky nor passionate — Heaven bless her for that! — but 
when displeased, she showed it, administered a dignified re- 
buke, alluded to her own virtues, — to her uncle, who was an 
admiral, and to the £30,000 which she had brought to the 
object of her choice; but as Mr. Mervale was a good-humoured 
man, owned his faults, and subscribed fco her excellence, the 
displeasure was soon over. 

Every household has its little disagreements, none fewer 
than that of Mr. and Mrs. Mervale. Mrs. Mervale, without 
being improperly fond of dress, paid due attention to it. She 
was never seen out of her chamber with papers in her hair, 
nor in that worst of disillusions, — a morning wrapper. ,A.t 
half -past eight every morning Mrs. Mervak was dressed for 
the day, — that is, till she re-dressed for dinner, — her stays 
well laced, her cap prim, her gowns, winter and summer, of a 
thick, handsome silk. Ladies at that time woi*e very short 
waists; so did Mrs. Mervale. Her morning ornaments were 
a thick gold chain , to which was suspended a gold watch, — 
none of those fragile dwarfs of mechanism that look so pretty, 
and go so ill, but a handsome repeater, which chronicled 
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Father Time to a moment; also a mosaic brooch; also a minia- 
ture of her uncle, the admiral, set in a bracelet. For the even- 
ing, she had two handsome sets, — necklace, earrings, and 
bracelets complete, — one of amethyst, the other topazes. 
With these her costume, for the most part, was a gold-coloured 
satin and a turban, in which last her picture had been taken. 
Mrs. Mervale had an aquiline nose, good teeth, fair hair, and 
light eyelashes, rather a high complexion, what is generally 
called a fine bust, full cheeks, large useful feet, made for 
walking, large white hands, with filbert nails, on which not a 
speck of dust had, even in childhood, ever been known to 
alight. She looked a little older than she really was ; but that 
might arise from a certain air of dignity, and the aforesaid 
aquiline nose. She generally wore short mittens. She never 
read any poetry but Goldsmith’s and Gowper’s. She was not 
amused by novels, though she had no prejudice against them. 
She liked a play and a pantomime, with a slight supper after- 
wards. She did not like concerts nor operas. At the beginning 
of the winter, she selected some book to read, and some piece 
of work to commence. The two lasted her till the spring, 
when, though she continued to work, she left off reading. Her 
favourite study was history, which she read through the medium 
of Dr. Goldsmith. Her favourite author in the Idles leitres 
was, of course, Dr. Johnson. A worthier woman, or one more 
respected, was not to be found, except in an epitaph! 

It was an autumn night. Mr. and Mrs. Mervale, lately re- 
turned from an excursion to Weymouth, are in the drawing- 
room, — ^‘the dame sat on this side, the man sat on that.” 

^^Yes, I assure you, my dear, that Glyndon, with all his 
eccentricities, was a very engaging, amiable fellow. You 
would certainly have liked him — all the women did. ” 

“My dear Thomas, you will forgive the remark, — but that 
expression of yours ‘all the women ’ — ” 

“ I beg your pardon, — you are right. I meant to say that 
he was a general favourite with your charming sex.” 

“I understand, — rather a frivolous character.” 

“Frivolous! no, not exactly; a little unsteady, very odd, 
but certainly not frivolous ; presumptuous and headstrong in 
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character; but modest and shy in his mannei*Sj rather too 
much so-— just what you like. However, to return; I am 
seriously uneasy at the accounts I have heard of him to-day. 
He has been living, it seems, a very strange and irregular 
life, travelling from place to place, and must have spent 
already a great deal of money.” 

A apropos of money,” said Mrs. Mervale; “I fear we mmst 
change our butcher: he is certainly in league with the cook.” 

^•^That is a pity; his beef is remarkably fine. These Lon- 
don servants are as bad as the Carbonari. But, as I was say- 
ing, poor Glyndon — •” 

Here a knock was heard at the door. “ Bless me, ” said Mrs. 
Mervale, “it is past ten! Who can that possibly be? 

“ Perhaps your uncle the admiral,” said the husband, with a 
slight peevishness in his accent, “He generally favours us 
about this hour.” 

“I hope, my love, that none of my relations are unwelcome 
visitors at your house. The admiral is a most entertaining 
man, and — his fortune is entirely at his own disposal.” 

“Ho one I respect more,” said Mr. Mervale, with emphasis. 

The servant threw open the door, and announced Mr, 
Glyndon, 

“Mr. Glyndon! what an extraordinary — ” exclaimed Mrs. 
Mervale, but before she could conclude the sentence, Glyndon 
was in the room. 

The two friends greeted each other with all the 'warmth of 
early recollection and long absence. An appropriate and 
proud presentation to Mrs. Mervale ensued; and Mrs. Mer- 
vale, with a dignified smile, and a furtive glance at his boots, 
bade her husband’s friend welcome to England. 

Glyndon was greatly altered since Mervale had seen him 
last. Though less thau two years had elapsed since then, his 
fair complexion was more bronzed and manly. Deep lines of 
care, or thought, or dissipation, had replaced the smooth con- 
tour of happy youth. To a manner once gentle and polished 
had succeeded a certain recklessness of mien, tone, and bear- 
ing, which bespoke the habits of a society that cared little for 
the calm decorums of conventional ease. Still a kind of wild 
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noBleness, not before apparent in bim, cbaraeterized bis as- 
pect, and gave sometbing of dignity to tbe freedom of bis 
language and gestures. 

'^So, tlien, you are settled, Mervale — I need not ask you if 
you are bappy. Wortli, sense, wealth, character, and so fair 
a companion deserve happiness, and command it,” 

Would you like some tea, Mr. Glyndon? ” asked Mrs. 
Mervale, kindly. 

Thank you, no. I propose a more convivial stimulus to 
my old friend. Wine, Mervale — wine, ebl — or a bowl of 
old English punch. Your wife will excuse us, — we will 
make a night of it!” 

Mrs. Mervale drew back her chair, and tried not to look 
aghast. Glyndon did not give his friend time to reply. 

^^So at last I am in England,” he said, looking round the 
room, with a slight sneer on his lip; “surely this sober air 
must have its influence; surely here I shall be like the rest.” 

“Have you been ill, Glyndon?” 

“111! yes. Humph! you have a fine house. Does it con- 
tain a spare room for a solitary wanderer? ” 

Mr. Mervale glanced at his wife, and his wife looked stead- 
ily on the carpet. “Modest and shy in his manners — rather 
too much so ! ” Mrs. Mervale was in the seventh heaven of 
indignation and amaze! 

“My dear?” said Mr. Mervale at last, meekly and inter- 
rogatively. 

“My dear I ” returned Mrs. Mervale, innocently and sourly. 

“We can make up a room for my old friend, Sarah?” 

The old friend had sunk back on his chair; and gazing in- 
tently on the fire, with his feet at ease upon the fender, 
seemed to have forgotten his question. 

Mrs. Mervale bit her lips, looked thoughtful, and at last 
coldly replied, “Certainly, Mr. Mervale; your friends do 
right to make themselves at home.” 

■ With that she lighted a candle, and moved majestically 
from the room. When she returned, the two friends had 
vanished into Mr. Mervale^s study. 

Twelve o^clock struck, one o’clock,, two! Thrice had Mrs. 
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Mervale sent into tlie room to know — • first, if they wanted 
anything; secondly, if Mr. Glyndon slept on a mattress or 
feather-bed; thirdly, to inquire if Mr. Glyndon's trunk, 
which he had brought with him, should be unpacked. And 
to the answer to all these questions, was added, in a loud 
voice from the visitor, — a voice that pierced from the kitchen 
to the attic,— Another bowl! stronger, if you please, and be 
quick with it! ” 

At last, Mr. Mervale appeared in the conjugal chamber,— 
not penitent, not apologetic, — no, not a bit of it. His eye 
twinkled, his cheek flushed, his feet reeled; he sang — Mr. 
Thomas Mervale positively sang! 

‘‘Mr. Mervale! is it possible, sir ! — ” 

^ Old King Cole was a merry old soul— ' 

“Mr. Mervale] sir! leave me alone, sir! ” 

** ^ And a merry old soul was he ^ — *** 

“What an example to the servants! ” 

* And he called for his pipe, and he called for his bowl — 

“If yon don't behave yourself, sir, I shall call — " 

" * Call for his fiddlers three ! ' ” 


CHAPTER III. 

In der Welt weit, 

Aus der Kinsamfceit 
Wollen sie Dich locken.i 

Faust 

The next morning, at breakfast, Mrs. Mervale looked as if 
all the wrongs of injured woman sat upon her brow. Mr. 
Mervale seemed the picture of remorseful guilt and avenging 
bile. He said little, except to complain of headache, and to 

In the wide world, out of the solitude, will these allure thee.” 
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request the eggs to be removed from the table. Clarence 

Glyndon — impervious^ unconscious, unailing, impenitent 

was in noisy spirits, and talked for three. 

^Toor Mervale! he has lost the habit of good fellowship, 
madam. Another night or two, and he will be himself 
again! 

>'Sir,” said Mrs. Mervale, launching a premeditated sen- 
tence with more than Johnsonian dignity, “permit me to 
remind you that Mr. Mervale is now a married man, the 
destined father of a family, and the present master of a 
household.’’ 

“Precisely the reasons why I envy him so much. I myself 
have a great mind to marry. Happiness is contagious.” 

“ Do you still take to painting? ” asked Mervale, languidly, 
endeavouring to turn the tables on his guest. 

“ Oh, no; I have adopted your advice. No art, no ideal,-— 
nothing loftier than Commonplace for me now. If I were to 
paint again, I positively think you would imrchase my pic- 
tures. Make haste and finish your breakfast, man; I wish to 
consult you. I have come to England to see after my affairs. 
My ambition is to make money; your counsels and experience 
cannot fail to assist me here.” 

“Ah, you were soon disenchanted of your philosopher’s 
stone! You must know, Sarah, that when I last left Glyndon 
he was bent upon turning alchemist and magician.” 

“You are witty to-day, Mr. Mervale.” 

“ Upon my honour it is true. I told you so before.” 

Glyndon rose abruptly. 

“Why revive those recollections of folly and presumption? 
Have I not said that I have returned to my native land to 
pursue the healthful avocations of my kind? Oh, yes! what 
so healthful, so noble, so fitted to our nature, as what you call 
the Practical Life? If we have faculties, what is their use 
but to sell them to advantage? Buy knowledge as we do our 
goods; buy it at the cheapest market, sell it at the dearest. 
Have you not breakfasted yet?” 

The friends walked into the streets, and Mervale shrank 
from the irony with which Glyndon complimcxited him on his. 
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respectability, bis station^ bis pursuits, bis happy marriage, 
and bis eight pictures in tbeir bandsome frames. Formerly 
the sober Mervale bad commanded an influence over bis 
friend; his bad been tbe sarcasm, Glyndon’s tbe irresolute 
shame at bis own peculiarities. Now this position was re- 
versed. There was a fierce earnestness in Glyndoii^s altered 
temper which awed and silenced tbe quiet commonplace of 
bis friend’s character. He seemed to take a malignant de- 
light in persuading himself that tbe sober life of the world 
was contemptible and base. 

^^Ab,” be exclaimed, “bow right you were to tell me to 
marry respectably; to have a solid position; to live in de- 
corous fear of tbe world and one’s wife; and to command the 
envy of tbe poor, tbe good opinion of the rich! You have 
practised what you preach. Delicious existence ! The mer- 
chant’s desk and tbe curtain lecture! Ha, ba! Shall we have 
another night of it? ” 

Mervale, embarrassed and irritated, turned tbe conversa- 
tion upon Glyndon’s affairs. He was surprised at tbe know- 
ledge of tbe world which the artist seemed to have suddenly 
acquired; surprised still more at the acuteness and energy 
with which be spoke of the speculations most in vogue at the 
market. Yes; Glyndon was certainly in earnest; he desired 
to be rich and respectable,—- and to make at least ten per cent 
for bis money! 

After spending some days with the merchant, during which 
time be contrived to disorganize all tbe mechanism of the 
bouse, to turn night into day, harmony into discord, to drive 
poor Mrs. Mervale half distracted, and to convince her bus- 
band that be was horribly henpecked, the ill-omened visitor 
left them as suddenly as be bad arrived. He took a., bouse of 
bis own; be sought the, society of persons of substance; be 
devoted himself to the money-market; be seemed to have be- 
come a man of business; bis schemes were bold and colossal; 
bis calculations rapid and profound. He startled Mervale by 
bis energ}?-, and dazzled him by bis success. Mervale began 
to envy him,— to be discontented with bis own regular and 
slow gains. When Glyndon bought or sold in the Funds, 


zAmm. 


m 

wealth, rolled upon Mm like tie tide of a seaj what years of 
toil could not have done for Mm in art, a few months, by a 
succession of lucky chances, did for him in speculation. Sud- 
denly, however, he relaxed his exertions; new objects of 
ambition seemed to attract him. If he heard a drum in the 
streets, what glory like the soldier’s? If a new poem were 
published, what renown like the poet’s? He began works in 
literature, which promised great excellence, to throw them 
aside in disgust. All at once he abandoned the decorous and 
formal society he had courted; he joined himself with young 
and riotous associates; he plunged into the wildest excesses 
of the great city, where G-old reigns alike over Toil and 
Pleasure. Through all, he carried with him a certain power 
and heat of soul. In all society he aspired to command, in 
all pnrsuits to excel. Yet whatever the passion of the mo- 
ment, the reaction was terrible in its gloom. He sank, at 
times, into the most profound and the darkest reveries. His 
fever was that of a mind that would escape memory; his 
repose, that of a mind which the memory seizes again, and 
devours as a prey. Mervale now saw little of him; they 
shunned each other, Glyndon had no confidant, and no 
friend. 


CHAPTER IV. 

IcH fiihle Dich mir nahe, 

Die Eiiisamkeit belebt ; 

Wle iiber seinen Welten 
Der Unsicbtbare schwebt.1 

XJhland. 

From this state of restlessness and agitation rather than 
continuous action, Glyndon was aroused by a visitor who 
seemed to exercise the most salutary influence over him. His 

^ “ I feel thee near to me ; 

The loneliness takes life. 

As over its world 
The Invisible hovers.” 
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sister, an orphan with himself, had resided in the country 
with her aunt. In the early years of hope and home, he had 
loved this girl, much younger than himself, with all a 
brother’s tenderness. On his return to England, he had 
seemed to forget her existence. She recalled herself to him 
on her aunt’s death by a touching and melancholy letter; she 
had now no home but his, no dependence save on his affec- 
tion; he wept when he read it, and was impatient till Adela 
arrived. 

This girl, then about eighteen, concealed beneath a gentle 
and calm exterior much of the romance or enthusiasm that 
had, at her own age, characterized her brother; but her en- 
thusiasm was of a far purer order, and was restrained within 
proper bounds, partly by the sweetness of a very feminine 
nature, and partly by a strict and methodical education. She 
differed from him especially in a timidity of character, which 
exceeded that usual at her age, but which the habit of self- 
command concealed no less carefully than that timidity itself 
concealed the romance I have ascribed to her. 

Adela was not handsome ; she had the complexion and the 
form of delicate health, and too fine an organization of the 
nerves rendered her susceptible to every impression that could 
influence the health of the frame through the sympathy of the 
mind. But as she never complained, and as the singular 
serenity of her manners seemed to betoken an equanimity of 
temperament which, with the vulgar, might have passed for 
indifference, her sufferings had so long been borne unnoticed, 
that it ceased to be an effort to disguise them. Though, as I 
have said, not handsome, her countenance was interesting and 
pleasing; and there was that caressing kindness, that winning 
charm about her smile, her manners, her anxiety to please, to 
comfort, and to soothe, which went at once to the heart, and 
made her lovely — because so loving. 

Such was the sister whom Glyndon had so long neglected, 
and whom he now so cordially welcomed. Adela had passed 
many years a victim to the caprices and a nurse to the mala- 
dies of a selfish and exacting relation. The delicate and gen- 
erous and respectful affection of her brother was no less new 
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to her than delightful. He took pleasure in the happiness he 
created 5 he gradually weaned himself from other society, he 
felt the charm of home. It is not surprising, then, that this 
young creature, free and virgin from every more ardent at- 
tachment, concentrated all her grateful love on this cherished 
and protecting relative. Her study by day, her dream by 
night, was to repay him for his affection. She was proud of 
his talents, devoted to his welfare; the smallest triffe that 
could interest him swelled in her eyes to the gravest affairs 
of life. In short, all the long-hoarded enthusiasm which was 
her perilous and only heritage she invested in this one object 
of her holy tenderness, her pure ambition. 

But in proportion as G-lyndon shunned those excitements 
by which he had so long sought to occupy his time or distract 
his thoughts, the gloom of his calmer hours became deeper 
and more continuous. He ever and especially dreaded to be 
alone; he could not bear his new companion to be absent from 
his eyes; he rode with her, walked with her, and it was with 
visible reluctance which almost partook of horror that he re- 
tired to rest at an hour when even revel grows fatigued. This 
gloom was not that which could be called by the soft name of 
melancholy, — it was far more intense; it seemed rather like 
despair. Often after a silence as of death, — so heavy, ab- 
stracted, motionless, did it appear, — he would start abruptly, 
and cast hurried glances around him, — his limbs trembling, 
his lips livid, his brows bathed in dew. Convinced that some 
secret sorrow preyed upon his mind and would consume his 
health, it was the dearest as the most natural desire of Adela 
to become his confidante and consoler. She observed, with 
the quick tact of the delicate, that he disliked her to seem 
affected by, or even sensible of, his darker moods. She 
schooled herself to suppress her fears and her feelings. She 
would not ask his confidence, — she sought to steal into it. 
By little and little, she felt that she was succeeding. Too 
rapt in his own strange existence to be acutely observant of 
the character of others, Glyndon mistook the self-content of 
a generous and humble affection for constitutional fortitude ; 
and this quality pleased and soothed him. It is fortitude 





that the diseased mind requires in the eonMant whom it 
selects as its physician. And how irresistible is that desire 
to communicate ! How often the lonely man thought to him- 
self, “My heart would be lightened of its misery, if once 
confessed! He felt, too, that in the very youth, the inex- 
perience, the poetical temperament of Adela, lie could find 
one who would comprehend and bear with him better than 
any sterner and more practical nature. Mervale would have 
looked on his revelations as the ravings of madness, and most 
men, at best, as the sicklied chimeras, the optical delusions, 
of disease. Thus gradually jireparing himself for that relief 
for which he yearned, the moment for his disclosure arrived 
thus. 

One evening, as they sat alone together, Adela, who in- 
herited some portion of her brother’s talent in art, was 
employed in drawing, and Glyndon, rousing himself from 
meditations less gloomy than usual, rose, and aifeotionately 
passing his arm round her waist, looked over her as she sat. 
An exclamation of dismay broke from his lips; he snatched 
the drawing from her hand. “ What are you about ; what por- 
trait is this?” 

“Dear Clarence, do you not remember the original? It is 
a copy from that portrait of our wise ancestor which our poor 
inother used to say so strongly resembled you. I thought it 
would please you if I copied it from memory.” 

“Accursed was the likeness,” said Glyndon, gloomily. 
“Guess you not the reason why I have shunned to return 
to the home of my fathers? — because I dreaded to meet 
tha.t portrait! because — because — but pardon me — I alarm 
you ! ” 

“Ah, no, no; Clarence, you never alarm me when you 
speak, only when you are silent! Oh, if you thought me 
worthy of your trust! oh, if you had given me the right to 
reason with you in the sorrows that I yearn to share! ” 

Glyndon made no answer, hut paced the room for some 
moments with disordered strides. He stopped at last, and 
gazed at her earnestly. “Yes, you too are his descendant! 
you know that such men have lived and suffered; you will 
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not mock me-, yon will not disbelieve ! Listen ! bark! — what 

sound is that? ” 

“But the wind on the housetop, Clarence — but the wind.” 

“Give me your hand, let me feel its living clasp, and when 
I have told you, never revert to the tale again. Conceal it 
from all; swear that it shall die with us,— the last of our 
predestined race! ” 

“Never will I betray your trust— I swear it,— never!” 
said Adela, firmly; and she drew closer to his side. Then 
Glyndon commenced his story. That which, perhaps, in 
writing, and to minds prepared to question and disbelieve, 
may seem cold and terrorless, became far different when told 
by those blanched lips, with all that truth of suffering which 
convinces and appalls. Much, indeed,- Be concealed, much he 
involuntarily softened; but he revealed enough to make his 
tale intelligible and distinct to his pale and trembling lis- 
tener. “At daybreak,” he said, “I left that unhallowed and 
abhorred abode. I had one hope still, — I would seek Mej- 
nour through the world. I would force him to lay at rest the 
fiend that haunted my soul. With this intent I journeyed 
from city to city. I instituted the most vigilant researches 
through the police of Italy. I even employed the services of 
the Inquisition at Borne, which had lately asserted its- ancient 
powers in the trial of the less dangerous Cagliostro. All was 
in vain; not a trace of him could be discovered. I was not 
alone, Adela.” Here Glyndon paused a moment, as if em- 
barrassed; for in his recital, I need scarcely say that he had 
only indistinctly alluded to Fillide, whom the reader may 
surmise to be his companion. “I was not alone, but the as- 
sociate of my wanderings was not one in whom my soul could 
confide; faithful and affectionate, but without education, with- 
out faculties to comprehend me, with natural instincts rather 
than cultivated reason,- one in whom the heart might lean 
in its careless hours, but with whom the mind could have no 
commune, in whom the bewildered spirit could seek no guide. 
Yet in the society of this person the daemon troubled me not. 
Let me explain yet more fully the dread conditions of its 
presence. In coarse excitement, in commonplace life, in the 
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wild riot, intlie fierce excess, in the torpid lethargy of that 
animal existence wMch we share with the brutes, its eyes 
were invisible, its whisper was unheard. But whenever the 
soul would aspire, whenever the imagination kindled to the 
loftier ends, whenever the consciousness of our proper destiny 
struggled against the unworthy life I pursued, then, Adela, 
then it cowered by my side in the light of noon, or sat by riiy 
bed, — a Darkness visible through the dark. If, in the gal- 
leries of Divine Art, the dreams of my youth woke the early 
emulation; if I turned to the thoughts of sages; if the ex- 
ample of the great, if the converse of the wise, aroused the 
silenced intellect, the dsemoii was with me as by a spell. At 
last, one evening, at Genoa, to which city I had travelled in 
pursuit of the Mystic, suddenly, and when least expected, he 
appeared before me. It was the time of the Carnival. It was 
in one of those half-frantic scenes of noise and revel, call it 
not gayety, which establish a heathen saturnalia in the midst 
of a Christian festival. Wearied with the dance, I had en- 
tered a room in which several revellers were seated, drinking, 
singing, shouting; and in their fantastic dresses and hideous 
masks their orgy seemed scarcely human. I placed myself 
amongst them, and in that fearful excitement of the spirits 
which the happy never know, I was soon the most riotous of 
all. The conversation fell on the Eevolution of France, which 
had always possessed for ihe an absorbing fascination. The 
masks spoke of the millennium it was to bring on earth, not 
as philosophers rejoicing in the advent of light, but as ruffians 
exulting in the annihilation of law. I know not why it was, 
but their licentious language infected myself; and, always 
desirous to be foremost in every circle, I soon exceeded even 
these rioters in declamations on the nature of the liberty 
which was about to embrace all the families of the, globe, — a 
liberty that should pervade not only public legislation, but 
domestic life; an emancipation from every fetter that men 
had forged for themselves. In the midst of this tirade one 
of the masks whispered me, — 

Take care. One listens to you, who seems to be a spy ! ^ 
My eyes followed those of the mask, and I observed a man 
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wlio took iio part in the conversation, bnt whose gaze was bent 
upon me. He was disguised like the rest, yet I found by a 
general whisper that none had observed him enter. His 
silence, his attention, had alarmed the fears of the other 
revellers,— they only excited me the more. Eapt in my sub- 
ject, I pursued it, insensible to the signs of those about me ; 
and, addressing myself only to the silent mask who sat alone, 
apart from the group, I did not even observe that, one by one, 
the revellers slunk off, and that 1 and the silent listener were 
left alone, until, pausing from my heated and impetuous dec- 
lamations, I said,— 

‘^/And you, signor,— what is your view of this mighty era? 
Opinion without persecution, brotherhood without jealousy, 
love without bondage — ^ 

“^And life without God,’ added the mask, as I hesitated for 
new images. 

“ The sound of that well-known voice changed the current 
of my thought. I sprang forward, and cried, — 

‘‘Hmpostor or Fiend, we meet at last! ’ 

The figure rose as I advanced and, unmasking, showed the 
features of Mejnour. His fixed eye, his majestic aspect, awed 
and repelled me. I stood rooted to the ground. 

“‘Yes,’ he said solemnly, ‘we meet, and it is this meeting 
that I have sought. How hast thou followed my admonitions ! 
Are these the scenes in which the Aspirant for the Serene 
Science thinks to escape the Ghastly Enemy? Do the thoughts 
thou hast uttered — thoughts that would strike all order from 
the universe — express the hopes of the sage who would rise 
to the Harmony of the Eternal Spheres? ’ 

“‘It is thy fault,— it is thinel ’ I exclaimed. ‘Exorcise 
the phantom! Take the haunting terror from my soul! ’ 

“Mejnour looked at me a moment with a cold and cynical 
disdain, which provoked at once my fear and rage, and 
replied, — 

“‘Ho, fool of thine own senses! Ho; thou must have full 
and entire experience of the illusions to which the knowledge 
that is without Faith climbs its Titan way. Thou pantest for 
this Millennium, — thou shalt behold it! Thou shalt be one 
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of the agents of the era of Light and Eeason. I see, while I 
speak, the Phantom thou fliest by thy side; it marshals thy 
path; it has power over thee as yet, — a power that defies my 
own. In the last days of that Eevolution which thou hailest; 
amidst the wrecks of the Order thou cursest as Oppression, 
seek the fulfilment of thy destiny, and await thy cure. ’ 

“At that instant a troop of masks, clamorous, intoxicated, 
reeling, and rushing as they reeled, poured into the room, 
and separated me from the Mystic, I broke through them, 
and sought him everywhere; hut in vain. All my researches 
the next day were equally fruitless. Weeks were consumed 
in the same pursuit; not a trace of Mejnour could be dis- 
covered. Wearied with false pleasures, roused by reproaches 
I had deserved, recoiling from Mejnour’s prophecy of the 
scene in which I was to seek deliverance, it occurred to me, 
at last, that in the sober air of my native country, and amidst 
its orderly and vigorous pursuits, I might work out my own 
emancipation from the spectre. I left all whom I had before 
courted aud clung to; I came hither. Amidst mercenary 
schemes and selfish speculations, I found the same relief as 
in debauch and excess. The Phantom was invisible, but 
these pursuits soon became to me distasteful as the rest. 
Ever and ever I felt that I was born for something nobler 
than the greed of gain; that life may be made equally worth- 
less and the soul equally degraded by the icy lust of Avarice as 
by the noisier passions. A higher ambition never ceased to tor- 
ment me. But, but,” continued Glyndon, with a whitening 
lip and a visible shudder, “at every attempt to rise into loftier 
existence came that hideous form. It gloomed beside me at 
tlie easel. Before the volumes of Poet and Sage it stood with 
its burning eyes in the stillness of night, and I thought I 
heard its horrible whispers uttering temptations never to be 
divulged.” He paused, and the drops stood upon his brow. 

“But I,” said Adela, mastering her fears, and throwing her 
arms around him, — “but I henceforth will have no life but in 
thine; and in this love so pure, so holy, thy terror shall fade 
away.” 

“Ho, no!” exclaimed Glyndon, starting from her. “The 
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worst revelation is to come. Since thou hast been here, since 
I have sternly and resolutely refrained froio. every haunt, 
every scene in which this preternatural enemy troubled me 
not, I — I; — have — 0 Heaven! Mercy! mercy! There it 
stands— there, by thy side — there — there! '' And he fell to 
the ground insensible. 


CHAPTEE V. 

Boon wunderbar ergriff mich^s diese Nacht ; 

Bie Glieder schienen schon in Todes Macht.^ 

Uhland. 

A FEVER, attended with delirium, for several days deprived 
(xiyndon of consciousness; and when, by Adela’s care, more 
than the skill of the physicians, he was restored to life and 
reason, he was unutterably shocked by the change in his 
sister’s appearance. At first, he fondly imagined that her 
health, affected by her vigils, would recover with his own; 
but he soon saw, with an anguish which partook of remorse, 
that the malady was deep-seated,— deep, deep beyond the 
reach of Jlsculapius and his drugs. Her imagination, little 
less lively than his own, was awfully impressed by the 
strange confessions she had heard, by the ravings of his 
delirium. Again and again had he shrieked forth, ‘Ht is 
there — there, by thy side, my sister I ” He had transferred 
to her fancy the spectre, and the horror that cursed himself. 
He perceived this, not by her words, but her silence, by the 
eyes that strained into space, by the shiver that came over 
her frame, by the start of terror, by the look that did not 
dare to turn behind. Bitterly he repented his confession; 
bitterly he felt that between his sufferings and human sym- 
pathy there could be no gentle and holy commune; vainly he 

1 This night it fearfully seized oa me ; my limbs appeared already in the 
ipower of death." 
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sought to retract, to undo wliat lie had done, to declare all 
was but the chimera of an over-heated bram. 

And brave and generous was this denial of himself; for, 
often and often, as he thus spoke, he saw the Thing of Dread 
gliding to her side, and glaring at him as he disowned its be- 
ing. But what chilled him, if possible, yet more than her 
wasting form and trembling nerves, was the change in her 
love for him; a natural terror had replaced it. She turned 
paler if he approached, she shuddered if he took her hand. 
Divided from the rest of the earth, the gulf of the foul re- 
membrance yawned now between his sister and himself, He 
could endure no more the presence of the one whose life his 
life had embittered. He made some excuses for departure, 
and writhed to see that they were greeted eagerly. The first 
gleam of joy he had detected since that fatal night on Adela^s 
face, he beheld when he murmured “ Farewell.^’ He travelled 
for some weeks through the wildest parts of Scotland; scenery, 
which makes the artist, was loveless to his haggard eyes. A 
letter recalled him to London, on the wings of new agony and 
fear; he arrived to find his sister in a condition both of mind 
and health which exceeded his worst apprehensions. 

Her vacant look, her lifeless posture, appalled him; it was 
as one who gazed on the Medusa’s head, and felt, without a 
struggle, the human being gradually harden to the statue. It 
was not frenzy, it was not idiocy; it was an abstraction, an 
apathy, a sleep in waking. Only as the night advanced 
towards the eleventh hour,*— the hour in which Grlyndon had 
concluded his tale,— she grew visibly uneasy, anxious, and 
perturbed. Then her lips muttered, her hands writhed; she 
looked round with a look of unspeakable appeal for succour, 
for protection; and suddenly, as the clock struck, fell with a 
shriek to the ground, cold and lifeless. With difficulty, and 
not until after the most earnest prayers, did she answer the 
agonized questions of Glyndon; at last she owned that at that 
hour, and that hour alone, wherever she was placed, however 
occupied, she distinctly beheld the apparition of an old hag; 
who, after thrice knocking at the door, entered the room, and 
hobbling up to her with a countenance distorted by hideous 
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rage and menace, laid its icy fingers on lier forehead 5 from 
that moment she declared that sense forsook her; and when 
she woke again, it was only to wait> in suspense that froze 
up her blood, the repetition of the ghastly visitation. 

The physician who had been summoned before Glyndon’s 
return, and whose letter had recalled him to London, was a 
commonplace practitioner, ignorant of the case, and honestly 
anxious that one more experienced should be employed. Clar- 
ence called in one of the most eminent of the faculty, and to 
him he recited the optical delusion of his sister. The physi- 
cian listened attentively, and seemed sanguine in his hopes of 
cure. He came to the house two hours before the one so 
dreaded by the patient. He had quietly arranged that the 
clocks should be put forward half an hour, unknown to Adela, 
and even to her brother. He was a man of the most extraor- 
dinary powers of conversation, of surpassing wit, of all the 
faculties that interest and amuse. He first administered to 
the patient a harmless potion, which he pledged himself 
would dispel the delusion. His confident tone woke her own 
hopes ; he continued to excite her attention, to rouse her leth- 
argy; he jested, he laughed away the time. The hour struck. 
“Joy, my brother!” she exclaimed, throwing herself in his 
arms; “the time is past! ” And then, like one released from 
a spell, she suddenly assumed more than her ancient cheerful- 
ness. “Ah, Clarence!” she whispered, “forgive me for my 
former desertion; forgive me that I feared you. I shall live! 
I shall live! in my turn to banish the spectre that haunts 
my brother ! ” And Clarence smiled and wiped the tears from 
his burning eyes. The physician renewed his stories, his 
jests. In the midst of a stream of rich humour, that seemed 
to carry away both brother and sister, Glyndon suddenly saw 
over Adela’s face the same fearful change, the same anxious 
look, the same restless, straining eye, he had beheld the night 
before. He rose, he approached her. Adela started up. 
“ Look — look — look! ” she exclaimed. “ She comes ! Save 
me! save me!” and she fell at his feet in strong convul- 
sions, as the clock, falsely and in vain put forward, struck the 
half-hour. 
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The physician lifted her in his arms. 

worst fears are confirmed/’ he said gravely; “^Hhe 
disease is epilepsy.”^ 

The next night, at the same hour, Adela Glyndon died. 


CHAPTEE VI. 


La loi, dont le rifegne vous epouvante. a son glaive leve sur vons: elle vous 
frappera tons j le genre humain a besoin de cet exemple/- — Couthon. 


^^Oh, joy, joy! thou art come again! This is thy hand, 
these thy lips. Say that thou didst not desert me from the 
love of another; say it again — say it ever! — and I will par- 
don thee all the rest I ” 

So thou hast mourned for me? ” 

Mourned! and thou wert cruel enough to leave me gold! 
There it is — there — untouched! ” 

“Poor child of Nature! how, then, in this strange town of 
Marseilles, hast thou found bread and shelter?” 

“ Honestly, soul of my soul ! honestly, hut yet by the face 
thou didst once think so fair: thinkest thou that now? ” 

“Yes, Fillide, more fair than ever. But what meanest 
thou?” 

“There is a painter here — a great man, one of their great 
men at Paris — I know not what they call them; but he rules 
over all here,— life and death; and he has paid me largely 
but to sit for my portrait. It is for a picture to be given to 
the Nation, for he paints only for glory. Think of thy 
Fillide’s renown!” And the girl’s wild eyes sparkled; her 
vanity was roused. “And he would have married me if I 


1 The most celebrated practitioner in Dublin related to the Editor a atory of 
optical delusion, precisely similar in its circumstances and its physical cause, 
to the one here narrated. 

^ 2 *^The law, whose reign terrifies you, has its sword raised against you; it 
will strike you all ; humanity has need of this example.” 
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to marry met But 1 waited for 

thee, ungrateful! ” 

A knock at the door was heard j a man entered. 

^^Ah, Glyndon! — hum! welcome! What! thou art twice 
my rival! But Jean I^icot hears no malice. Virtue is my 
dream; my country, my mistress. Serve my country, eitiz; n, 
and I forgive thee the preference of beauty. Ca ira ! 
ira I ” 

But as the painter spoke, it hymned, it rolled through the 
streets, — the fiery song of the Marseillaise! There was a 
crowd, a multitude, a people up, abroad, with colours and 
arms, enthusiasm and song; with song, with enthusiasm, "with 
colours and arms. And who could guess that that martial 
movement was one, not of war, but massacre, — Frenchmen 
against Frenchmen? For there are two parties in Marseilles 
— and ample work for Jourdan Coupe-tSte! But this, the 
Englishman, just arrived, a stranger to all factions, did not as 
yet comprehend. He comprehended nothing but the song, 
the enthusiasm, f;he arms, and the colours that lifted to the 
sun the glorious lie, — ^‘Le peuple Fran^ais debout contre les 
tyrans! ” ^ 

The dark brow of the wretched wanderer grew animated; 
he gazed from the window on the throng that marched below, 
beneath their waving Orifiamme. They shouted as they be- 
held the patriot Nicot, the friend of Liberty and relentless 
Hebert, by the stranger’s side, at the casement. 

Ay, shout again!” cried the painter,— “shout for the 
brave Englishman who abjures his Pitts and his Coburgs to 
be a citizen of Liberty and France ! ” 

A thousand voices rent the air, and the hymn of the Mar*' 
seillaise rose in majesty again. 

“Well, and if it be among these high hopes and this brave 
people that the phantom is to vanish, and the cure to come ! ” 
muttered Glyndon; and he thought he felt again the elixir 
sparkling through his veins. 

“Thou shalt be one of the Convention with Paine and 
^ "Up, Frenchmen, against tyrants,*' 
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Cioots* I will manage it all for thee! cried Nicot, slapping 
him on the shoulder*, ^^and Paris — ” 

Ah, if I could but see Paris! ” cried Fillide, in her joyous 
voice. Joyous! the whole time, the town, the air — save 
where, unheard, rose the cry of agony and the yell of murder 

— were joy ! Sleep unhaunting in thy grave, cold Adela- 
Joy, joy! In the Jubilee of Humanity all private griefs 
should cease! Behold, wild Mariner, the vast whirlpool 
draws thee to its stormy bosom. There, the individual is 
not. All things are of the whole! Open thy gates, fair 
Paris, for the stranger-citizen! Keceive in your ranks, 0 
meek Eepublicans, the new champion of liberty, of reason, 
of mankind! ^^Mejnour is right 5 it was in virtue, in valour, 
in glorious struggle for the human race, that the spectre was 
to shrink to her kindred darkness.” 

And Nicot’s shrill voice praised him; and lean Robespierre 

— “Flambeau, colonne, pierre angulaire de Pedifice de la 
B4publique ” ^ — smiled ominously on him from his bloodshot 
eyes; and Fillide clasped him with passionate arms to her 
tender breast. And at his up-rising and down-sitting, at 
board and in bed, though he saw it not, the Hameless One 
guided him with the daemon eyes to the sea, whose waves 
were gore. 

1 ** The light, column, and keystone of the Republic.” Lettre du Citoyen 
Papiers inedits trouves chez Robespierre. — Tom. ii, p. 127. 


BOOK THE SIXTH. 


SUPERSTITION DESERTING FAITH. 

Why do I yield to that suggestion. 

Whose horrid image doth unfix my hair 1 

Shakspiake. 


CHAPTEE I. 

Thbeefoke the Genii were painted with a platter full of garlands and flowers 
in one hand, and a whip in the other. — Alexindeb Ross : Mystag. Poet. 

According to the order of the events related in this narra- 
tive;, the departure of Zanoni and Viola from the G-reek Isle, 
in which two happy years appear to have been passed, must 
have been somewhat later in date than the arrival of Glyndon 
at Marseilles. It must have been in the course of the year 
1791 when Viola fled from Naples with her mysterious lover, 
and when Glyndon sought Me jnour in the fatal Castle. It is 
now towards the close of 1793, when onr story again returns 
to Zanoni, The stars of winter shone down on the Lagunes 
of Venice. The hum of the Eialto was hushed; the last loi- 
terers had deserted the place of St. MarFs, and only at dis- 
tant intervals might be heard the oars of the rapid gondolas, 
bearing reveller or lover to his home. But lights still flitted 
to and fro across the windows of one of the Palladian palaces, 
whose shadow slept in the great canal; and within the palace 
watched the twin Eumenides, that never sleep for man, — 
Pear and Pain. 

^^I will make thee the richest man in all Venice, if thou 
savest her.^^ 

“ Signor, said the leech, ^^your gold cannot control death, 
and the will of Heaven — signor, unless within the next hour 
there is some blessed change, prepare your courage.’* 


296 


ZANONI. 


Ho, ho, Zanoni! man of mystery and might, who hast 
walked amidst the passions of the world, with no changes on 
thy brow, art thou tossed at last upon the billows of tempestu- 
ous fear? Does thy spirit reel to and Iro; kiiowest thou at 
last the strength and the majesty of Death? 

He fled, trembling, from the pale-faced man of art,-— -fled 
through stately hall and long-drawn corridor, and gained a 
remote chamber in the l^alace, which other tlian his was 
not permitted to profane. Out with thy iierl>s and vessels. 
Break from the enchanted elements, 0 silvery, azure flame! 
Why comes he not — the Son of the Btarbeam! Wliy is 
Adon-Aideaf to thy solemn call? It comes not — the lumi- 
nous and delightsome Presence! Cabalistl are thy charms in 
vain? Has thy throne vanished from the realms of space? 
Thou standest pale and trembling. Pale trembler! not thus 
didst thou look, when the things of glory gathered at thy 
spell. jSTever to the pale trembler bow the things of glory, — 
the soul, and not the herbs, nor the silvery-azure flame, nor 
the spells of the Cabala, commands the children of the air; 
and thy soul, by Love and Death, is made sceptreless and 
discrowned ! 

At length the flame quivers ; the air grows cold as the wind 
in charnels. A thing not of earth is present, — a mist-like, 
formless thing. It cowers in the distance — a silent Horror! 
it rises, it creeps, it nears thee, dark in its mantle of dusky 
haze! and under its veil it looks on thee with its livid, malig- 
nant eyes, — the thing of malignant eyes ! 

“Ha, young Chaldsean! young in thy countless ages, young 
as when, cold to pleasure and to beauty, thou stoodest on the 
old Fire-tower and lieardest the starry silence whisper to thee 
the last mystery that baffles Death, fearest thou Death at 
length? Is thy knowledge but a circle that brings thee back 
whence thy wanderings began? Generations on generations 
have withered since we two met! Lo! thou beholdest me 
now ! 

“But I behold thee without fear. Though beneath thine 
eyes thousands have perished; though, where they burn, 
spring up the foul poisons of the human heart, and to those 


ZAisroKi; 


297 


whom thou canst subject to thy will thy presence glares in 
the dreams of the luving maniac, or blackens the dungeon of 
despairing crime, thou art not my vanquisher but my slave! 

*^And as a slave will I serve thee! Command thy slave, 0 
beautiful Chaldean! Hark, the wail of women! hark, the 
sharp shriek of thy beloved one! Death is in thy palace! 
Adon-Ai comes not to thy call. Only where no cloud of the 
passion and the flesh veils the eye of the Serene Intelligence 
can the Sons of the Starbeam glide to man. But I can aid 
thee! hark! ’’ And Zaiioni heard distinctly in his heart, even 
at that distance from the chamber, the voice of Viola, calling 
in delirium on her beloved one. 

‘^Oh, Viola, I can save thee not! ” exclaimed the Seer, pas- 
sionately; ‘‘my love for thee has made me powerless! ” 

“Not powerless; I can gift thee with the art to save her, — 
I can place healing in thy hand! ” 

“ Bor both? child and mother — for both? ” 

“Both!” 

A convulsion shook the limbs of the Seer — a mighty strug- 
gle shook him as a child : the Humanity and the Hour con- 
quered the repugnant spirit. 

“ I yield! Mother and child — save both! ” 

In the dark chamber lay Viola, in the sharpest agonies of 
travail; life seemed rending itself away in the groans and 
cries that spoke of pain in the midst of frenzy; and still, in 
groan and cry, she called on Zanoni, her beloved. The phy- 
sician looked to the clock; on it beat — the Heart of Time — 
regularly and slowly, — Heart that never sympathized withi 
Life, and never flagged for Death ! “The cries are fainter," 
said the leech; “ in ten minutes more all will be past.” 

Fool! the minutes laugh at thee; Nature even now, like a 
blue sky through a shattered temple, is smiling through the 
tortured frame. The breathing grows more calm and hushed, 
the voice of delirium is dumb, a sweet dream has come to 
Viola. Is it a dream, or is it the soul that sees? She thinks 
suddenly that she is with Zanoni, that her burning head is 
pillowed on his bosom ; she thinks, as he gazes on her, that 



Ermnys, doleful and bloody, extends the unblessed torches. 


ZAI^ONI. 


Ms eyes dispel the tortures that prey upon her, the touch of 
his hand cools the fever on her browj she hears his voice in 
murmurs — it is a music from which the fiends fly. Where 
is the mountain that seemed to press upon her temples ? Like 
a vapour, it rolls away. In the frosts of the winter night, she 
sees the sun laughing in luxurious heaven, she hears the whis- 
per of green leaves; the beautiful world, valley and stream 
and woodland, lie before, and with a common voice speak to 
her, ‘‘We are not yet past for theeT^ Fool of drugs and 
formula, look to thy dial-plate! — the hand has moved 
on; the minutes are with Eternity; the soul thy sentence 
would have dismissed still dwells on the shores of Time. 
She sleeps; the fever abates; the convulsions are gone; the 
living rose blooms upon her cheek; the crisis is past! Hus- 
band, thy wife lives! lover, thy universe is no solitude! 
Heart of Time, beat on ! A while — a little while — joy ! joy ! 
joy I — father, embrace thy child! 


CHAPTER II. 


. . . Tristis Erinnys 

Prsetulit infaustas sanguiuolenta faces.* 

Ovid. 

And they placed the child in the father’s arms! As silently 
he bent over it, tears — tears how human ! — fell from his eves 
like rain! And the little one smiled through the tears that 
bathed its cheeks ! Ah, with what happy tears we welcome 
the stranger into our sorrowing world! With what agonizing 
tears we dismiss the stranger back to the angels! Unselfish 
joy; but how selfish is the sorrow! 

And now through the silent chamber a faint, sweet voice is 
heard, — the young mother’s voice. 

am here; I am by thy side ! ” murmured Zanoni. 
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Tlie mother smiled, and clasped Ms hand, and asked no 
more; she was contented. 

Viola recovered with a rapidity that startled the physician ; 
and the young stranger thrived as if it already loved the world 
to which it had descended. From that hour Zanoni seemed 
to live in the infant’s life; and in that life the souls of mother 
and father met as in a new bond. Nothing more beautiful than 
this infant had eye ever dwelt upon. It was strange to the 
nurse that it came not wailing to the light, but smiled to the 
light as a thing familiar to it before. It never uttered one cry 
of childish pain. In its very repose it seemed to be listening 
to some happy voice within its heart: it seemed itself so 
happy. In its eyes you would have thought intellect already 
kindled, though it had not yet found a language. Already it 
seemed to recognize its parents ; already it stretched forth its 
arms when Zanoni bent over the bed, in which it breathed 
and bloomed, — the budding flower! And from that bed he 
was rarely absent; gazing upon it with his serene, delighted 
eyes, his soul seemed to feed its own. At night and in utter 
darkness he was still there; and Viola often heard him mur- 
muring over it as she lay in a half sleep. But the murmur 
was in a language strange to Jxerw.and sometimes when she 
heard, she feared, and vague %ed superstitions came 
back to her, — the superstitions or ;lier youth. A mother 
fears everything, even the gods^ for^jQer new-born. The mor- 
tals shrieked aloud, when of olS'Aey saw the great Demeter 
seeking to make their child immortal! 

But Zanoni, rapt in the sublime designs that animated the 
human love to which he was now awakened, forgot all, even 
all he had forfeited or incurred, in the love that blinded him. 

But the dark, formless thing, though he nor invoked nor 
saw it, crept, often, round and round him; and often sat by 
the infant’s couch, with its hateful eyes. 






CHAPTER III 

Firscis telinrem amplectitur aiis.^ — Yimih, 

LETTER FROM 'ZANOM TO MEJNOUR, 

Mejnotjb, Humanity; with all its sorrows and its joys, is 
mine once more. Day by day, I am forging my own fetters. 
I live in other lives than my own, and in them I have lost 
more than half my empire, Not lifting them aloft, they 
drag me by the strong bands of the affections to their own 
earth. Exiled from the beings only visible to the most ab- 
stract sense, the grim Enemy that guards the threshold has 
entangled me in its web. Canst thou credit me, when I tell 
thee that I have accepted its gifts, and endure the forfeit? 
Ages must pass ere the brighter beings can again obey the 
spirit that has bowed to the ghastly one! And — 

In this hope, then, Mj^^ our, I triumph still; I yet have 
supreme power over this^: '\,life. Insensibly and inaudibly 

my soul speaks to its OitisTi{2tnd’^|j|repares it even now. Thou 
knowest that for the fawe and mn sullied infant spirit, the 
ordeal has no terror and tfb peril. Thus unceasingly I nourish 
it with no unholy light; and ere it yet be conscious of the 
gift, it will gain the privileges it has been mine to attain* 
the child, by slow and scarce-seen degrees, will communicate 
its own attributes to the mother; and content to see Youth 
forever radiant on the brows of the two that now suffice to ffll 
up my whole infinity of thought, shall I regret the airier king- 
dom that vanishes hourly from my grasp? But thou, whose 
vision is still clear and serene, look into the far deeps shut 
from my gaze, and counsel me, or forewarn ! I know that the 
gifts of the Being whose race is so hostile to our own are, to 

^ “ Embraces the Earth with gloomy wings/' 
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tiie common seeker^ tatal and perfidious as itself; and lienee, 
when, at tlie outskirts of knowledge wMck in earlier ages 
men called Magic, they encountered the things of the hostile 
tribes, they believed the apparitions to be fiends, and, by fan- 
cied compacts, imagined they had signed away their souls, — 
as if man could give for an eternity that over which he has 
control but while he lives! Dark, and shrouded forever from 
human sight, dwell the dsemon rebels, in their impenetrable 
realm ; in them is no breath of the Divine One. In every 
human creature the Divine One breathes ; and He alone can 
judge His own hereafter, and allot its new career and home. 
Gould man sell himself to the fiend, man could prejudge him- 
self, and arrogate the disposal of eternity! But these creat- 
ures, modifications as they are of matter, and some with more 
than the malignity of man, may well seem, to fear and unrea- 
soning superstition, the representatives of fiends ; and from 
the darkest and mightiest of them I have accepted a boon, — 
the secret that startled Death from those so dear to me. Can 
I not trust that enough of power yet remains to me to baffle 
or to daunt the Phantom, if it seek to pervert the gift? An- 
swer me, Mejnour; for in the darkness that veils me, I see 
only the pure eyes of the new-born; I hear only the low beat- 
ing of my heart. Answer me, thou whose wisdom is without 
love! 

MEJIVOUR TO ZANONI. 

■■ ’ ■■ " .Rome. 

Fallen One! I see before thee Evil and Death and Woe! 
Thou to have relinquished Adon-Ai for the nameless Terror, 
the heavenly stars for those fearful eyes ! Thou, at the last 
to be the victim of the Larva of the dreary threshold, that, 
in thy first novitiate, fled, withered and shrivelled, from thy 
kingly brow ! When, at the primaiy grades of initiation, the 
])upil I took from thee on the shores of the changed Par- 
thenop4 fell senseless and cowering before that Phantom- 
Darkness, I knew that ,his spirit was not formed to front 
the worlds beyond; for feak is the attraction of man to 
earthiest earth, and while he fears, he cannot soar. But 
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thm, seest thou not that to love is but to fear; seest thou not 
that the power of which thou boastest over the malignant one 
is already gone? It awes, it masters thee; it will mock thee, 
and betray. Lose not a moment; come to me. If there can 
yet be sufficient sympathy between us, through my eyes shalt 
thou see, and perhaps guard against the perils that, shapeless 
vet, and looming through the shadow, marshal themselves 
around thee and those whom thy very love has doomed. Come 
from all the ties of thy fond humanity; they will but obscure 
thy vision! Come forth from thy fears and hopes, thy desires 
and passions. Come, as alone. Mind can be the monarch and 
the seer, shining through the home it tenants, a pure, im- 
pressionless, sublime Intelligence! 


CHAPTEE IV. 

Plus que vous ne pensez ce moment est terrible.^ 

La Harpe : Le Comte de Wanoicky Act. iii, sc. 5. 

For the first time since their union, Zanoni and Viola were 
separated, — Zanoni went to Eome on important business. 
“It was,” he said, but for a few days;” and he went so 
suddenly tha,t there was little time either for surprise or sor- 
row. But first parting is always more melancholy than it 
need be : it seems an interruption to the existence which Love 
shares with Love; it makes the heart feel what a void life 
will be when the last parting shall succeed, as succeed it 
must, the first. But Viola had a new companion: she was 
enjoying that most delicious novelty which ever renews the 
youth and dazzles the eyes of woman. As the mistress, the 
wife, she leans on another; from another are reflected her 
happiness, her being, — as an orb that takes light from its 
sun. But now, in turn, as the mother, she is raised from 

^ “The moment is more terrible than yon think.’* 
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dependence mto power; it is another that leans on her, — a 
star has sprung into spaccj to which she herself has become 
the, sun] ■. ; 

A few days — but they will be sweet through the sorrow! 
A few days, every hour of which seems an era to the infant, 
over whom bend watchful the eyes and the heart. From its 
waking to its sleep, from its sleep to its waking, is a revolu- 
tion in Time. Every gesture to be noted, every smile to 
seem a new progress into the world it has come to bless! 
Zanoni has gone; the last dash of the oar is lost, the last 
speck of the gondola has vanished from the ocean-streets of 
Yenice! Her infant is sleeping in the cradle at the mother’s 
feet; and she thinks through her tears what tales of the fairy- 
land, that spreads far and wide, with a thousand wonders, in 
that narrow bed, she shall have to tell the father! Smile on, 
weep on, young mother ! Already the fairest leaf in the wild 
volume is closed for thee! and the invisible finger turns the 
page! 

By the bridge of the Eialto stood two Venetians,— ardent 
Republicans and Democrats, — looking to the Revolution of 
France as the earthquake which must shatter their own expir- 
ing and vicious constitution, and give equality of ranks and 
rights to Yenice. 

Yes, Cottalto,” said one, ‘^ my correspondent of Paris has 
promised to elude all obstacles, and baffle all danger. He 
will arrange with us the hour of revolt, when the legions of 
France shall be within hearing of our guns. One day in this 
week, at this hour, he is to meet me here. This is but the 
fourth day,” 

He had scarce said these words before a man, wrapped 
in his roquelawe, emerging from one of the narrow streets 
to the left, halted opposite the pair, and eying them for 
a few moments with an earnest scrutiny, whispered, 

Et fraterniU^^^ answered the speaker. 

«You, then, are the brave Dandolo with whom the GomiU 
deputed me to correspond? And this citizen—” 
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Cottalto, whom my letters have so often mentioned.^’ ^ 

" Health and brotherhood to him ! I have mnch to impart 
to you both. I will meet you at night;, Handolo j but in the 
streets we may be observed/^ 

^^And I dare not appoint my own house; tyranny makes 
spies of our very walls. But the place herein designated is 
secure;” and he slipped an address into the hand of his 
correspondent. 

To-night; then; at nine! Meanwhile I have other busk 
ness.” The man paused; his colour changed; and it was with 
an eager and passionate voice that he resumed, — 

“Your last letter mentioned this wealthy and mysterious 
visitor; this Zanoni. He is still at Venice? ” 

“I heard that he had left this morning; but his wife is still 
here.” 

“His wife! that is well! ” 

“What know you of him? Think you that he would join 
us? His wealth would be — ” 

“His house, his address, quick! interrupted the man. 

“The Palazzo di ^ on the Grand Canal.” 

“I thank you; at nine we meet.” 

The man hurried on through the street from which he had 
emerged; and, passing by the house in which he had taken 
up his lodging (he had arrived at Venice the night before), a 
woman who stood by the door caught his arm. 

“Monsieur,” she said, in French, “I have been watching 
for your return. Do you understand me? I will brave all, 
risk all, to go back with you to France; to stand, through lift: 
or in death, by my husband^s side! ” 

^^Citoymmy I promised your husband that, if such your 
choice, I would hazard my own safety to aid it. But, think 
again! Your husband is one of the faction which Eobes- 
pierre’s eyes have already marked ; he cannot fly. xill Franc-e 
is become a prison to the ‘suspect/ You do but endanger 

1 I know not if the author of the original manuscripts designs, under 
these names, to introduce the real Cottalto and the true Dandolo, who, in 
1797, distinguished themselves bj their .sympathy with the French, and their 
democratic ardour. — Editor. 
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yourself by returu: Frankly, the fate you would 

share may be the guillotine. I speak (as you know by his 
letter) as your husband bade me,” 

Monsieur, I will return with you,” said the woman, with 
a smile upon her pale face. 

And yet you deserted your husband in the fair sunshine 
of the Revolution, to return to him amidst its storms and 
thunder!” said the man, in a tone half of wonder, half 
rebuke. 

Because my father ^s days were doomed 5 because he had 
no safety but in flight to a- foreign land; because he was old 
and penniless, and had none but me to work for him; because 
my husband was not then in danger, and my father was ; he 
is dead, dead! My husband is in danger now. The daughter’s 
duties are no more,— the wife’s return! ” 

it so, citoyenne; on the third night I depart. Before 
then you may retract your choice.” 

Never!” 

A dark smile passed over the man’s face. 

^‘0 guillotine,” he said, ^ 4 iow many virtues hast thou 
brought to light! Well may they call thee ‘Holy Mother,’ O 
gory guillotine ! ” 

He passed on, muttering to himself, hailed a gondola, and 
was soon amidst the crowded waters of the G-rand Canal. 


CHAPTER V. 

Ce qtie f ignore 

Est plus triste peut-etre et plus affreux encore.^ 

La Hakpe : Le Comte de Warwick f Act, v. sc. 1. | 

1 

The casement stood open, and Viola was seated by it. Be- j 

neath sparkled the broad waters, in the cold but cloudless ^ 

sunlight; and to that fair form, that half-averted face, turned i 

1 “ That which I know not is, perhaps, more sad and fearful still.’^ | 

20 


i 
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tlie eyes of many a gallant cavalier, as their goadolas glided 
by. 

Ent at last, in the centre of the canal, one of these dark 
vessels halted motionless, as a man fixed his gaze from its 
lattice upon that stately palace. He gave the word to the 
rowers, the vessel approached the marge. The stranger 
quitted the gondola 5 he passed up the broad stairs; he en- 
tered the palace. Weep on! smile no more, young mother! 
the last page is turned! 

An attendant entered the room, and gave to Viola a card 
with these words in English, “Viola, I must see you! Clar- 
ence Glyndon.” 

Oh, yes, how gladly Viola would see him! how gladly 
speak to him of her happiness — of Zanoni! how gladly show 
to him her child! Poor Clarence! she had forgotten him till 
now, as she had all the fever of her earlier life,— its dreams, 
its vanities, its poor excitement, the lamps of the gaudy 
theatre, the applause of the noisy crowd. 

He entered. She started to behold him, so changed were 
his gloomy brow, his resolute, careworn features, from the 
graceful form and careless countenance of the artist-lover. 
His dress, though not mean, was rude, neglected, and dis- 
ordered. A wild, desperate, half-savage air had supplanted that 
ingenuous mien— diffident in its grace, earnest in its diffi- 
dence — which had once characterized the young worsliipper 
of Art, the dreaming Aspirant after some starrier lore! 

“Is it you?” she said, at last. “Poor Clarence, how 
changed!” 

“Changed! ” he said abruptly, as he placed himself by her 
side. “And who am I to thank but the fiends, the sorcerers, 
who have seized upon thy existence, as upon mine? Viola, 
hear me. A few weeks since the news reached me that you 
were in Venice. TJnder other pretences and through innu- 
merable dangers, I have come hither, risking liberty, perhaps 
life, if my name and career are known in Venice, to warn and 
save yon. Changed, you call me! — changed without; but 
what is that to the ravages within? Be warned, be warned 
in time ! ” 
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The Toice of Glyndon, sounding hollow and sepul- 
ehral, alarmed Viola even more than his words. Pale, hag- 
gard, emaciated, he seemed almost as one risen from the 
dead, to appall and awe her. What,” she said, at last, 
in a faltering voice, “what wild words do you utter! Can 
you—” 

“Listen 1 ” interrupted Glyndon, laying his hand upon her 
arm, 4nd its touch was as cold as death, — “listen ! You have 
heard of the old stories of men who have leagued themselves 
with devils for the attainment of preternatural powers. Those 
stories are not fables. Such men live. Their delight is to 
increase the unhallowed circle of wretches like themselves. 
If their proselytes fail in the ordeal, the daemon seizes them, 
even in this life, as it hath seized me ! If they succeed, woe, 
yea, a more lasting woe ! There is another life, where no 
spells can charm the evil one, or allay the torture. I have 
come from a scene where blood flows in rivers, where Death 
stands by the side of the bravest and the highest, and the one 
monarch is the Guillotine; but all the mortal perils with 
which man can be beset are nothing to the dreariness of a 
chamber where the Horror that passes death moves and 
stirs!” 

It was then that Glyndon, with a cold and distinct pre- 
cision, detailed, as he had done to Adela, the initiation 
through which he had gone. He described, in words that 
froze the blood of his listener, the appearance of that form- 
less phantom, with the eyes that seared the brain and con- 
gealed the marrow of those who beheld. Once seen it never 
was to be exorcised. It came at its own will, prompting 
black thoughts, whispering strange temptations. Only in 
scenes of turbulent excitement was it absent. Solitude, se- 
renity, the struggling desires after peace and virtue, — these 
were the elements it loved to haunt ! Bewildered, terror- 
stricken, the wild account confirmed by the dim impressions 
that never, in the depth and confidence of affection, had been 
closely examined, but rather banished as soon as felt, — that 
the life and attributes of Zanoni were not like those of mor- 
tals,-— impressions which her own love had made her hitherto 
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censure suspicions that wronged^, and whicli, thus miti- 
gated, had perhaps only served to rivet the fascinated chains 
in which he bound her heart and senses, but which now, as 
Glyndon’s awful narrative filled her with contagious dread, 
half unbound the very spells they had woven before, — ^ Viola 
started up in fear — not for herself; and clasped her child in 
her arms! 

“Unhappiest one ! ” cried Glyndon, shuddering, /"hast thou 
indeed given birth to a victim thou canst not save? Eefuse 
it sustenance; let it look to thee in vain for food! In the 
grave at least there are repose and peace ! 

Then there came back to Viola’s mind the remembrance of 
Zanoni’s night-long watches by that cradle, and the fear 
which even then had crept over her as she heard his mur- 
mured, half -chanted words. And as the child looked at 
her with its clear, steadfast eye, in the strange intelligence 
of that look there was something that only confirmed her 
awe. So there both Mother and Torewarner stood in silence, 
— the sun smiling upon them through the casement, and 
dark, by the cradle, though they saw it not, sat the motion- 
less veiled Thing! 

But by degrees better and juster and more grateful memo- 
ries of the past returned to the young mother. The features 
of the infant, as she gazed, took the aspect of the absent 
father. A voice seemed to break from those rosy lips and 
say mournfully, speak to thee in thy child. In return for 
all my love for thee and thine, dost thou distrust me, at the 
first sentence of a maniac who accuses? ” 

Her breast heaved, her stature rose, her eyes shone with a 
serene and holy light. 

^^Go, poor victim of thine own delusions,” she said to 
Glyndon; would not believe mine own senses if the,y 
accused its father. And what knowest thou of Zanoni? 
What relation have Mejnour and the grisly spectres, he in- 
voked with the radiant image with which thou wouldst con- 
nect them? ” 

^*Thou wilt learn too soon,” replied Glyndon, gloomily; 
**and the very phantom that haunts me whispers with its 
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bloodless lips that its horrors await both thine and thee ! I 
take not thy decision yet; before I leave Venice we shall 
meet again.” 

He said, and departed. 


CHAPTEE VI. 

Quel est IMgarement ou ton ame se livre? ^ 

La Haepe : Le Comte de Warwick j Act* iv. sc. 4. 

Ai/AS, Zanoni ! the Aspirer, the dark bright one ! — didst 
thou think that the bond between the survivor of ages and 
the daughter of a day could endure? Didst thou not foresee 
that until the ordeal was past there could be no equality be- 
tween thy wisdom and her love ! Art thou absent now, seek- 
ing amidst thy solemn secrets the solemn safeguards for 
child and mother, and forgettest thou that the phantom that 
served thee hath power over its own gifts, over the lives it 
taught thee to rescue from the grave? Dost thou not know 
that fear and distrust, once sown in the heart of Love, spring 
up from the seed into a forest that excludes the stars? Dark 
bright one! the hateful eyes glare beside the mother and the 
child! 

All that day Viola was distracted by a thousand thoughts 
and terrors, which fled as she examined them, to settle back 
the darklier. She remembered that, as she had once said to 
Glyndon, her very childhood had been haunted with strange 
forebodings that she was ordained for some preternatural 
doom. She remembered that, as she had told him this, sit- 
ting by the seas that slumbered in the arms of the Bay of 
Naples, he too had acknowledged the same forebodings, and 
a mysterious sympathy had appeared to unite their fates. 
She remembered, above all, that comparing their entangled 
thoughts, both had then said that with the first sight of 

1 <f delusion does thy soul abandon itself ? ” 
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Zanoni tlie foreboding, the instinct, bad sj^oken to tbei^ 
hearts more audibly than before, wbispering that with him 
was connected the secret of tbe unconjectured life/^ 

And now, when Glyndon and Viola met again, tbe haunt- 
ing fears of childhood thus referred to woke from their en- 
chanted sleep. With Glyndon^s terror she felt a sympathy 
against which her reason and her love struggled in vain. 
And still, when she turned her looks upon her child, it 
watched her with that steady, earnest eye, and its lips moved 
as if it sought to speak to her; but no sound came. The in- 
fant refused to sleep. Whenever she gazed upon its face, 
still those wakeful, watchful eyes ! — and in their earnestness 
there spoke something of pain, of upbraiding, of accu- 
sation. They chilled her as she looked. Unable to endure 
of herself this sudden and complete revulsion of all the feel- 
ings which had hitherto made up her life, she formed the 
resolution natural to her land and creed; she sent for the 
priest who had habitually attended her at Venice, and to him 
she confessed, with passionate sobs and intense terror, the 
doubts that had broken upon her. The good father, a worthy 
and pious man, but with little education and less sense, one 
who held (as many of the lower Italians do to this day) even 
a poet to he a sort of sorcerer, seemed to shut the gates of 
hope upon her heart. His remonstrances were urgent, for 
his horror was unfeigned. He joined with Glyndon in im- 
ploring her to fly, if she felt the smallest doubt that her hiis- 
band^s pursuits were of the nature which the Eoman Church 
had benevolently burned so many scholars for adopting. And 
even the little that Viola could communicate seemed to the 
ignorant ascetic irrefragable proof of sorcery and -witclicraft; 
he had, indeed, previously heard some of the strange rumours 
which followed the path of Zanoni, and was therefore pre- 
pared to believe the worst; the worthy Bartolomeo would 
have made no bones of sending Watt to the stake had be 
heard him speak of the steam-engine ! But Viola, as untu- 
tored as himself, was terrified by his rough and vehement 
eloquence; terrified, for by that penetration which Catholic 
priests, however dull, generally acquire, in their vast experi- 
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ence of tlie hnman heart hourly exposed to their probe, Bar- 
tolomeo spoke less of danger to herself than to her child. 

Sorcerers/’ said he, “have ever sought the most to decoy 
and seduce the souls of the young,— nay, the infant;” and 
therewith he entered into a long catalogue of legendary fables, 
which he quoted as historical facts. All at which an Eng- 
lishwoman would have smiled appalled the tender but super- 
stitious Neapolitan; and when the priest left her, with solemn 
rebukes and grave accusations of a dereliction of her duties to 
her child, if she hesitated to fly with it from an abode pol- 
luted by the darker powers and unhallowed arts, Viola, still 
clinging to the image of Zanoni, sank into a passive lethargy 
which held her very reason in suspense. 

The hours passed; night came on; the house was hushed; 
and Viola, slowly awakened from the numbness and torpor 
which had usurped her faculties, tossed to and fro on her 
couch, restless and perturbed. The stillness became intoler- 
able ; yet more intolerable the sound that alone broke it, the 
voice of the clock, knelling moment after moment to its 
grave. The Moments, at last, seemed themselves to find 
voice, to gain shape. She thought she beheld them spring- 
ing, wan and fairy-like, from the womb of darkness; and ere 
they fell again, extinguished, into that womb, their grave, 
their low, small voices murmured, “Woman, we report to 
eternity all that is done in time ! What shall we report of 
thee, 0 guardian of a new-born soul? ” She became sensible 
that her fancies had brought a sort of partial delirium, that 
she was in a state between sleep and waking, when suddenly 
one thought became more predominant than the rest. The 
chamber which, in that and every house they had inhabited, 
even that in the Greek isles, Zanoni had set apart to a soli- 
tude on which none might intrude, the threshold of which 
even Viola’s step was forbid to cross — and never, hitherto, 
in that sweet repose of confidence which belongs to contented 
love, had she even felt the curious desire to disobey — now, that 
chamber drew her towards it. Perhaps there might be found 
a somewhat to solve the riddle, to dispel or confirm the doubt. 
That thought grew and deepened in its intenseness; it fast* 
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ened on Ker as with, a palpable and irresistible grasp; it 
seemed to raise her limbs without her will. 

And now, through the chamber, along the galleries thou 
glidest, 0 lovely shape ! sleep-walking, yet awake. The moon 
shines on thee as thou glidest by casement after casement, 
white-robed and wandering spirit 1 — thine arms crossed upon 
thy bosom, thine eyes fixed and open, with a calm, unfearing 
awe. Mother! it is thy child that leads thee on. The fairy 
Moments go before thee. Thou hearest still the clock-knell 
tolling them to their graves behind. On, gliding on, thou 
hast gained the door; no lock bars thee, no magic spell drives 
thee back. Daughter of the dust, thou standest alone with 
i^light in the chamber where, pale and numberless, the hosts 
of space have gathered round the seer 1 


CHAPTER VIL 

Des Erdenlebens 

Schweres Traumbild sinkt, und sinkt, and sinkt.^ 

Das Ideal und das Lebens, 

She stood within the chamber, and gazed around her; no 
signs by which an Inquisitor of old could have detected the 
Scholar of the Black Art were visible, — no crucibles and 
caldrons, no brass-bound volumes and ciphered girdles, no 
skulls and cross-bones. Quietly streamed the broad moon- 
light through the desolate chamber with its bare white walls. 
A few bunches of withered herbs, a few antique vessels of 
bronze, placed carelessly on a wooden form, were all whicli 
that curious gaze could identify with the pursuits of the ab- 
sent owner. The magic, if it existed, dwelt in the artificer, 
and the materials, to other hands, were but herbs and bronze. 
So is it ever with thy works and wonders, 0 Genius, Seeker 
of the Stars ! Words themselves are the common property of 

^ Bream-shape of the heavy earthly life sinks, and sinks, sinks/ 
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all men; yet from words tlremselveSj Thou, Architect of Im- 
mortalities, pilest np temples that shall outlive the Pyramids, 
and the very leaf of the Papyrus becomes a Shinar, stately 
with towers, round which the Deluge of Ages shall roar in 
vain ! ■ 

But in that solitude has the Presence that there had in- 
voked its wonders left no enchantment of its own? It seemed 
so; for as Viola stood in the chamber, she became sensible 
that some mysterious change 'was at work within herself. 
Her blood coursed rapidly, and with a sensation of delight, 
through her veins; she felt as if chains were falling from her 
limbs, as if cloud after cloud was rolling from her gaze. All 
the confused thoughts which had moved through her trance 
settled and centred themselves in one intense desire to see the 
Absent One, to be with him. The monads that make up space 
and air seemed charged with a spiritual attraction, — to be- 
come the medium through which her spirit could pass from 
its clay, and confer with the spirit to which the unutterable, 
desire compelled it. A faintness seized her; she tottered to 
the seat on which the vessels and herbs were placed, and, as 
she bent down, she saw in one of the vessels a small vase of 
crystal. By a mechanical and involuntary impulse her hand 
seized the vase; she opened it, and the volatile essence it 
contained sparkled up, and spread through the room a power- 
ful and delicious fragrance. She inhaled the odour, she laved 
her temples with the liquid, and suddenly her life seemed to 
spring up from the previous faintness, — to spring, to soar, tu 
float, to dilate, upon the wings of a bird. 

The room vanished from her eyes. Away, away, over lands 
and seas and space, on the rushing desire flies the disprisoned 
mind ! 

Upon a stratum, not of this world, stood the world-born 
shapes of the sons of Science; upon an embryo world, upon a 
crude, wan, attenuated mass of matter, one of the lilebulfe, 
which the suns of the myriad systems throw off as they roll 
round the Creator's throne,^ to become themselves new worlds 

^ Astronomy instructs us that in the original condition of the solar sys- 
tem, the sun was the nucleus of a nebulosity or luminous mass, which revolved 
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of symmetry and glory,---- plaii6ts and suns, that forever and 
forever shall in their turn multiply their shining race, and be 

the fathers of suns and planets yet to come. 

There, in that enormous solitude of an infant world, which 
thousands and thousands of years can alone ripen into form, 
the spirit of Viola beheld the shape of Zanoni,-— or rather the 
likeness, the simulacrum, the lemub of his shape, not its 
human and corporeal substance, — as if, like hers, the Intelli- 
gence was parted from the clayj and as the sun, while it re" 
volves and glows, had east oif into remotest space that nebular 
image of itself, so the thing of earth, in the action of its more 
luminous and enduring being, had thrown its likeness into 
that new-born stranger of the heavens. There stood the phan- 
tom, — a phantom-Mejnour by its side. In the gigantic chaos 
around raved and struggled the kindling elements, — water 
and fire, darkness and light, at war ; vapour and cloud hard- 
ening into mountains, and the Breath of Life moving like a 
steadfast splendour over all ! 

As the dreamer looked, and shivered, she beheld that even 
there the two phantoms of humanity were not alone. Dim 
monster-forms that that disordered chaos alone could engen- 
der, the first reptile Colossal race that wreathe and crawl 
through the earliest stratum of a world labouring into life, 
coiled in the oozing matter or hovered through the meteorous 
vapours. But these the two seekers seemed to heed not; their 

on its axis, and extended far beyond the orbits of all the planets, the planets 
as yet having no existence. Its temperature gradually diminished ; and be- 
coming contracted by cooling, the rotation increased in rapidity, and zones of 
nebulosity were successively thrown off, in consequence of the centrifugal 
force overpowering the central attraction. The condensation of these sepa- 
rate masses constituted the planets and satellites. But this view of the con- 
version of gaseous matter into planetary bodies is not limited to our own 
system; it extends to the formation of the innumerable suns and worlds 
which are distributed throughout the universe. The sublime discoveries of 
modern astronomers have shown that every part of the realms of space 
abounds in large expansions of attenuated matter termed ‘ nebulae,’ which are 
irregularly reflective of light, of various figures, and in different states of 
condensation, from that of a diffused luminous mass to suns and planets like 
our own.” — From MantelFs eloquent and delightful work, entitled '^The 
Wonders of (xeology,” vol. i. p. 22. 
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ga^e was fixed intent upon an object in tbe farthest space. 
With the eyes of the spirit, Viola followed theirs; with a ter- 
ror far greater than the chaos and its hideous inhabitants 
produced, she beheld a shadowy likeness of the very room in 
which her form yet dwelt, its white walls, the moonshine 
sleeping on its floor, its open easement, with the quiet roofs 
and domes of Venice looming over the sea that sighed below; 
and in that room the ghostlike image of herself ! This double 
phantom — here herself a phantom — gazing upon her phan- 
tom-self, had in it a horror which no words can tell, no length 
of life forego. 

But presently she saw this image of herself rise slowly, 
leave the room with its noiseless feet; it passes the corridor; 
it kneels by a cradle! Heaven of Heaven! she beholds her 
child I — still with its wondrous childlike beauty and its silent- 
wakeful eyes. But beside that cradle there sits, cowering, a 
mantled shadowy form, ^ — the more fearful and ghastly from 
its indistinct and unsubstantial gloom. The walls of that 
chamber seem to open as the scene of a theatre. A grim dun- 
geon, streets through which pour shadowy crowds, wrath and 
hatred, and the aspect of daemons in their ghastly visages, a 
place of death, a murderous instrument, a shamble-house of 
human flesh, herself, her child,— all, all, rapid phantasma- 
goria, chased each other. Suddenly the phantom-Zanoni 
turned; it seemed to perceive herself — her second self. It 
sprang towards her; her spirit could bear no more. She 
shrieked, she woke ! She found that in truth she had left 
that dismal chamber; the cradle was before her, the child! 
all, all as that trance had seen it, and, vanishing into air, 
even that dark formless Thing!^^^ 

‘^My child ! my child ! thy mother shall save thee yet ! ” 
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CHAPTER VIII. 


Qui ? Toi ! m’abandonuer. Ou vas-tu ? Non ! demeure. 
Demenre ! ^ 

La Habpe : Le Comte de Warwick, Act. iii. sc. 5. 


LETTER FROM VIOLA TO ZANONI. 

“ It has come to this ! — lam the first to part ! J, the unfaithful one, 
bid thee farewell forever. When thine eyes fail upon this writing, thou 
wilt know me as one of the dead. For thou that wert and still art my 
life I am lost to thee 1 0 lover I O husband ! O still worshipped and 
adored ! if thou hast ever loved me, if thou canst still pity, seek not to dis- 
cover the steps that fly thee. If thy charms can detect and tracjk me, spare 
me, — spare our child ! Zanoni, T will rear it to love thee, to call thee 
father I Zanoni, its young lips shall pray for thee ! Ah, spare thy child 
for infants are the saints of earth, and their mediation may be heard on 
high 1 Shall I tell thee why I part? No; thou, the wisely terrible, canst 
divine what the hand trembles to record ; and while I shudder ’at thv 
power, - while it is thy power I fly (our child upon my bosom), ~~ it 

forts me still to think that thy power ' ‘ 

that it is the faithful mother that 
wife I Is there sin in thy knowl 
and it were sweet — oh, how sw 


it is not the faithless 
ge, Zanoni ? Sin must have sorrow ; 
t! — to be thy comforter. But the 
to mine for its shield 1 Magician, I 
Pardon, pardon, if my words wronir thee 
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terrors of thy tinutterable art ? Do not madden me ! do not madden 
me ! Unbind the spell ! 

Hark I the oars without 1 They come, they come, to bear me from 
thee! I look round, and methinks that I see thee everywhere. Thou 
speakest to me from every shadow, from every star. There, by the case- 
ment, thy lips last pressed mine! there, thereby that threshold didst 
thou turn again, and thy smile seemed so trustingly to confide in me 1 
Zanoni, husband ! I will stay ! I cannot part from thee ! No, no I 1 
will go to the room where thy dear voice, with its gentle music, assuaged 
the pangs of travail ; where, heard through the thrilling darkness, it 
first whispered to my ear, ‘Viola, thou art a mother!’ A mother! 
yes, I rise from my knees I I am a mother ! They come ! I am firm ; 
farewell ! ” 

Yes; thus suddenly, thus cruelly, whether in the delirium 
of blind and unreasoning superstition, or in the resolve of 
that conviction which springs from duty, the being for whom 
he had resigned so much of empire and of glory forsook Za- 
noni. This desertion, never foreseen, never anticipated, was 
yet but the constant fate that attends those who would place 
Mlndi beyond the earth, and yet treasure the Heart within it. 
Ignorance everlastingly shall recoil from knowledge. But 
never yet from nobler and purer motives of self-sacrifice did 
human love link itself to another than did the forsaking wife 
now abandon the absent. For rightly had she said that it was 
not the faithless wife, it was the faithful mother that fled 
from all in which her earthly happiness was centred. 

As long as the passion and fervour that impelled the act 
animated her with false fever, she clasped her infant to her 
breast, and was consoled, resigned. But what bitter doubt of 
her own conduct, what icy pang of remorse shot through her 
heart, when, as they rested for a few hours on the road to 
Leghorn, she heard the woman who accompanied herself and 
Glyndon pray for safety to reach her husband’s side, and 
strength to share the perils that would meet her there! Ter- 
rible contrast to her own desertion! She shrank into the 
darkness of her own heart, — and then no voice from within 
consoled her. 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

ZiTKUNFT hast du mir gegeben, 

Doch du nehmst den Augenblick.^ 

Kassandra. 

“Mejnour, behold thy work! Otit, out npon our little 
vanities of wisdom ! Out upon our ages of lore and life ! To 
save her from Peril I left her presence, and the Peril has 
seized her in its grasp ! ” 

“ Chide not thy wisdom, but thy passions ! Abandon thine 
idle hope of the love of woman. See, for those who would 
unite the lofty with the lowly, the inevitable curse, -—thy 
very nature uncomprehended, thy sacrifices unguessed. The 
lowly one views but in the lofty a necromancer or a fiend. 
Titan, canst thou weep?’^ 

“I know it now, I see it all! It was her spirit that stood 
beside our own, and escaped my airy clasp ! 0 strong desire 
of motherhood and nature ! unveiling all our secrets, piercing 
space and traversing worlds ! Mejnour, what awful learning 
lies hid in the ignorance of the heart that loves ! ” 

“The heart! answered the Mystic, coldly. 

“Ay, for five thousand years I have ransacked the myste- 
ries of creation; but I have not yet discovered all the wonders 
in the heart of the simplest boor ! ” 

“Yet our solemn rites deceived us not; the prophet-shadows, 
dark with terror and red with blood, still foretold that, even 
in the dungeon, and before the deathsman, I — 7 had the 
power to save them both!” 

“But at some unconjectured and most fatal sacrifice to 
thyself.” 

1 ‘‘Futoity hast thou given to me — yet thou takest from me the 
moment.^* 
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"To myself ! Icy sage, there is no self in love! I go. 
Hay, alone ; I want thee not. I want now no other guide but 
the human instincts of affection. No cave so dark, no soli- 
tude so vast, as to conceal her. Though mine art fail me; 
though the stars heed me not; though space, with its shining 
myriads, is again to me but the azure void,— I return but to 
love and youth and hope ! When have they ever failed to tri- 
iimph. and to save? ” 




CHAPTEE 1. 


Qm sds-^, moi qn’ou accuse ? Un esclave de Ja liberte, uu martyr vivant 
ce la Republique,2— Discours de Eobespierre, 8th Thermidor. 

It roars -the Eiver of Hell, whose first outbrea:k was 
chanted as the gush of a channel to Elysium. How burst into 
blossoming hopes fair hearts that had nourished themselves 
on the diamond dews of the rosy dawn, when Liberty came 
from the dark ocean and the arms of decrepit Thraldom — 
tan. the M of l-ithon! HoposI y, tave ripooed 
nto fruit, and tlie fruit is gore and ashes ! Beantiful Eoland 
eloquent Vergniaud, visionary Condorcet, high-hearted Males- 

behnwVb statesmen, patriots, -dreamers! 

behold the millennium for which ye dared and laboured! 

ft horrible majesty in the fierce aspect increases its terror, and renders 
It more superb. Red glow the eyes, and the aspect infected, like a baleful 
comet, with envenomed influences, glares around. A vast beard covers the 
hm, and, rough and thick, descends over the shago^y breast And likA 
found gulf ei^pand the jaws, foul with black gore 


BOOK THE SEVENTH. 


THE REIGN OE TERROR. 

Orrida maest^ nel fero asjietto 
Terrore accresce, e piii superbo ii rende ; 

Eosseggian gli occhi, e di veneno infetto 
Come infausta cometa, il guardo spleude. 

Gli involve il mento, e sull 'irsuto petto 
Ispida e folta la gran barbe scende ; 

E in guisa di voragine profonda 
S'apre la hocca d'atro sangue immonda> 

GerusaL Lib. canto iv, 7, 
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I inToke the ghosts! devoured his chiidren,^ 

and lives alone — in his true name of Moloch! 

It is the Beign of Terror, with Bobespierre the king. The 
struggles between the boa and the lion are past; the boa has 
coBSUined the lion, and is heavy with the gorge, — Ban ton has 
fallen, and Camille Besmoulins. Banton has said before his 
death, ^^The poltroon Bobespierre — I alone could have saved 
him.” From that hour, indeed, the blood of the dead giant 
clouded the craft of ^'Maximilien the Incorruptible,” as at 
last, amidst the din of the roused Convention, it choked his 
voice.® If after that last sacrifice, essential perhaps to his 
safety, Bobespierre had proclaimed the close of the Beign of 
Terror, and acted upon the mercy which Banton had begun to 
preach, he might have lived and died a monarch. But the 
prisons continued to reek, the glaive to fall; and Bobespierre 
perceived not that his mohs were glutted to satiety with 
death, and the strongest excitement a chief could give would 
be a return from devils into men. 

We are transported to a room in the house of Citizen Bu- 
pleix, the menuisier, in the month of July, 1794; or in the 
calendar of the Bevolutionists it was the Thermidor of the 
Second Year of the Bepublic, One and Indivisible! Though 
the room was small, it was furnished and decorated with a 
minute and careful effort at elegance and refinement. It 
seemed, indeed, the desire of the owner to avoid at once what 
was mean and rude, and what was luxurious and volux^tuous. 
It was a trim, orderly, precise grace that shaped the classic 
chairs, arranged the ample draperies, sank the frameless mir- 
rors into the wall, placed bust and bronze on their pedestals, 
and filled up the niches here and there with well-bound books, 
filed regularly in their appointed ranks. An observer would 
have said, ^^This man wishes to imply to you, I am not rich; 

1 '‘La Revolution est comme Saturne, — elle devorera tons ses en- 
fants.” — Verontatjd. 

2 “ Le sang de Danton t’dtoufEe ! ” {The blood of Banton chokes thee), said 
Gamier de FAnbe, when, on the fatal 9th of Thermidor, Robespierre gasped 
feebly forth, “ Pour la derniere fois. President des Assassins, je te demaiuit' 
la parole (For the last time. President of Assassins, I demand to speak). 
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I am not ostentations j I am not Inxnrions; I am no indolent 
Sybarite, with concbes of down, and pictures that provoke 
the sense; I am no banghty noble, witb spacious balls, and 
galleries that awe tbe echo. But so much tbe greater is my 
merit if I disdain these excesses of tbe ease or tbe pride, 
since I love tbe elegant, and have a taste! Others may be 
simple and honest from tbe very coarseness of their habits; 
if I, with so much refinement and delicacy, am simple and 
honest, — reflect, and admire me!” 

On tbe walls of this chamber hung many portraits,— most 
of them represented but one face; on the formal pedestals 
were grouped many busts,— most of them sculptured but one 
head. In that small chamber Egotism sat supreme, and made 
the Arts its looking-glasses. Erect in a chair, before a large 
table spread with letters, sat the original of bust and canvas, 
the owner of the apartment. He was alone, yet he sat erect, 
formal, stifl, precise, as if in his very home he was not at 
ease. His dress was in harmony with his posture and his 
chamber, — it affected a neatness of its own, foreign both to the 
sumptuous fashions of the deposed nobles, and the filthy rug- 
gedness of the sansculottes, Frizzled and eoiffe, not a hair 
was out of order, not a speck lodged on the sleek surface of 
the blue coat, not a wrinkle crumpled the snowy vest, with 
its under relief of delicate pink. At the first glance you 
might have seen in that face nothing but the ill-favoured 
features of a sickly countenance. At a second glance you 
would have perceived that it had a power, a character of its 
own. The forehead, though low and compressed, was not 
without that appearance of thought and intelligence which, 
it may be observed, that breadth between the eyebrows al- 
most invariably gives; the lips were firm and tightly drawn 
together, yet ever and anon they trembled, and writhed rest- 
lessly. The eyes, sullen and gloomy, were yet piercing, and 
full of a concentrated vigour, that did not seem supported by 
the thin, feeble frame, or the green lividness of the hues 
which told of anxiety and disease. 

Such was Maximilien Eohespierre; such the chamber over 
. the memmierh shop, whence issued the edicts that launched 
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armies on their career of glory, and ordained an artificial 
conduit to carry off the blood that deluged the metropolis of 
the most martial people in the globe! Such was the man who 
had resigned a judicial appointment (the early object of his 
ambition) rather than violate his philanthropieal principles 
by subscribing to the death of a single fellow-creature; such 
was the virgin enemy to capital punishments, and such, 
Butcher-Dictator now, was the man whose pure and rigid 
manners, whose incorruptible honesty, whose hatred of the 
excesses that tempt to love and wine, would — had he died 
five years earlier — Have left him the model for prudent 
fathers and careful citizens to place before their sons. Such 
was the man who seemed to have no vice, till circumstance, 
that hotbed, brought forth the two which in ordinary times 
lie ever the deepest and most latent in a man’s heart,-— Cow- 
ardice and Envy, To one of these sources is to he traced 
every murder that master-fiend committed. His cowardice 
was of a peculiar and strange sort; for it was accompanied 
with the most unscrupulous and determined — a will that 
Napoleon reverenced, a will of iron, and yet nerves of aspen. 
Mentally, he was a hero, physically, a dastard. When the 
veriest shadow of danger threatened his person, the frame 
cowered, but the will swept the danger to the slaughter-house. 
So there he sat, bolt upright; his small, lean fingers clenched 
convulsively; his sullen eyes straining into space, their whites 
yellowed with streaks of corrupt blood; his ears literally 
moving to and fro like the ignobler animal’s, to catch every 
sound, — a Dionysius in his cave, — but his posture decorous 
and collected, and every formal hair in its frizzled place. 

^^Yes, yes,” he said in a muttered tone, “I hear them; my 
good Jacobins are at their post on the stairs. Pity they 
swear so ! I have a law against oaths, ^ — the manners of the 
poor and virtuous people must be reformed. When all is 
safe, an example or two amongst those good Jacobins would 
make effect. Faithful fellows, how they love me I Hum ! 
what an oath was that ! They need not swear so loud — upon 
the very staircase, too ! It detracts from my reputation, Ha ! 
steps ! ” 
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The soliloquist glanced at the opposite mirror, and took up 
a volume; he seemed absorbed in its contents, as a tall fellow, 
a bludgeon in his hand, a girdle adorned with pistols round 
his waist, opened the door, and announced two visitors. The 
one was a young man, said to resemble Robespierre in person, 
but of a far more decided and resolute expression of counte- 
nance. He entered first, and looking over the volume in 
Eobespierre^s hand, for the latter seemed still intent on his 
lecture, exclaimed, — 

What ! Eoussean^s ^H^loise A love tale ! ” 
“DearPayan, it is not the love,— it is the philosophy that 
charms me. What noble sentiments ! what ardour of virtue! 
If Jean Jacques had but lived to see this day I 
While the Dictator thus commented on his favourite author, 
whom, in his orations, he laboured hard to imitate, the second 
visitor was wheeled into the room in a chair. This man was 
also in what, to most, is the prime of life,— namely, about 
thirty-eight; but he was literally dead in the lower limbs. 
Crippled, paralytic, distorted, he was yet — as the time soon 
came to tell him — a Hercules in Crime! But the sweetest of 
human smiles dwelt upon his lips, a beauty almost angelic 
characterized his features;^ an inexpressible aspect of kind- 
ness, and the resignation of suffering but cheerful benignity, 
stole into the hearts of those who for the first time beheld 
him. With the most caressing, silver, flute-like voice, Citizen 
Gouthon saluted the admirer of Jean Jacques, 

‘‘Hay, do not say that it is not the love that attracts thee; 
it is the love I but not the gross, sensual attachment of man 
for woman. Ho! the sublime affection for the whole human 
race, and, indeed, for all that lives ! ” 

And Citizen Couthon, bending down, fondled the little 
spaniel that he invariably carried in his bosom, even to the 

1 “ Figure d’ange,” says one of his contemporaries, in describing Couthon. 
The address, drawn up most probably by Payau (Thermidor 9), after the arrest 
of Robespierre, thus mentions his crippled colleague, Couthon, ce citoyen 
vertueux, gut n*a que le coBur et la tete de vivanSf mais qui les a briilants de 
patriotisme ” (Couthon, that virtuous citizen, who has but the head and heart 
of the living, yet possesses these all on flame with patriotism). 
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Gonvention, a vent for the exuberant sensibilities which 
overflowed his affectionate heart.^ 

^' Yes, for all that lives,” repeated Eobespierre, tenderly. 
^fGood Gouthon, poor Couthon! Ah, the malice of men!— 
how we are misrepresented! To be calumniated as the exe- 
cutioners of our colleagues! Ah, it is which pierces the 
heart ! To be an object of terror to the enemies of our coun- 
try — that is noble; but to be an object of terror to the good, 
the patriotic, to those one loves and reveres — that is the most 
terrible of human tortures; at least, to a susceptible and hon-* 
est heart!”® 

How I love to hear him ! ” ejaculated Couthon. 

“Hem ! ” said Fayan, with some impatience. “But now to 
business ! ” 

“ Ah, to business ! ” said Eobespierre, with a sinister glance 
from his bloodshot eyes. 

“The time has come,” said Payan, “when the safety of the 
Eepublic demands a complete concentration of its power. 
These brawlers of the Comite du Saint Public can only de- 
story; they cannot construct. They hated you, Maximilien, 
from the moment you attempted to replace anarchy by insti- 
tutions. How they mock at the festival which proclaimed 
the acknowledgment of a Supreme Being: they would have 

1 This tenderness for some pet animal was by no means peculiar to Cou- 
thon; it seemed rather a common fashion with the gentle butchers of the 
Revolution. M. George Duval informs us (Souvenirs de la Terreur, voL iii. 
p. 183) that Chaumette had an aviary, to which he devoted his harmless lei- 
sure ; the murderous Fournier carried on his shoulders a pretty little squirrel, 
attached by a silver chain ; Fanis bestowed the superfluity of his affections 
upon two gold pheasants ; and Marat, who would not abate one of the three 
hundred thousand heads he demanded, reared doves ! A propos of the spaniel 
of Couthon, Duval gives us an amusing anecdote of Sergent, not one of the 
least relentless agents of the massacre of September. A lady came to implore 
his protection for one of her relations confined in the Abbaye. He scarcely 
deigned to speak to her. As she retired in despair, she trod by accident on 
the paw of his favourite spaniel. Sergent, turning round, enraged and furi- 
ous, exclaimed, ** Madam, have yon no humanity V\ 

2 Not to fatigue the reader with annotations, I may here observe that 
nearly every sentiment ascribed in the text to Robespierre is to be found ex 
pmsed in his various discourses. 
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no ruler, even in Heaven I Your clear and vigorous intellect 
saw that, having wrecked an old world, it became necessary 
to shape a new one. The first step towards construction must 
be to destroy the destroyers. While we deliberate, your ene- 
mies act. Better this very night to attack the handful of 
gendarmes that guard them than to confront the battalions 
they may raise to-morrow.^’ 

^^]!To,” said Robespierre, who recoiled before the determined 
spirit of Payan; “I have a better and safer plan. This is the 
6th of Thermidor j on the 10th — on the 10th, the Convention 
go in a body to the Fete Fecadaire, A mob shall form; the 
oannoniers^ the troops of Henriot, the young pupils de V JtcoU 
de Mars, shall mix in the crowd. Easy, then, to strike the 
conspirators, whom we shall designate to our agents. On the 
same day, too, Eouq[uier and Dumas shall not rest; and a suf- 
ficient number of Hhe suspect^ to maintain salutary awe, and 
keep up the revolutionary excitement, shall perish by the 
glaive of the law. The 10th shall be the great day of action. 
Payan, of these last culprits, have you prepared a list? ” 

*‘It is here,^^ returned Payan, laconically, presenting a 
paper. 

Robespierre glanced over it rapidly. Collot d’Herbois ! — 
good! Barrere! — ay, it was Barrere who said, ‘Let us strike, 
— the dead alone never return.’ ^ Yadier, the savage jester ! — 
good! good! Yadier of the Mountain. He has called me 
^ Mahomet P blasphemer ! ” 

“Mahomet is coming to the mountain,” said Couthon, with 
his silvery accent, as he caressed his spaniel. 

“But how is this? I do not see the name of Tallien ! 
Tallien — I hate that man; that is,” said Robespierre, cor- 
recting himself with the hypocrisy or self-deceit which those 
who formed the council of this phrasemonger exhibited habit- 
ually, even among themselves,— • “that is, Yirtue and our 
Country hate him ! There is no man in the whole Convention 
who inspires me with the same horror as Tallien, Couthon, 

I see a thousand Dantons where Tallien sits ! ” 

“Tallien has the only head that belongs to this deformed 
^ Frappons ! il n'y a que les morts qui ne revienuent pas.— Baki^kb. 
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body/’ said Fayan, whose ferocity in crime, like that of 
St. Just, was aceompanied by talents of no common order. 

^^ Were it not better to draw away the head, — to win, to 
buy him, for the time, to dispose of him better when left 
alone? He may hate but he loves money 

“No,” said Eobespierre, writing down the name of Jean 
Lambert Tallien, with a slow hand, that shaped each letter 
with stern distinctness; “that one head is my necessity ! ” 

“I have a small list here,” said Couthon, sweetly, — “a very 
small list. You are dealing with the Mountain; it is neces- 
sary to make a few examples in the Plain, These moderates 
are as straws which follow the wind. They turned against us 
yesterday in the , Convention. A little terror will correct the 
weathercocks. Poor creatures ! I owe them no ill-will; I 
will weep for them. But before all la chere 2)CLtrie ! ” 

The terrible glance of Eobespierre devoured the list which 
the man of sensibility submitted to him. “Ah, these are well 
chosen; men not of mark enough to be regretted, which is the 
best policy with the relics of that party; some, foreigners too, 
— yes, they have no parents in Paris. These wives and par- 
ents are beginning to plead against us. Their complaints de- 
moralize the guillotine ! ” 

“Oouthon is right,” said Payan; “my list contains those 
whom it will be safer to despatch en masse iw the crowd as- 
sembled at the FUe. His list selects those whom we may 
prudently consign to the law. Shall it not be signed at 
once?” 

“It is signed,” said Eobespierre, formally replacing his 
pen upon the inkstand. “Now to more important matters. 
These deaths will create no excitement; but Collot d’Herbois, 
Bourdon de POise, Tallien” — the last name Eobespierre 
gasped as he pronounced, — ^^they are the heads of parties. 
This is life or death to us as well as them.” 

“Their heads are the footstools to your curule chair,” said 
Payan, in a half whisper. “There is no danger if we are 
bold. Judges, juries, all have been your selection- You 
seize with one hand the army, with the other the law« Your 
voice yet commands the people 
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‘‘ Tlie poor and virtuous people, ” murmured Eobespierre* 

‘"And even,” continued Fayan, “if our design at tlie Fete 
fail us, we must not shrink from the resources still at our 
command. Eefleet! Henriot, the general of the Paiisian 
army, furnishes you with troops to arrest j the Jacobin club 
with a public to approve j inexorable Dumas with judges who 
never acquit. We must be bold!” 

“And %ye are bold,” exclaimed Eobespierre, with sudden 
passion, and striking his hand on the table as he rose, with 
his crest erect, as a serpent in the act to strike. “In see- 
ing the multitude of vices that the revolutionary torrent min- 
gles with civic virtues, I tremble to be sullied in the eyes 
of posterity by the iiai>ure neighbourhood of these perverse 
men, who thrust themselves among the sincere defenders of 
humanity. What! they think to divide the country like a 
booty I I thank them for their hatred to all that is virtuous 
and worthy ! These men” — and he grasped the list of Payan 
in his hand, — “these ! — not we — have drawn the line of de- 
marcation between themselves and the lovers of France.” 

“True, we must reign alone!” muttered Payan j “in other 
words, the State needs unity of will,” — working, with his 
strong practical mind, the corollary from the logic of his 
word-compelling colleague ! 

“I will go to the Convention,” continued Eobespierre. “I 
have absented myself too long — lest I might seem to overawe 
the Eepublic that I have created. Away with such scruples ! 
I will prepare the people I I will blast the traitors with a 
look I ” 

He spoke with the terrible firmness of the orator that had 
never failed, of the moral will that marched like a warrior 
on the cannon. At that instant he was interrupted ; a letter 
was brought to him; he opened it; his face fell, he shook 
from limb to limb; it was one of the anonymous warnings by 
which the hate and revenge of those yet left alive to threaten 
tortured the death-giver. 

« Thou art smeared,” ran the lines, " with the best blood of France. 
Pead thy sentence ! I await the hour when the people shall knell thee 
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t® the doomsman. If my hope deceive me, if deferred too long -- hearken, 
read I This hand, which thine eyes shall search in vain to discover, 
shall pierce thy heart, I see thee every day, I am with thee every day. 
At each hour my arm rises against thy breast. Wretch! live yet a 
while, though but for few and miserable days, — live to think of me, 
sleep to dream of me I Thy terror and thy thought of rne are the her- 
alds of thy doom. Adieu! this day itself, I go forth to riot on tliy 
fears 

Your lists are not full enough ! said the tyrant, with a 
hollow voice, as the paper dropped from his trembling hand. 

Give them to me ! give them me ! Think again — think 
again! Barrere is right, right! ^Frappons! ii n^y a que ies 
morts qui ne reviennent pas 1 ’ 


CHAPTER II. 

La haine dans ces lieux n’a qu’un glaive assassin ; 

Eile marche dans Fombre.^ 

La Harpe : Jeanne de Naples^ Act ir. sc. 1. 

While such the designs and fear of Maximilien Robes* 
pierre, common danger — common hatred, whatever was yet 
left of mercy or of virtue, in the agents of the Revolution — 
served to unite strange opposites in hostility to the universal 
death-dealer. There was, indeed, an actual conspiracy at 
work against him among men little less bespattered than him- 
self with innocent blood; but that conspiracy would have 
been idle of itself, despite the abilities of Tallien and Barras, 
— the only men whom it comprised worthy, by foresight and 
energy, the names of ‘headers.” The sure and destroying 
elements that gathered round the tyrant were Time and Na- 
ture, — the one, which he no longer suited; the other, which 

^ See “Papiers inddits trouvds chez Robespierre,” etc., vol. ii. p. 155. (No. 

lx) 

® ** Hate, in these regions, has but the sword of the assassin ; she moves 
in the sha^e^” 
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he had outraged and stirred up in the human breast. The 
most atrocious party of the K.eYolutioii, the followers of 
Hubert, gone to his last account, the butcher-atheist, who, 
in desecrating Heaven and earth, still arrogated inviolable 
sanctity to themselves, were equally enraged at the execution 
of their hlthy chief and the proclamation of a Supreme Being. 
The populace, brutal as it had been, started as from a dream 
of blood, when their huge idol, Banton, no longer filled the 
stage of terror, rendering crime popular by that combination 
of careless frankness and eloquent energy wdiicli endears their 
heroes to the herd. The glwlve of the guillotine had turned 
against themsdves. They had yelled and shouted, and sung 
and danced, when the venerable age, or the gallant youth, of 
aristocracy or letters passed by their streets in the dismal 
tumbrils; but they shut up their shops, and murmured to 
each other, -when their own order was invaded, and tailors 
and cobblers, and journeymen and labourers, were huddled off 
to the embraces of the Holy Mother Guillotine,’’ with as 
little ceremony as if they had been the Montmorencies or the 
La Tr^mouilles, the Malesherbes or the Lavoisiers. At this 
time,” said Couthon, justly, ‘Hes ombres de Banton, d’ Hebert, 
de Chaumette se promenenfc parmi nous! ” ^ 

Among those who had shared the doctrines, and who now 
dreaded the fate of the atheist H4bert, was the painter, Jean 
iSficot. Mortified and enraged to find that, by the death of 
his patron, his career was closed, and that, in the zenith of 
the Eevolution for which he had laboured, he was lurking in 
caves and cellars, more poor, more obscure, more despicable 
than he had been at the commencement, — not daring to exer- 
cise even his art, and fearful every hour that his name would 
swell the lists of the condemned, — he was naturally one of 
the bitterest enemies of Kobespierre and his government. He 
held secret meetings with Gollot d’Herbois, who was animated 
by the same spirit; and with the creeping and furtive craft 
that characterized his abilities, he contrived, undetected, to 
disseminate tracts and invectives against the Bictator, and to 
prepare, amidst *Hhe poor and virtuous people,” the train for 

1 “ The shades of Danton, Hubert, aad Chaumette walk among ua.’^ 
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tlie grand explosion. But still so firm to the eyes, even of 
profounder politicians than Jean hTicot, appeared the sullen 
power of the incorruptible Maximilien; so timorous was the 
movement against him, that IiTicot, in common with many 
others, placed his hopes rather in the dagger of the assassin 
than the revolt of the multitude. But Nicot, though not 
actually a coward, shrank himself from braving the fate of 
the martyr; he had sense enough to see that though all par- 
ties might rejoice in the assassination, all parties would prob- 
ably concur in beheading the assassin. He had not the virtue 
to become a Brutus. His object was to inspire a proxy- 
Brutus; and in the centre of that inflammable population this 
was no improbable hope. 

Amongst those loudest and sternest against the reign of 
blood, amongst those most disenchanted of the Eevolution, 
amongst those most appalled by its excesses, was, as might 
he expected, the Englishman, Clarence Glyndon. The wit and 
accomplishments, the uncertain virtues that had lighted with 
fitful gleams the mind of Camille Desmoulins, had fascinated 
Glyndon more than the qualities of any other agent in the 
Eevolution; and when (for Camille Desmoulins had a heart, 
which seemed dead or dormant in most of his contemporaries) 
that vivid child of genius and of error, shocked at the mas- 
sacre of the Girondins, and repentant of his own efforts against 
them, began to rouse the serpent malice of Eobespierre by 
new doctrines of mercy and toleration, Glyndon espoused his 
views with his whole strength and soul. Camille Desmoulins 
perished, and Glyndon, hopeless at once of his own life and 
the cause of humanity, from that time sought only the occa- 
sion of flight from the devouring Golgotha. He had two lives 
to heed besides his own; for them he trembled, and for them 
he schemed and plotted the means of escape. Though Glyn- 
don hated the principles, the party, ^ and the viees of Hicot, 

1 None were more opposed to the H^bertists than Camille Desmoulins and 
his friends. It is curious and amusing to see these leaders of the mob, calling 
the mob the people one day, and the “ canaille/^ the next, according as it 
suits them. I know,'' says Camille, ** that they, the H^bertists, have ii the 
canaille with them " (lis ont toute le canaille pour eux). 
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he yet extended to the painter's penury the means of subsist- 
ence; and Jean Nicot in return designed to exalt Glyndon to 
that very immortality of a Brutus, from which he modestly 
recoiled himself. He founded his design on the physical 
courage, on the wild and unsettled fancies of the English 
artist, and on the vehement hate and indignant loathing, with 
which he openly regarded the government of Maximilien. 

At the same hour, on the same day in July, in which Robes- 
pierre conferred (as we have seen) with his allies, two persons 
were seated in a small room in one of the streets leading out 
of the Rue St. Honor^— the one, a man, appeared listening 
impatiently, and with a sullen brow, to his companion, a 
woman of singular beauty, but with a bold and reckless ex- 
pression, and her face as she spoke was animated by the pas- 
sions of a half savage and vehement nature. 

^‘Englishman,” said the woman, “beware! You know that^ 
whether in flight or at the place of death, I would brave all to 
be by your side, — you know that ! Speak ! ” 

“Well, Eillide; did I ever doubt your fidelity? ” 

“Doubt it you cannot,— betray it you may. You tell me 
that in flight you must have a companion besides myself, and 
that companion is a female. It shall not be ! ” 

“Shall not! ” 

“It shall not!” repeated Eillide, firmly, and folding her 
arms across her breast. Before Glyndon could reply, a slight 
knock at the door was heard, and Hicot opened the latch and 
entered. 

Eillide sank into her chair, and, leaning her face on her 
hands, appeared unheeding of the intruder, and the conversa- 
tion that ensued. 

“I cannot hid thee good-day, Glyndon,” said Moot, as in 
his samculoUe fashion he strode towards the artist, his ragged 
hat on his head, his hands in his pockets, and the beard of a 
week’s growth upon his chin, — “I cannot bid thee ^good-day, 
for while the tyrant lives, evil is ever the sun that sheds its 
beams on Erance.” 

“It is true; what then? We have sown the wind, we must 
reap the whirlwind,” . , 
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*^And jet,” said Nicot, apparently not hearing the reply, 
and as if musingly to himself, “it is strange to think that the 
butcher is as mortal as the butchered, that his life hangs on 
as slight a thread, that between the cuticle and the heart 
there is as short a passage, — that, in short, one blow can free 
France, and redeem mankind.” 

Glyndon surveyed the speaker with a careless and haughty 
scorn, and made no answer. 

“And,” proceeded ISTicot, “I have sometimes looked around 
for the man born for this destiny, and whenever I have done 
so, my steps have led me hither! ” 

“Should they not rather have led thee to the side of Maxi- 
milien Eobespierre? ” said Glyndon, with a sneer. 

“]!To,” returned hTicot, coldly, — “no; for I am a ^suspect.’ 
I could not mix with his train ; I could not approach within a 
hundred yards of his person, but I should be seized : i/oUf as 
yet, are safe. Hear me ! ” and his voice became earnest and 
expressive, — “hear me! There seems danger in this action; 
there is none. I have been with Oollot d^Herbois and Billaud- 
Varennes; they will hold him harmless who strikes the blow; 
the populace would run to thy support, the Convention would 
hail thee as their deliverer, the — ” 

“Hold, man! How darest thou couple my name with the 
act of an assassin? Let the tocsin sound from yonder tower 
to a war between Humanity and the Tyrant, and I will not be 
the last in the field; but liberty never yet acknowledged a de- 
fender in a felon.” 

There was something so brave and noble in Giyndon^s 
voice, mien, and manner as he thus spoke, that iSTicot at once 
was silenced; at once he saw he had misjudged the man. 

“No,” said Fillide, lifting her face from her hands, — “no! 
your friend has a wiser scheme in preparation ; he would leave 
you wolves to mangle each other. He is right; but — ” 
“Flight!” exclaimed Nicot; “is it possible? Flight! how, 
when, by what means? All France begirt with spies and 
guards ! Flight ! would to Heaven it were in our power! ” 
“Dost thou, too, desire to escape the blessed Eevolution? ” 
“Desire! Oh,” cried Nicot, suddenly, and, falling down, 
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he clasped Glyndon’s knees^— ''oh, save me with thyself! 
My life is a torture; every moment the guillGtine frowns be- 
fore me. I know that my hours are numbered; I know that 
the tyrant waits but his time to write my name in his inexor- 
able list; I know that Eene Dumas, the Judge who never 
pardons, has from the first resolved upon my death. Oh, 
Glyndon, by our old friendship, by our common art, by thy 
loyal English faith and good English heart, let me share thy 
flight!” 

If thou wilt, so be it.” 

Thanks 1 — my whole life shall thank thee. But how hast 
thou prepared the means, — the passports, the disguise, the — ” 

“I will tell thee. Thou knowest G — of the Conven- 
tion, — he has power, and he is covetous. 'Qu^on me m^- 
prise, pourvu que je dine,'^ said he, when reproached for 
his avarice.” 

"Well?” 

"By the help of this sturdy republican, who has friends 
enough in the Comite, I have obtained the means necessary 
for flight; I have ]3urchased them. For a consideration I can 
procure thy passport also.” 

" Thy riches, then, are not in assignats ? ” 

"Ko, I have gold enough for us all.” 

And here Glyndon, beckoning Kicot into the next room, 
first briefly and rapidly detailed to him the plan proposed, 
and the disguises to be assumed conformably to the passports, 
and then added, "In return for the service I render thee, 
grant me one favour, which I think is in thy power. Thou 
reniemberest Viola Pisani?” 

"Ah — remember! yes! — and the lover with whom she 
fled.” 

"And /raw whom she is a fugitive now.” 

“ Indeed I What ! — I understand. Sacre bleu I but you 
are a lucky fellow, cher confrereJ^ 

" Silence, man I with thy eternal prate of brotherhood and 
virtue, thou seemest never to believe in one kindly action or 
one virtuous thought ! ” 

1 Let them despise me, provided that I dine.'* 
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Mcot bit Ms lip, and replied sullenly, Experience is a 
great undeceiver. Humpii ! What service can I do thee with 
regard to the Italian? 

have been accessory to her arrival in this city of snares 
and pitfalls. I cannot leave her alone amidst dangers from 
which neither innocence nor obscurity is a safeguard. In your 
blessed Eepublic a good and unsuspected citizen, who casts a 
desire on any woman, maid or wife, has but to say, '}3e mine, 
or I denounce you ! ’ — In a word, Viola must share our 
flight.’’ 

“What so easy? I see your passports provide for her.” 

“What so easy! What so difficult? This Fillide — w^ould 
that I had never seen her ! Would that I had never enslaved 
my soul to my senses ! The love of an uneducated, violent, 
unprincipled woman opens with a heaven, to merge in a hell ! 
She is jealous as all the Furies, she will not hear of a female 
companion; and when once she sees the beauty of Viola! — I 
tremble to think of it. She is capable of any excess in the 
storm of her passions.” 

“Aha, I know what such women are! My wife, Beatrice 
Sacchini, whom I took from Naples, when I failed with this 
very Viola, divorced me when my money failed, and, as the 
mistress of a Judge, passes me in her carriage while I crawl 
through the streets. Plague on her ! — but patience ! patience ! 
such is the lot of virtue. Would I were Eobespierre for a 
day ! ” 

“Cease these tirades!” exclaimed Glyndon, impatiently; 
“and to the point. What would you advise?” 

“Leave your Fillide behind.” 

“ Leave her to her own ignorance ! leave her unprotected 
even by the mind ! leave her in the Saturnalia of Eape and 
Murder! No! I have sinned against her once; but come 
what may, I will not so basely desert one who, with all her 
errors, trusted her fate to my love.” 

“You deserted her at Marseilles.” 

“True; but I left her in safety, and I did not then believe 
her love , to be so deep and faithful. I left her gold, and I 
imagined she would be easily consoled; but, since then, we 
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have hnown daTiger togethcT / And now to leave her alone to 
that danger which she would never have incurred but for de- 
votion to me I — no, that is impossible ! A project occurs to 
me, Oanst thou not say that thou hast a sister, a relative, or 
It, benefactress, whom thou wouldst serve? Can we not — till 
we have left France — make Fillide believe that Viola is one 
in whom thou only art interested; and whom for thy sake only 
I permit to vshare in our escape? ” 

Ha, well thought of ! Certainly 1 ” 

“I will then appear to yield to Fillide^s wishes, and resign 
the project, which she so resents, of saving the innocent ob- 
ject of her frantic jealousy. You, meanwhile, shall yourself 
entreat Fillide to intercede with me, to extend the means of 
escape to — ” 

a lady (she knows I have no sister) who has aided me 
in my distress. Yes, I will manage all, never fear. One 
word more, — what has become of that Zanoni?” 

*'Talk not of him, — I know not.” 

“Does he love this girl still? ” 

“It would seem so. She is his wife, the mother of his in- 
fant, who is with her.” 

“Wife! mother! He loves her! Aha! And why — ” 

“Ko questions now. I will go and prepare Viola for the 
flight; you, meanwhile, return to Fillide.^’ 

“But the address of the Neapolitan? It is necessary I 
should know, lest Fillide inquire.” 

«Eue M T No. 27. Adieu ! ” 

Glyndon seized his hat, and hastened from the house. 

Nicot, left alone, seemed for a few moments buried in 
thought, “Oho,” he muttered to himself, “can T not turn 
all this to my account? Can I not avenge myself on thee. 
Zanoni, as I have so often sworn, through thy wife and child ? 
Can I not possess myself of thy gold, thy passports, and thy 
Fillide, hot Englishman, who wouldst humble me with thy 
loathed benefits, and who hast chucked me thine alms as to a 
beggar? And Fillide, I love her; and thy gold, I love that 
more ! Puppets, I move your strings ! ” 

He passed slowly into the chamber where Fillide yet sat. 
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with gloomy thought on her brow and tears standing in her 
dark eyes. She looked up eagerly as the door opened; and 
turned from the rugged face of Nicot with an impatient move- 
ment of disappointment. 

^^Glyndon,” said the painter; drawing a chair to Fillide^S; 
*^has left me to enliven your solitude; fair Italian. He is not 
jealous of the ugly Ii^icot; — ha ! ha ! — yet Nicot loved thee 
well once, when his fortunes were more fair. But enough of 
such past follies. 

Your friend; then, has left the house. Whither? Ah ! you 
look away, you falter, you cannot meet my eyes ! Speak ! I 
implore, I command thee, speak ! 

Enfant, and what dost thou fear? 

^^Fear! — yes, alas, I fear!” said the Italian; and her 
whole frame seemed to shrink into itself as she fell once more 
back into her seat. 

Then, after a pause, she tossed the long hair from her eyes, 
and starting up abruptly, paced the room with disordered 
strides. At length she stopped opposite to l^iTicot, laid her 
hand on his arm, drew him towards an escritoire, which she 
unlocked, and opening a well pointed to the gold that lay 
within, and said, Thou art poor ; thou lovest money, — take 
what thou wilt, but undeceive me. Who is this woman whom 
thy friend visits; and does he love her?” 

Nicot^s eyes sparkled, and his hands opened and clenched, 
and clenched and opened, as he gazed upon the coins. But 
reluctantly resisting the impulse, he said, with an affected 
bitternesa ^^TMnkest thou to bribe me? if so, it cannot be 
with gold. But what if he does love a rival; what if he be- 
trays thee; what if, wearied by thy jealousies, he designs in 
his flight to leave thee behind: would such knowledge maJke 
thee happier? ” 

“Yes!” exclaimed the Italian, fiercely; “yes, for it would 
be happiness to hate and to be avenged ! Oh, thou knowest 
not how sweet is hatred to those who have really loved.” 

“But wilt thou swear, if I reveal to thee the secret, that thou 
wilt not betray me; that thou wilt not fall, as women do, into 
weak tears and fond reproaches when thy betrayer returns? ” 
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Tears ! reproaclies ! Eevenge hides itself in smiles !” 
“Thou art a brave creature!” said liTicot, almost admir^ 
i^igly. “One condition more: thy lover designs to fly with 
his new love, to leave thee to thy fate; if I prove this to thee^ 
and if I give thee revenge against thy rival, wilt thou fly with 
me? I love thee ! I will wed thee ! ” 

Tillide^s eyes flashed fire; she looked at him with unutter- 
able disdain, and was silent. 

Moot felt he had gone too far; and with that knowledge of 
the evil part of our nature which his own heart and associa- 
tion with crime had taught him, he resolved to trust the rest 
to the passions of the Italian, when raised to the height to 
which he was prepared to lead them. 

“Pardon me,” he said; “my love made me too presumptu- 
ous; and yet it is only that love*— -my sympathy for thee, 
beautiful and betrayed — that can induce me to wrong with 
my revelations one whom I have regarded as a brother. I can 
depend upon thine oath to conceal all from Glyndon? ” 

“On my oath and my wrongs, and my mountain blood ! ” 
“Enough ! get thy hat and mantle, and follow me ! ” 

As Fillide left the room, Mcot^s eyes again rested on the 
gold; it was much — much more than he had dared to hope 
for; and as he peered into the well, and opened the drawers, 
he perceived a packet of letters in the well-known hand of 
Camille Desmoulins. He seized -— he opened the packet; his 
looks brightened as he glanced over a few sentences. “ This 
would give fifty Glyndons to the guillotine ! ” he muttered, 
and thrust the packet into his bosom. 

0 Artist ! 0 haunted one ! 0 erring Genius 1 Behold the 
two worst foes, — the False Ideal that knows no God, and the 
False Love that burns from the corruption of the senses, and 
takes no lustre from the soul ! 
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CHAPTEB IIL 

Liebe sonnt das Reich der Nacht.^ 

Der Triumph der Liehe, 

LETTER EROM ZANONI TO MEJNOUR. 

Paris. 

Dost thon remember in the old time, when the beautiful 
yet dwelt in Greece, how we two, in the vast Athenian Thea- 
tre, witnessed the birth of words as undying as ourselves? 
Dost thou remember the thrill of terror that ran through that 
mighty audience, when the wild Cassandra burst from her 
awful silence to shriek to her relentless god? How ghastly, 
at the entrance of the House of Atreus, about to become her 
tomb, rang out her exclamations of foreboding woe, — “Dwell- 
ing abhorred of Heaven ! human shamble-house, and floor 
blood-bespattered ! ” ^ Dost thou remember how, amidst the 
breathless awe of those assembled thousands, I drew close to 
thee, and whispered, “Verily, no prophet like the Poet! 
This scene of fabled horror comes tome as a dream, shadow- 
ing forth some likeness in my own remoter future ! As I 
enter this slaughter-house, that scene returns to me, and I 
hearken to the voice of Cassandra ringing in my ears. A 
solemn and warning dread gathers round me, as if I too were 
come to find a grave, and “the Ket of Hades” had already 
entangled me in its web! What dark treasure-houses of vicis- 
situdes and woe are our memories become! What our lives, 
but the chronicles of unrelenting Death? It seems to me as 
yesterday when I stood in the streets of this city of the Gaul, 
as they shone with plumed chivalry, and the air rustled with 
silken braveries. Young Louis, the monarch and the lover, 
was victor of the Tournament at the Carousel I and all France 

^ *^Love illumines the realms of Night.'* 

® iEschylus, Agamemnon, IQ9S. 
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felt herself splendid in the splendour of her gorgeous chief ! 
Now there is neither throne nor altar j and what is in their 
stead? I see it yonder, — the guillotine! It is dismal to 
stand amidst the ruins of mouldering cities, to startle the 
serpent and the lizard amidst the wrecks of Persepolis and 
Thebes; but more dismal still to stand as I — the stranger 
from empires that have ceased to be — stand now amidst the 
yet ghastlier ruins of Law and Order, the shattering of man- 
kind themselves! Yet here, even here, Love, the Beautifier, 
that hath led my steps, can walk with nnshrinkiiig hope 
through the wilderness of Death! Strange is the passion that 
makes a world in itself, that individualizes the One amidst the 
multitude; that, through all the changes of my solemn life, 
yet survives, though ambition and hate and anger are dead, 
— the one solitary angel, hovering over a universe of tombs 
on its two tremulous and human wings, Hope and Fear! 

How is it, Mejnour, that, as my diviner art abandoned me, 
as, in my search for Yiola, I was aided but by the ordinary 
instincts of the merest mortal,—- how is it that I have never 
desponded, that I have felt in every difficulty the prevailing 
prescience that we should meet at last? So cruelly was every 
vestige of her flight concealed from me, so suddenly, so se- 
cretly had she fled, that all the spies, all the authorities of 
Venice, could give me no clew. All Italy I searched in vain! 
Her young home at Naples ! how’- still, in its humble chambers, 
there seemed to linger the fragrance of her j>resence ! All the 
sublimest secrets of our lore failed me,~ failed to bring her 
soul visible to mine; yet morning and night, thou lone and 
childless one, morning and night, detached from myself, I can 
commune with my child! There in that most blessed, typical, 
and mysterious of all relations, Nature herself appears to sup- 
ply what Science would refuse. Space cannot separate the 
father^s watchful soul from the cradle of his first-born! I 
know not of its resting-place and home; my visions picture 
not the land, — only the small and tender life to which all 
space is as yet the heritage! For to the infant, before reason 
dawns, before man^s bad passions can dim the essence that it 
takes from the element it hath left, there is no peculiar coun- 
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try, no native city, and no mortal language. Its soul as yet 
is the denizen of all airs and of every virorld; and in space its 
soul meets with mine,— the Child communes with the Father! 
Cruel and forsaking one, thou for whom I left the wisdom of 
the spheres, thou whose fatal dower has been the weakness 
and terrors of humanity,— couldst thou think that young soul 
less safe on earth because I would lead it evermore up to 
Heaven: Didst thou think that I could have wronged mine 
own? Didst thou not know that in its serenest eyes the life 
that I gave it spoke to warn, to upbraid the mother who would 
bind it to the darkness and pangs of the prison-house of clay? 
Didst thou not feel that it was I who, permitted by the 
Heavens, shielded it from suffering and disease? And in its 
wondrous beauty, I blessed the holy medium throiigh which, 
at last, my spirit might confer with thine ! 

And how have I tracked them hither? I learned that thy 
pupil had been at Venice. I could not trace the young and 
gentle Neophyte of Parthenop4 in the description of the hag- 
gard and savage visitor who had come to Viola before she fled; 
but when I would have summoned his idea before me, it re- 
fused to obey, ^d I knew then that his fate had become en- 
twined with Viola’s. I have tracked him then, to this lazar 
house; I arrived but yesterday; I have not yet discovered 
Mm. 

I have just returned from their courts of justice,— dens 
where tigers arraign their prey. I find not whom I would 
seek. They are saved as yet; but I recognize in the crimes 
of mortals the dark wisdom of the Everlasting. Mejnour, I 
see here, for the first time, how majestic and beauteous a 
thing is Death! Of what sublime virtues we robbed our- 
selves, when, in the thirst for virtue, we attained the art by 
which we can refuse to die ! When in some happy clime, 
where to breathe is to enjoy, the charnel-house swallows up 
the young and fair ; when in the noble pursuit of knowledge 
Death comes to the student, and shuts out the enchanted land, 
which was opening to his gaze,— how natural for us to desire 
to live; how natural to make perpetual life the first object 
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of research ! But here from my tower of time, looking over 
the darksome past and into the starry future, I learn how 
great hearts feel what sweetness and glory there is to die for 
the things they love! I saw a father sacrificing himself for 
his son! He was subjected to charges which a word of his 
could dispel, — he was mistaken for his boy. With what joy 
he seized the error, confessed the noble crimes of valour and 
fidelity which the son had indeed committed, and went to the 
doom, exulting that his death saved the life he had given, not 
in vain! I saw women, young, delicate, in the bloom of their 
beauty; they had vowed themselves to the cloister. Hands 
smeared with the blood of saints opened the grate that had 
shut them from the world, and bade them go forth, forget 
their vows, forswear the Divine One these daemons would 
depose, find lovers and helpmates and be free. And some of 
these young hearts had loved, and even, though in struggles, 
loved yet. Did they forswear the vow? Did they abandon 
the faith? Did even love allure them? Mejnour, with one 
voice they preferred to die! And whence comes this courage? 
Because such hearts Iwe in some more ahstract and holier life 
than their own. But to live forever upon this earth is to live in 
nothing diviner than ourselves. Yes, even amidst this gory 
butcherdom, God, the Everliving, vindicates to man the sanc- 
tity of His servant. Death! 


Again I have seen thee in spirit: I have seen and blessed 
thee, my sweet child! Dost thou not know me also in thy 
dreams? Dost thou not feel the beating of my heart through 
the veil of thy rosy slumbers? Dost thou not hear the wings 
of the brighter beings that I yet can conjure around thee, to 
watch, to nourish, and to save? And when the spell fades at 
thy waking, when thine eyes open to the day, will they not 
look round for me, and ask thy mother, with their mute elo- 
quence, why she has robbed thee of a father. 

Woman, dost thou not repent thee? Flying from imaginary 
fears, hast thou not come to the very lair of terror, where 
Danger sits visible and incarnate? Oh, if we could but meet, 
wouldst thou not fall upon the bosom thou hast so wronged, 
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and feel, poor wanderer amidst tlie storms, as if tlion hadst 
regained the shelter? Mejnonr, still my researches fail me. 
I mingle with all men, even their judges and their spies, but I 
cannot yet gain the clew, I know that she is here. I know 
it by an instinct 5 the breath of my child seems warmer and 
more familiar. 

They peer at me with venomous looks, as I pass through 
their streets. With a glance I disarm their malice, and fasci- 
nate the basilisks. Everywhere 1 see the track and scent the 
presence of the Ghostly One that dwells on the threshold, and 
whose victims are the souls that would aspire^ and can only 
fear. I see its dim shapelessness going before the men of 
blood, and marshalling their way. Robespierre passed me 
with his furtive step. Those eyes of horror were gnawing 
into his heart. I looked down upon their Senate ; the grim 
Phantom sat cowering on its floor. It hath taken up its abode 
in the city of Dread. And what in truth are these would-be 
builders of a new world? Like the students who have vainly 
struggled after our supreme science, they have attempted what 
is beyond their power; they have passed from this solid earth 
of usages and forms, into the land of shadow, and its loath- 
some keeper has seized them as its prey. I looked into the 
tyrant^s shuddering soul, as it trembled past me. There, 
amidst the ruins of a thousand systems which aimed at virtue, 
sat Crime, and shivered at its desolation. Yet this man is 
the only Thinker, the only Aspirant, amongst them all. He 
still looks for a future of peace and mercy, to begin — ay! at 
what date! When he has swept away every foe. Fool ! new 
foes spring from every drop of blood. Led by the eyes of the 
Unutterable, he is walking to his doom. 

0 Yiola, thy innocence protects thee! Thou whom the 
sweet humanities of love shut out even from the dreams of 
aerial and spiritual beauty, making thy heart a universe of 
visions fairer than the wanderer over the rosy Hesperus can 
survey, — shall not the same pure affection encompass thee 
even here with a charmed atmosphere, and terror itself fall 
harmless on a life too innocent for wisdom? 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Ombka pill che di notte, in cui di luce 
Raggio misto non ^ ; 

pin il palagio appar, ne pin le sue 
Yestigia ; ne dir puossi — egli qui fue.^ 

Gerusal. Lib, c&rxto XYi. 69. 

The clubs are noisy with clamorous frenzy j the leaders are 
grim with schemes. Black Heiiriot files here and there, mut- 
tering to his armed troop, “ Bobespierre your beloved is in 
danger 1 Robespierre stalks perturbed, his list of victims 
swelling every hour. Tallien, the Macduff to the doomed 
Macbeth, is whispering courage to his pale conspirators. 
Along the streets heavily roll the tumbrils. The shops are 
closed, the people are gorged with gore and will lap no more. 
And night after night, to the eighty theatres flock the chil- 
dren of the Revolution, to laugh at the quips of comedy, and 
weep gentle tears over imaginary woes 1 

In a small chamber, in the heart of the city, sits the mother, 
watching over her child! It is quiet, happy noonj the sun- 
light, broken by the tall roofs in the narrow street, comes yet 
through the open casement, the impartial playfellow of the 
air, gleesome alike in temple and prison, hall and hovel; as 
golden and as blithe, whether it laugh over the first hour of 
life, or quiver in its gay delight on the terror and agony of 
the last! The child, where it lay at the feet of Viola, 
stretched out its dimpled hands as if to clasp the dancing 
motes that revelled in the beam. The mother turned her eyes 
from the glory; it saddened her yet more. She turned, and 
sighed. 

^ ” Darkness greater than of night, in which not a ray of light is mixed ; 
. . the palace appears no more, — not even a vestige, nor can one say that it 
has been,’^ 
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Is tMs the saiTcie Viola who bloomed fairer than their own 
Idalia under the skies of Greece? How changed! How pale 
and worn! She sat listlessly, her arms dropping on her knee; 
the smile that was habitual to her lips was gone. A heavy, 
dull despondency, as if the life of life were no more, seemed 
to weigh down her youth, and make it weary of that happy 
sun! In truth, her existence had languished away since it 
bad wandered, as some melancholy stream, from the source 
that fed it. The sudden enthusiasm of fear or superstition 
that had almost, as if still in the unconscious movements of a 
dream, led her to fly from Zanoni, had ceased from the day 
which dawned upon her in a foreign land. Then — there — 
she felt that in the smile she had evermore abandoned lived 
her life. She did not repent; she would not have recalled 
the impulse that winged her flight. Though the enthusiasm 
was gone, the superstition yet remained; she still believed 
she had saved her child from that dark and guilty sorcery, 
concerning which the traditions of all lands are prodigal, but 
in none do they find such credulity, or excite such dread, as 
in the South of Italy. This impression was confirmed by the 
mysterious conversations of Glyndon, and by her own percep- 
tion of the fearful change that had passed over one who repre- 
sented himself as the victim of the enchanters. She did not, 
therefore, repent, but her very volition seemed gone. 

On their arrival at Paris, Viola saw her companion — the 
faithful wife — no more. Ere three weeks were passed, hus- 
band and wife had ceased to live. 

And now, for the first time, the drudgeries of this hard 
earth claimed the beautiful ISTeapolitan. In that profession 
giving voice and shape to poetry and song, in which her fi.rst 
years were passed, there is, while it lasts, an excitement in 
the art that lifts it from the labour of a calling. Hovering 
between two lives, the Eeal and Ideal, dwells the life of 
music and the stage. But that life was lost evermore to the 
idol of the eyes and ears of jt^Taples. Lifted to the higher 
realm of passionate love, it seemed as if the fictitious genius 
which represents the thoughts of others was merged in the 
genius that grows all thought itself. It had been the worst 
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infidelity to tlie Lost to have descended again to live on the 
applanse of others. And so — for she would not accept alms 
from Glyndon — so, by the commonest arts, the humblest indus- 
try which the sex knows, alone and unseen, she, who had slept 
on the breast of Zanoni, found a shelter for their child. As 
when, in the noble verse prefixed to this chapter, Armida her- 
self has destroyed her enchanted palace, not a vestige of tiuxt 
bower, raised of old by Poetry and Love, remained to say it 
had been!’' 

And the child avenged the father: it bloomed, it thrived, 
it waxed strong in the light of life. But still it seemed 
haunted and preserved by some other being than her own. In 
its sleep there was that slumber, so deep and rigid, which a 
thunderbolt could not have disturbed ; and in such sleep often 
it moved its arms, as to embrace the air; often its lips stirred 
with murmured sounds of indistinct affection — not for her ; 
and all the while upon its cheeks a hue of such celestial 
bloom, upon its lips a smile of such mysterious joy! Then 
when it waked, its eyes did not turn first to her — wistful, 
earnest, wandering, — they roved around, to fix on her pale 
face, at last, in mute sorrow’- and reproach. 

Isever had Viola felt before how mighty was her love for 
Zanoni; how thought, feeling, heart, soul, life, — all lay 
crushed and dormant in the icy absence to which she had 
doomed herself! She heard not the roar without, she felt not 
one amidst those stormy millions, — worlds of excitement la- 
bouring through every hour. Only wdien Glyndon, haggard, 
wan, and spectrelike, glided in, day after day, to visit her, 
did the fair daughter of the careless South know how heov}’ 
and universal was the Death- Air that girt her round. Sub- 
iime in her passive unconsciousness, her mechanic life, she 
sat, and feared not, in the den of the beasts of prey! 

The door of the room opened abruptly, and Glyndon en- 
tered. His manner was more agitated than usual. 

it you, Clarence?" she said in her soft, languid tones. 
^^You are before the hour I expected you." 

Who can count on his hours at Paris? " returned Glyndon, 
with a frightful smile. “Is it not enough that I am here? 
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Your apathy in the midst of these sorrows appalls me. You 
say calmly '^Farewell! ^ calmly you bid me ^Welcome! ’ — as 
if in every corner there was not a spy; and as if with every 
day there was not a massacre!/’ 

“ Pardon me 1 But in these walls lies my world. I can 
hardly credit all the tales you tell me. Everything here, save 
that^^ she pointed to the infant), seems already so life- 
less, that in the tomb itself one could scarcely less heed the 
crimes that are done without.” 

Glyndon paused for a few moments, and gazed with strange 
and mingled feelings upon that face and form, still so young, 
and yet so invested with that saddest of all repose, — when 
the heart feels old. 

‘^Oh, Viola!” said he, at last, and in a voice of suppressed 
passion, ^^was it thus I ever thought to see you, — ever 
thought to feel for you, when we two first met in the gay 
haunts of hfaples? Ah, why then did you refuse my love; or 
why was mine not worthy of you? ISTay, shrink not ! — let 
me touch your hand. No passion so sweet as that youthful 
love can return to me again. I feel for you but as a brother 
for some younger and lonely sister. With you, in your pres- 
ence, sad though it be, I seem to breathe back the purer air 
of my early life. Here alone, except in scenes of turbulence 
and tempest, the Phantom ceases to pursue me. I forget even 
the Death that stalks behind and haunts me as my shadow. 
But better days may be in store for us yet. Viola, I at last 
begin dimly to perceive how to baffle and subdue the Phantom 
that has cursed my life, — it is to brave and defy it. In sin 
and in riot, as I have told thee, it haunts me not; but I com- 
prehend now what Mejnour said in his dark apophthegms, — 
that I should dread the spectre most when unseen. In virtu- 
ous and calm resolution it appears — ay, I behold it now — 
there — there, with its livid eyes ! ” (and the drops fell from 
his brow). ^^But it shall no longer daunt me from the reso- 
lution. I face it, and it gradually darkens back into the 
shade.” He paused, and his eyes dwelt with a terrible exul- 
tation upon the sunlit space; then, with a heavy and deep- 
drawn breath, he resumed, ^Wiola, I have found the means of 
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escape. We will leave this city. In some other land we will 
endeavour to comfort each other, and forget the past.” 

said Yiola, calmly; “I have no further wish to stir, 
till I am borne hence to the last resting-place. I dreamed of 
him last night, Clarence! — dreamed of him for the first time 
since we parted: and, do not mock me, methought that he for- 
gave the deserter, and called me ^ Wife.’ That dream hallows 
the room. Perhaps it will visit me again before I die.” 

^*Talk not of him, — of the demi-fiend ! ” cried Glyndon, 
fiercely, and stamping his foot, ‘‘Thank the Heavens for any 
fate that hath rescued thee from him.” 

“ Hush ! ” said Yiola, gravely ; and as she was about to pro- 
ceed, her eye fell upon the child. It was standing in the very 
centre of that slanting column of light which the sun poured 
into the chamber; and the rays seemed to surround it as a 
halo, and settled, crown-like, on the gold, of its shining 
hair. In its small shape, so exquisitely modelled, in its 
large, steady, tranquil eyes, there was something that awed 
while it charmed the mother’s pride. It gazed on Glyndon as 
he spoke, with a look which almost might have seemed dis- 
dain, and which Yiola, at least, interpreted as a defence of 
the Absent, stronger than her own lips could frame. 

Glyndon broke the pause. 

“Thou woiildst stay — for what? To betray a mother’s 
duty I If any evil happen to thee here, what becomes of thine 
infant? Shall it be brought up an orphan, in a country that 
has desecrated thy religion, and where human charity exists 
no more? Ah, weep, and clasp it to thy bovsom ! But tears do 
not protect and save.” 

“Thou hast conquered, my friend, — I will fly with thee.” 

“To-morrow night, then, be prepared. I will bring thee 
the necessary disguises.” 

And Glyndon then proceeded to sketch rapidly the outline 
of the path they were to take, and the story they were to tell. 
Yiola listened, but scarcely comprehended; he pressed her 
hand to his heart, and departed. 
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CHAPTER V. 

. * . Van seco pur anco 
Sdegno ed Amor, quasi due Veltri al fianco.^ 

Gerusal. Lib. cmto XX. 117 . 

GLYifDOisr did not perceive^ as he hurried from the house, 
two forms crouching by the angle of the wall. He saw still 
the spectre gliding by his side, but he beheld not the yet more 
poisonous eyes of human enyy and woman^s jealousy that 
glared on his retreating footsteps. 

Nicot advanced to the houses Fillide followed him in si- 
lence. The Painter, an old sansculotte, knew well what lan- 
guage to assume to the porter. He beckoned the latter from 
his lodge — “How is this, Citizen? Thou harbourest a 
^suspect. 

“Citizen, you terrify me ! If so, name him.” 

“It is not a man; a refugee, — an Italian woman, — lodges 
here.” 

“Yes, au troisieme,— the door to the left. But what of 
her? She cannot be dangerous, poor child ! ” 

“Citizen, beware ! Dost thou dare to pity her? ” 

“I? Ko, no, indeed. But — ” 

“Speak the truth ! Who visits her? ” 

“hTo one but an Englishman.” 

“That is it, — an Englishman, a spy of Pitt and Coburg.” 

“Just Heaven ! is it possible? ” 

“How, Citizen! dost thou speak of Heaven? Thou mus\> 
be an aristocrat 1 ” 

“Ho, indeed; it was but an old, bad habit, and escaped me 
unawares,” * 

“How often does the Englishman visit her? ” 

1 ** There went with him still Disdain and Love, like two greyhounds side 
by aide.^' 




350 


zmom. 


“Daily.” 

Fillide uttered an exclamation. 

“She never stirs out,” said the porter. “Her sole occupa- 
tions are in work, and care of her infant.” 

“Her infant I” 

Fillide made a bound forward. hTicot in vain endeavoured 
to arrest her. She sprang up the stairs ; she paused not till 
she was before the door indicated by the porter j it stood ajar; 
she entered, she stood at the threshold, and beheld that face, 
still so lovely ! The sight of so mucli beauty left her hope- 
less. And the child, over whom the mother bent ! She who 
had never been a mother — she uttered no sound, — the furies 
were at work within her breast. Viola turned, and saw her; 
and, terrified by the strange apparition, with features that ex- 
pressed the deadliest hate and scorn and vengeance, uttered 
a cry, and snatched the child to her bosom. The Italian 
laughed aloud, turned, descended, and, gaining the spot where 
Hicot still conversed with the frightened porter, drew him 
from the house. When they were in the open street, she 
halted abruptly, and said, “Avenge me, and name thy 
price!” 

“My price, sweet one, is but permission to love thee. Thou 
wilt fiy with me to-morrow night; thou wilt possess thyself 
of the passports and the plan.” 

“And they — ” 

“Shall, before then, find their asylum in the Conciergerie. 
The guillotine shall requite thy wrongs.” 

“Do this, and I am satisfied,” said Fillide, firmly. 

And they spoke no more till they regained the house. But 
when she there, looking up to the dull building, saw the 
windows of the room which the belief of G-lyndon’s love had 
once made a paradise, the tiger relented at the heart; some- 
thing of the woman gushed back upon her nature, dark and 
savage as it was. She pressed the arm on whiph she leaned 
convulsively, and exclaimed, “hTo, no! not him! denounce 
her! let her perish; but I have slept on Ms bosom, — not 

“It shall he as thou wilt,” said Nicot, with a deviBs sneer; 
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^^bnt lie must be arrested for the moment. No barm shall 
happen to him, for no accuser shall appear. But her — thou 
wilt not relent for her? ’’ 

Fillide turned upon him her eyes, and their dark glance 
was sufficient answer. 


CHAPTEE VL 

In poppa quella 

Che guidar gli dovea, fatal Donzella.^ . 

Gerusal Lib. canto, xv. 3. 

The Italian did not overrate that craft of simulation pro- 
verbial with her country and her sex. Not a word, not a look 
that day revealed to Glyiidon the deadly change that had con- 
verted devotion into hate. He himself, indeed, absorbed in 
his own schemes, and in reflections on his own strange des- 
tiny, was no nice observer. But her manner, milder and more 
subdued than usual, produced a softening effect upon his 
meditations towards the evening; and he then began to con- 
verse with her on the certain liope of escape, and on the future 
that would await them in less unhallowed lands. 

^^And thy fair friend,’^ said Fillide, with an averted eye 
and a false smile, ^^who was to be our companion. Thou hast 
resigned her, Nicot tells me, in favour of one in whom he is 
interested. Is it so?’' 

“ He told thee this ! ” returned Glyndon, evasively. Well ! 
does the change content thee? ” 

“Traitor!” muttered Fillide; and she rose suddenly, ap- 
proached him, parted the long hair from his forehead caress- 
ingly, and pressed her lips convulsively on his brow. 

“This were too fair a head for the doomsman,” said she, 
with a slight laugh, and, turning away, appeared occupied in 
preparations for their departure. 

The next morning, when he rose, Glyndon did not see the 
Italian; she was absent from the house when he left it. It 
^ “By tiie prow was the fatal lady ordained to be the gnide.*^ 
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was necessary that he should once more visit C , t>»iore 

his final departure, not only to arrange for Nicot’s participa 
tion in the flight, hut lest any suspicion should have arisen 

to thwart or endanger the plan he had adopted. C , 

though not one of the immediate coterie of Eobespierre, and 
indeed secretly hostile to him, had possessed the art of keep- 
ing well with each faction as it rose to power. Sprung from 
the dregs of the populace, he had, nevertheless, the grace and 
vivacity so often found impartially amongst every class in 
France. He had contrived to enrich himself — none knew 
liow — in the course of his rapid career. He became, indeed, 
ultimately one of the wealthiest proprietors of Paris, and at 
that time kept a splendid and hospitable mansion. He was 
one of those whom, from various reasons, Eobespierre deigned 
to favour; and he had often saved the proscribed and sus- 
pected, by procuring them passports under disguised names, 

and advising their method of escape. But G was a man 

who took this trouble only for the rich. ^‘The incorruptible 
Maximilien,” who did not want the tyrant’s faculty of pene- 
tration, probably saw through all his manceuvres, and the 
avarice which he cloaked beneath his charity; but it was 
noticeable that Eobespierre frequently seemed to wink at — 
nay, partially to encourage — such vices in men whom he 
meant hereafter to destroy as would tend to lower them in 
the public estimation, and to contrast with his own austere 
and unassailable integrity and And, doubtless, he 

often grimly smiled in his sleeve at the sumptuous mansion 
and the griping covetousness of the worthy citizen C . 

To this personage, then, Glyndon musingly bent his way. 
It was true, as he had darkly said to Viola, that in propor- 
tion as he had resisted the spectre, his terrors had lost their 
influence. The time had come at last, when, seeing crime 
and vice in all their hideousiiess, and in so vast a theatre, he 
had found that in vice and crime there are deadlier horrors 
than in the eyes of a phantom-fear. His native nobleness 
began to return to him. As he passed the streets, he revolved 
~ in his mind projects of future repentance and reformation. 
He even meditated, as a just return for Fillide’s devotion, 
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the sacrifice of all the reasonings of his birth and education. 
He would rex)air whatever errors he had committed against 
her by the self-immolation of marriage with one little con- 
genial with himself. He who had once revolted from mar- 
riage with the noble and gentle Viola,-— he had learned in 
that world of wrong to know that right is right, and that 
Heaven did not make the one sex to be the victim of tlie 
other. The young visions of the Beautiful and the Good rose 
once more before him; and along the dark ocean of his mind 
lay the smile of reawakening virtue, as a path of moonlight. 
Never, j)erha|;)S, had the condition of his soul been so elevated 
and unselfish. 

In the mean while, Jean Nicot, equally absorbed in dreams 
of the future, and already in his own mind laying out to the 
best advantage the gold of the friend he was about to betray, 
took his way to the house honoured by the residence of Eohes- 
pierre. He had no intention to comiJy with the relenting 
prayer of Fillide, that the life of Glyndon should be spared. 
He thought with Barrere, “il n’y a que les morts qui ne re- 
viennent pas.” In all men who have devoted themselves to 
any study, or any art, with sufficient pains to attain a certain 
degree of excellence, there must be a fund of energy immeas- 
urably above that of the ordinary herd. Usually, this energy 
is concentred on the objects of their professional ambition, 
and leaves them, therefore, apathetic to the other pursuits of 
men; but where those objects are denied, where the stream 
has not its legitimate vent, the energy, irritated and aroused, 
possesses the whole being, and if not wasted on desultory 
schemes, or if not purified by conscience and principle, be- 
comes a dangerous and destructive element in the social sys- 
tem, through which it wanders in riot and disorder. Hence, 
in all wise monarchies — nay, in all well constituted States — 
the peculiar care with which channels are opened for every 
art and every science; hence the honour paid to their cultiva- 
tors, by subtle and thoughtful statesmen, who, perhaps, for 
themselves see nothing in a picture but coloured canvas, noth- 
ing in a problem but an ingenious puzzle. No State is ever 
more in danger than when tlie talent that should be conse- 
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crated to peace has no occupation but political intrigue or 
personal advancement. Talent unhonoured is talent at war 
with men. And here it is noticeable^ that the class of actors 
having been the most degraded by the public opinion of the 
old regime^ their very dust deprived of Ghristian burial^ no 
men (with certain exceptions in the company especially fa- 
voured by the Court) were more relentless and revengeful 
among the scourges of the Ee volution. In the savage Gollot 
d’Herbois, mauvais comedian^ were embodied the wrongs and 
the vengeance of a class. 

Now the energy of JeanNicot had never been suf&ciently 
directed to the art he professed. Even in his earliest youth j 
the political disquisitions of his master, David, had distracted 
him from the more tedious labours of the easel. The defects 
of his person had embittered his mind; the Atheism of his 
benefactor had deadened his conscience. Eor one great excel- 
lence of Eeligion — above all, the Eeligion of the Cross — is, 
that it raises Patience first into a Virtue, and next into a 
Hope. Take away the doctrine of another life, of requital 
hereafter, of the smile of a Father upon our sufferings and 
trials in our ordeal here, and what becomes of patience? But 
without patience, what is man?*— and what a people? With- 
out patience Art never can be high; without patience Liberty 
never can be perfected. By wild throes and impetuous, aim- 
less struggles Intellect seeks to soar from Penury, and a na- 
tion to struggle into Freedom,— and woe — thus unfortified, 
guideless, and unenduring — woe to both! 

Nicot was a villain as a boy. In most criminals, however 
abandoned, there are touches of humanity, relics of virtue; 
and the true delineator of mankind often incurs the taunt of 
bad hearts and dull minds, for showing that even the worst 
alloy has some particles of gold, and even the best that come 
stamped from the mint of Nature, have some adulteration of 
the dross. But there are exceptions, though few, to the gen- 
eral rule; exceptions, when the conscience lies utterly dead, 
and when good or bad are things indifierent but as means to 
some selfish end. So was it with the protege of the atheist. 
Blnvy and hate filled up his whole being, and the conscious- 
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ness of superior talent only made Mm curse the more all who 
passed him in the sunlight with a fairer form or happier for- 
tunes. But monster though he was, when his murderous 
fingers griped the throat of his benefactor, Time and that 
ferment of all evil passions — the Eeign of Blood — had made 
in the deep hell of his heart a deeper still. Unable to exer- 
cise his calling (for even had he dared to make his name 
prominent, revolutions are no season for painters; and no 
jjian — no! not the richest and proudest magnate of the land 
— has so great an interest in peace and order, has so high 
and essential a stake in the well being of society, as the poet 
and the artist), his whole intellect, ever restless and un- 
guided, was left to ponder over the images of guilt most con- 
genial to it. He had no future but in this life; and how in 
this life had the men of power around him, the great wrestlers 
for dominion, thriven? All that was good, pure, unselfish, 
whether among Iloyalists or Kepublicans, swept to the sham- 
bles, and the deathsmaii left alone in the pomp and purple of 
their victims! Nobler paupers than Jean Nicot would de- 
spair; and Poverty would rise in its ghastly multitudes to cut 
the throat of Wealth, and then gash itself limb by limb, if 
Patience, the Angel of the Poor, sat not by its side, pointing 
with solemn finger to the life to come! And now as Nicot 
neared the house of the Dictator, he began to meditate a re- 
versal of his plans of the previous day : not that he faltered 
in his resolution to denounce G-lyndon, and Viola would ne- 
cessarily share his fate, as a companion and accomplice, — no, 
there he was resolved! for he hated both. To say nothing of 
his old, but never-to-be-forgotten grudge against Zanoni, 
Viola had scorned him, Glyndon had served, and the thought 
of gratitude was as intolerable to him as the memory of in- 
sult. But why, now, should he fly from Prance? He could 
possess himself of Glyndon^s gold; he doubted not that he 
could so master Piliide by her wrath and jealousy that he 
could command her acquiescence in all he proposed. The 
papers he had purloined — Desmoulinses correspondence with 
Glyndon — while it insured the fate of the latter, might be 
eminently serviceable to EobespierrCj might induce the tyrant 
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to forget liis old with Hehert, and enlist him among 

the allies and tools of the King of Terror. Hopes of ad- 
vancement, of wealth, of a career, again rose before him. 
This correspondence, dated shortly before Camille Desmou- 
linses death, was written with that careless and daring impru- 
dence which characterized the spoiled child of Danton. It 
spoke openly of designs against Bobespierre; it named con- 
federates whom the tyrant desired only a popular pretext to 
crush. It was a new instrument of death in the hands of the 
Death-compeller. What greater gift could he bestow on 
Maximilien the Incorruptible? 

Nursing these thoughts, he arrived at last before the door of 
Citizen Dupleix. Around the threshold were grouped, in ad- 
mired confusion, some eight or ten sturdy Jacobins, the vol- 
untary body-guard of Robespierre, — tall fellows, well-armed, 
and insolent with the power that reflects power, mingled with 
women, young and fair, and gayly dressed, who had come, 
upon the rumour that Maximilien had had an attack of bile, 
to inquire tenderly of his health; for Robespierre, strange 
though it seem, was the idol of the sex! 

Through this cortege^ stationed without the door, and reach- 
ing up the stairs to the landing-place, for Robespierre’s apart- 
ments were not spacious enough to afford sufficient antechamber 
for levees so numerous and miscellaneous, Nicot forced his 
way; and far from friendly or flattering were the expressions 
that regaled his ears. 

Aha^ le joli FolicMnellel^^ said a comely matron, whose 
robe his obtrusive and angular elbows cruelly discomposed. 
“ But how could one expect gallantry from such a scarecrow 1 ” 

Citizen, I beg to advise thee^ that thou art treading on 
my feet. I beg thy pardon, but now I look at thine, I see the 
hall is not wide enough for them.” 

1 The courteous use of the plural was proscribed at Paris. The Societ€s 
Populaires had decided that whoever used it should be prOvsecuted as suspect et 
adulateur! At the door of the public administrations and popular societies 
was written up, lei on s'honore du Citojen, et on se tntoi/e '' (Here they re- 
spect the title of Citizen, and they thee and thou one another) 1 Take away 
murder from the French Hevolation, and it becomes the greatest Farce ever 
played before the Angels ! 
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"Ho! Citizen Isfioot,” cried a Jacobin, shouldering his for- 
midable bludgeon, “and what brings thee hither? Thinkest 
thou that Hebert’s crimes are forgotten already? Off, sport 
ofhTature! and thank the Mre that He made thee 

insignificant enough to be forgiven.” 

“A pretty faee to look out of the National window,” ^ said 
the woman whose robe the painter had ruffled. 

“Citizens,” said Hicot, white with passion, but constrain- 
ing himself so that his words seemed to come from grinding 
teeth, “I have the honour to inform you that I seek the 
Bep^esentant upon business of the utmost importance to the 
public and himself; and,” he added slowly, and malignantly 
glaring round, “T call all good citizens to be my witnesses 
when I shall complain to B-obespierre of the reception be- 
stowed on me by some amongst you.” 

There was in the man’s look and his tone of voice so much 
of deep and concentrated malignity that the idlers drew back; 
and as the remembrance of the sudden ups and downs of revo- 
lutionary life occurred to them, several voices were lifted to 
assure the squalid and ragged painter that nothing was fur- 
ther from their thoughts than to offer affront to a citizen, 
whose very appearance proved him to be an exemplary sa7is- 
culotte. Hicot received these apologies in sullen silence ; and 
folding his arms, leaned against the wall, waiting in grim 
patience for his admission. 

The loiterers talked to each other in separate knots of two 
and three; and through the general hum rang the clear, loud, 
careless whistle of the tall Jacobin who stood guard by the 
stairs. Next to Hicot, an old woman and a young virgin were 
muttering in earnest whispers, and the atheist painter chuckled 
inly to overhear their discourse, 

“I assure thee, my dear,” said the crone, with a mysterious 
shake of the head, “that the divine Catherme Theot, whom 
the impious now persecute, is really inspired. There can be 
no doubt that the elect, of whom Don Gerle and the virtuous 
Kobespierre are destined to be the two grand prophets, will 

1 The Guiilotiae. 
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enjoy eternal life here, and exterminate ail their enemies. 
There is no doubt of it, — not the least 

^^How delightful I ” said the girl; eher Eohesjpierre f — 
he does not look very long-lived either 1 

^^The greater the miracle,” said the old woman. “1 am 
just eighty-one, and I don’t feel a day older since Catherine 
Theot promised me I should be one of the elect ! ” 

Here the women were jostled aside by some new-comers, 
who talked loud and eagerly. 

Yes,” cried a brawny man whose garb denoted him to be 
a butcher, with bare arms and a cap of liberty on his head, 
am come to warn Eobespierre. They lay a snare for him; 
they offer him the Palais National. ‘On ne pent etre ami du 
peuple et habiter un palais.’”^ 

indeed,” answered a “I like him best in 

his little lodging with the menuisier : it looks like one of 
Another rush of the crowd, and a new group were thrown 
forward in the vicinity of Hicot; and these men gabbled and 
chattered faster and loudeir than the rest. 

*‘Biit my plan is — ” 

‘‘Au diahle %vith yotir plan. I tell you my scheme is — ” 
^‘hronsense! ” cried a third. “When Robespierre under- 
stands my new method of making gunpowder, the enemies of 
France shall — ” 

“Bah! who fears foreign enemies?” interrupted a fourth; 
“the enemies to be feared are at home. My new guillotine 
takes off fifty heads at a time ! ” 

“But my new Constitution! ” exclaimed a fifth. 

“ilfy new Religion, citizen!” murmured, complacently, a 
sixth. 

‘^Sacre milU to7merres^ silence!” roared forth one of the 
Jacobin guard. 

And the crowd suddenly parted as a fierce-looking man but- 
toned up to the chin — his sword rattling by his side, his 
spurs clinking at his heel --descended the stairs,— his cheeks 
swollen and purple with intemperance, his eyes dead and sav- 

1 "Ko one can be a friend of tbe people, and dwell in a palace/^— 
inMits tr<mv€s ckez Robespierre, etc., vol. ii. p. 132. 
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age as a vulture^s. There was a still pause, as all with pale 
cheeks made way for the relentless Henriot.^ Scarce had 
this gruff and iron minion of the tyrant stalked through the 
throng than a new movement of respect and agitation and 
fear swayed the increasing crowd, as there glided in, with 
the noiselessness of a shadow, a smiling, sober citizen, plainly 
but neatly clad, with a downcast, humble eye. A milder, 
meeker face, no pastoral poet could assign to Corydon or 
Thyrsis; why did the crowd shrink, and hold their breath? 
As the ferret in a burrow crept that slight form amongst the 
larger and rougher creatures that huddled and pressed back 
on each other as he passed. A wink of his stealthy eye — 
and the huge Jacobins left the passage clear without sound or 
question. On he went, to the apartment of the tyrant, and 
thither will we follow Mm. 


CHAPTEE VIL 

CoNSTiTUTUM est ut quisquis eum kominem, dixisset, fuisse, capitalem pen- 
deret pcenam.2 — Saint Augustine: Of the God Serapi% 1. 18, De Civ, Dei 

c. 5. 

Eobespiebbe was reclining languidly in his fauteuil, his 
cadaverous countenance more jaded and fatigued than usual. 
He to whom Catherine Theot assured immortal life looked in- 
deed like a man at death door. On the table before him 
was a dish heaped with oranges, with the juice of which it 
is said that he could alone assuage the acrid bile that over- 
flowed his system; and an old woman, richly dressed (she 
had been a marquise in the old regiine)^ was employed in 
peeling the Hesperian fruits for the sick Dragon, with deli- 

1 Or Hanriot. It is singular how undetermined are not only the characters 
of the French Bevolution, but even the spelling of their names. With the 
historians it is Vergniaac?, — with the journalists of the time, it is Vergiaujr. 
With one authority it is Robespierre, — with another, Roberspierre. 

2 it decreed, that whoso should say that he had been a man should 

suiter the punishment of a capital offence.” 
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cate fingers covered with, jewels. I have before said that 
Robespierre was the idol of the women. Strange, certainly! 
— but then they were Frenchwomen! The old marquise, who, 
like Catherine Theot, called him ^^son,’’ really seemed to love 
him piously and disinterestedly as a mother j and as she peeled 
the oranges, and heaped on him the most caressing and sooth- 
ing expressions, the livid ghost of a smile fluttered about his 
meagre lips. At a distance, Payaii and Couthon, seated at 
another table, were writing rapidly, and occasionally pausing 
from their work, to consult with each other in brief whispers. 

Suddenly, one of the Jacobins opened the door, and ap- 
proaching Robespierre, whispered to him the name of Gue'rin.^ 
At that word the sick man started up, as if new life were in 
the sound. 

^^My kind friend,” he said to the marquise, ^‘forgive me; I 
must dispense with thy tender cares. France demands me. I 
am never ill when I can serve my country! ” 

The old marquise lifted up her eyes to heaven, and mur- 
mured, “ Qiml ange ! ” 

Robespierre waved his hand impatiently ; and the old woman, 
with a sigh, patted his pale cheek, kissed his forehead, and 
submissively withdrew. The next moment the smiling, sober 
man we have before described stood, bending low, before the 
tyrant. And well might Robespierre welcome one of the subt- 
lest agents of his jjower, — one on whom he relied more than 
the clubs of his Jacobins, the tongues of his orators, the bayo- 
nets of his armies, — Guerin, the most renowned of his mou- 
tefim, the searching, prying, universal, omnipresent spy, who 
glided like a sunbeam through chink and crevice, and brought 
to him intelligence not only of the deeds, but the hearts of 
men!' 

“Well, citizen, well! and what of Tallien?” 

“This morning, early, two minutes after eight, he went 
out.” 

“So early? hem! ” 

“He passed Rue des Quatre Fils, Rue du Temple, Rue de 

1 See, for the espioiiaf^e on which Guerin was employed, Les Papiers in4- 
dit», etc., voL i. p, 366. No. xxtxu. 
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La Edunion, au Marais, Eue Martin; nothing observable, 
except that — 

''That what? 

"He amused himself at a stall, in bargaining for some 
books.” 

"Bargaining for books! Aha, the Charlatan! he would 
cloak the intriguant under the savant/ Well!” 

" At last in the Eue des Fosses Montmartre, an individual, 
in a blue surtout (unknown), accosted him. They walked 
together about the street some minutes, and were Joined by 
Legendre.” 

" Legendre ! apxu'oach. Pay an I Legendre ! — thou hearest? ” 

"I went into a fruit-stall, and hired two little girls to go and 
play at ball within hearing. They heard Legendre say, be- 
lieve his power is wearing itself out; ’ and Tallien answered, 
‘And himself, too. I would not give three months’ purchase 
for his life. ’ I do not know, citizen, if they meant thee / ” 

"Kor I, citizen,” answered Eobespierre, with a fell smile, 
succeeded by an expression of gloomy thought. "Ha!” he 
muttered, “I am young yet, — in the x>rime of life. I commit 
no excess. Ho; my constitution is sound, — sound. Any- 
thing further of Tallien?” 

"Yes. The woman whom he loves — Teresa de Fontenai — 
who lies in prison, still continues to correspond with him ; to 
urge him to save her by thy destruction. This my listeners 
overheard. His servant is the messenger between the pris- 
oner and himself.” 

"So! The servant shall be seized in the open streets of 
Paris. The Eeign of Terror is not over yet. With the let- 
ters found on him, if such their context, I will pluck Tallien 
from his bench in the Convention.” 

Eobespierre rose, and after walking a few moments to and 
fro the room in thought, opened the door, and summoned one 
of the Jacobins without. To him he gave his orders for the 
watch and arrest of Tallien’s servant, and then threw him- 
self again in his chair. As the Jacobin departed, Gu4rin 
whispered, — 

"Is not that the citizen ArivStkles? ” 
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“Yes; a faithful fellow, if he would wash himself, aud not 
swear so much. 

“Didst thou not guillotine his brother?” 

“But Aristides denounced him.” 

“Neyertheless, are such men safe about thy person? ” 

“Humph! that is true;” and Eobespierre, drawing out his 
pocketbook, wrote a memorandum in it, replaced it in his 
vest, and resumed, — 

“What else of Tallien?” 

“Nothing more. He and Legendre, with the unknown, 
walked to the Jardin J^gcdiU, and there parted. I saw 
Tallien to his house. But I have other news. Thou badst 
me watch for those who threaten thee in secret letters.” 

“Guerin! hast thou detected them? Hast thou — hast 
thou — ” 

And the tyrant, as he spoke, opened and shut both his 
hands, as if already grasping the lives of the writers, and one 
of those convulsive grimaces, that seemed like an epileptic 
affection, to which he was subject, distorted his features. 

“Citizen, I think I have found one. Thou must know that 
amongst those most disaffected is the painter, Nicot.” 

“Stay, stay! ” said Eobespierre, opening a manuscript book, 
bound in red morocco (for Eobespierre was neat and precise, 
even in his death-lists), and turning to an alphabetical in- 
dex, — “Nicot! — I have him, — atheist, sansculotte (I hate 
slovens), friend of Hebert! Ah! N. B. Eene Dumas knows 
of his early career, and crimes. Proceed! ” 

“This Nicot has been suspected of diffusing tracts and 
pamphlets against thyself, and the ComitL Yesterday even- 
ing, when he was out, his porter admitted me into his apart- 
ment, Eue Beau-Bepaire, With my master-key I opened his 
desk and escritoire. I found therein a drawing of thyself at 
the guillotine; and underneath was written — ^Bourreau de 
ton pays, lis Parrot de ton chfttiinent! ^ ^ I compared the 
words with the fragments of the various letters thou gavest 
me; the handwriting tallies with one. See, I tore off the 
writing.” 

* " Executtoner of thy cowntry, read fcho decree of thy punishment*” 
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Eobespierre looked, smiled, and, as if bis vengeance were 
already satisfied, threw himself on his chair. is well! 
I feared it was a more powerful enemy. This man must 
be arrested at once.’^ 

And he waits below. I brushed by him as I ascended the 
stairs.” 

^^Does he so? — admit! nay — hold! hold! Gudrin, with- 
draw into the inner chamber till I summon thee again. Dear 
Payan, see that this Nicot conceals no weapons.” 

Fayan, who was as brave as Eobespierre was pusillanimous, 
repressed the smile of disdain that quivered on Ms lips a mo- 
ment, and left the room. 

Meanwhile, Robespierre, with his head buried in his bosom, 
seemed plunged in deep thought. “ Life is a melancholy 
thing, Couthon !” said he, suddenly. 

“Begging your pardon, I think death worse,” answered the 
philanthropist, gently. 

Eobespierre made no rejoinder, but took from his jporte- 
feuille that singular letter which was found afterwards amongst 
his papers, and is marked LXI. in the published collection.^ 

“ Without doubt/’ it began, ‘‘ you are uneasy at not having earlier 
received news from me. Be not alarmed ; you know that I ought only 
to reply by our ordinary courier ; and as he has been interrupted dans 
sa derniere course^ that is the cause of my delay. When you receive 
this, employ all diligence to fly a theatre where you are about to appear 
and disappear for the last time. It were idle to recall to you all the 
reasons that expose you to peril. The last step, that should place you 
sur la sopha de la prdsidence^ but brings you to the scaffold ; and the 
mob will spit on your face as it has spat on those whom you have judged. 
Since, then, you have accumulated here a sufficient treasure for exist- 
ence, T await you with great impatience, to laugh with you at the part 
you have played in the troubles of a nation as credulous as it is avid of 
novelties. Take your part according to our arrangements, — all is pre- 
pared. I conclude; our courier waits. I expect your reply.” 

Musingly and slowly the Dictator devoured the contents of 
this epistle. “]L!To,”he said to himself, — “no; he who has 
tasted power can no longer enjoy repose. Yes, Danton^ 

^ Papiers in^dits, etc., vol. ii. p. 156. 
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Danton! thou wert right; better to be a poor fisherman than 
to govern men.”^ 

The door opened, and Payan reappeared and whispered 
Robespierre, “All is safe! See the man.” 

The Dictator, satisfied, summoned his attendant Jacobin 
to conduct Nicot to his presence. The painter entered with 
a fearless expression in his deformed features, and stood 
erect before Robespierre, who scanned him with a sidelong 
eye. 

It is remarhable that most of the principal actors of the 
Revolution were singularly hideous in appearance,— from the 
colossal ugliness of Mirabeau and Danton, or the villanous 
ferocity in the countenances of David and Simon, to the filthy 
squalor of Marat, the sinister and bilious meanness of the 
Dictator s features; but Robespierre, who was said to resem" 
ble a cat, had also a cat’s cleanness; and his prim and dainty 
dress, his shaven smoothness, the womanly whiteness of his 
lean hands, made yet more remarkable the disorderly ruffian- 
ism that characterized the attire and mien of the painter 
sansculotte, 

“And so, citizen,” said Robespierre, mildly, “thou wouldst 
speak with me.? I know thy merits and eivism have been 
overlooked too long. Thou wouldst ask some suitable pro- 
vision in the State? Scruple not, — say on ! ” 

Virtuous Robespierre, toi qui eclaires I’univers,^ I come 
not to ask a favour, but to render service to the State. I 
have discovered a correspondence that lays open a conspir- 
acy, of which many of the actors are yet unsuspected.” And 
he placed the papers on the table. Robespierre seized, and 
ran his eye over them rapidly and eagerly. 

“Good! good!” he muttered to himseif,— “this is all I 
wanted. Barrere! Legendre! I have them! Camille Des- 
moulins was but their dupe. I loved him once; I never loved 
them! Citizen Rieot, I thank thee. I observe these letters 
are addressed to an Englishman. What Frenchman but must 

^ ^‘11 vaudrait mienx” said Danton, in his dungeon, litre nn pauvre 
p^cheur que de gouvemer les horames/’ 

® ** Thou who enlightenest the yeojpld/' 



ZANOm. 


distrust these English wolves in sheep^s clothing! France 
wants no longer citizens of the world; that farce ended with 
Anacharsis Clootz. I beg pardon, Citizen JSTicot, but Clootz 
and Hubert were thy friends.” 

*^]^ay,” saidNicot, apologetically, '‘we are all liable to be 
deceived. I ceased to honour them when thou didst declare 
against them; for I disown my own senses rather than thy 
justice.” 

"Yes, I pretend to justice; that the virtue I affect,” said 
Robespierre, meekly; and with his feline propensities he en- 
joyed, even in that critical hour of vast schemes, of imminent 
danger, of meditated revenge, the pleasure of playing with a 
solitary victim.^ "And my justice shall no longer be blind 
to thy services, good Kicot. Thou knowest this Glyndon?” 

"Yes, well, — intimately. He was my friend, but I would 
give up my brother if he were one of the ‘indulgents.’ I am 
not ashamed to say that I have received favours from 
man.” 

"Aha! and thou dost honestly hold the doctrine that where 
a man threatens my life, all personal favours are to be 
forgotten?” 

"All!” 

"Good citizen! kindMcot! oblige me by writing the address 
of this Glyndon.” 

Moot stooped to the table; and, suddenly, when the pen 
was in his hand, a thought flashed across him, and he paused, 
embarrassed and confused. 

"Write on, Hicot 1 ” 

The painter slowly obeyed. 

“ Who are the other familiars of Glyndon? ” 

"It was on that point I was about to speak to thee, B&jpri- 
sentant/^ said Moot. "He visits daily a woman, a foreigner 
who knows all his secrets; she affects to be poor, and to sup- 
port her child by industry. But she is the wife of an Italian 


^ The raost detestable anecdote of this peculiar hypocrisy in Robespierre 
m that in which he is recorded to have tenderly pressed the hand of his old 
school friend, Camille Desmoulins, the day that he signed the warrant for his 

St. 
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of immense wealth, and there is no doubt that she has moneys 
which are spent in corrupting the citizens. She should be 
seized and arrested.” 

“Write down her name also.” 

“But no time is to be lost; for I know that both haye a de- 
sign to escape from Paris this very night.” 

“Our government is prompt, good Nicot, — never fear. 
Humph! humph!” and Eobespierre took the paper on which 
Hicot had written, and stooping over it — for he was near- 
sighted — added smilingly, “Dost thou always write the 
same hand, citizen? This seems almost like a disguised 
character.” 

“I should not like them to know who denounced them, 
Meprisentant” 

“Good! good! Thy virtue shall be rewarded, trust me. 
Salut et fratemiti / ” 

Eobespierre half rose as he spoke, and Hicot withdrew. 

“Ho, there! — without!” cried the Dictator, ringing his 
bell; and as the ready Jacobin attended the summons, — “Pol- 
low that man, Jean Hicot. The instant he has cleared the 
house seize him. At once to the Conciergerie with him! 
Stay! — nothing against the law; there is thy warrant. The 
public accuser shall have my instructions. Away ! quick ! ” 

The Jacobin vanished. All trace of illness, of infirmity 
had gone from the valetudinarian; he stood erect on the 
floor, his face twitching convulsively, and his arms folded. 
“Ho! Guerin!” (the spy reappeared) — “take these ad- 
dresses! Within an hour this Englishman and this woman 
must be in prison; their revelations will aid me against 
worthier foes. They shall die— they shall perish with the 
rest on the 10th — the third day from this. There ! he wrote 
hastily, — “there also is thy warrant ! Ofi ! ” 

“And now, Couthon, Payan, we will dally no longer with 
Tailien and his crew. I have informaion that the Conven- 
tion will not attend the Fete on the 10th. We must trust only 
to the sword of the law. I must compose my thoughts, pre- 
pare my harangue. To-morrow, I will re-appear at the Con- 
vention; to-morrow bold St. Just joins us, fresh from our 
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victorious armies j to-morrow, from the tribune, I will dart 
the thunderbolt on the masked enemies of France j to-morrow, 
I will demand, in the face of the country, the heads of the 
conspirators.” 


CHAPTEE VIIL 

Le glaive est centre toi tourne de toutes parties.^ 

La Harpe : Jeanne de Naples, Act iv. sc. 4. 

In the mean time, G-lyndon, after an audience of some length 

with C- , in which the final preparations were arranged, 

sanguine of safety and foreseeing no obstacle to escape, bent 
his way back to Fillide, Suddenly, in the midst of his cheer- 
ful thoughts, he fancied he heard a voice too well and too 
terribly recognized, hissing in his ear, ^‘What! thou wouldst 
defy and escape me ! thou wouldst go back to virtue and con- 
tent. It is in vain, — it is too late. Ko, I will not haunt 
thee, — human footsteps, no less inexorable, dog thee now. 
Me thou shalt not see again till in the dungeon, at midnight 
before thy doom! Behold!” 

And Glyndon, mechanically turning his head, saw, close 
behind him, the stealthy figure of a man whom he had ob- 
served before, but with little heed, pass and repass him, as 
he quitted the house of Citizen C—. Instantly and instinc- 
tively he knew that he was watched, that he was pursued. 
The street he was in was obscure and deserted, for the day 
was oppressively sultry, and it was the hour when few were 
abroad, either on business or pleasure. Bold as he was, an 
icy chill shot through his heart. He knew too well the tre- 
mendous system that then reigned in Paris not to be aware of 
his danger. As the sight of the first plague-boil to the vic- 
tim of the Pestilence, was the first sight of the shadowy spy 
to that of the Bevolution; the watch, the arrest, the trial, the 
guillotine, — these made the regular and rapid steps of the 

I The sword is raised against you on all sides.” 
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monster that the anarchists called Law ! He breathed hard, 
he heard distinctly the loud beating of his heart; and so he 
paused, still and motionless, gazing upon the shadow that 
halted also behind him! 

Presently the absence of all allies to the spy, the solitude 
of the streets, reanimated his courage; he made a step towards 
his pursuer, who retreated as he advanced. Citizen, thou 
followest me,” he said. ‘^Thy business?” 

“Surely,” answered the man, with a deprecating smile, 
“the streets are broad enough for both? Thou art not so bad 
a republican as to arrogate all Paris to thyself 1 ” 

“ Go on first, then. I make way for thee.” 

The man bowed, doffed his hat politely, and passed for- 
ward. The next moment Glyndon plunged into a winding 
lane, and fled fast through a labyrinth of streets, passages, 
and alleys. By degrees he composed himself, and, looking be- 
hind, imagined that he had baffled the pursuer; he then, by a 
circuitous route, bent his way once more to his home. As he 
emerged into one of the broader streets, a passenger, wrapped 
in a mantle, brushing so quickly by him that he did not ob- 
serve his countenance, whispered, “Clarence Glyndon, you 
are dogged,-— follow me!” and the stranger walked quickly 
before him. Clarence turned, and sickened once more to see 
at his heels, with the same servile smile on his face, the pur- 
suer he fancied he had escaped. He forgot the injunction of 
the stranger to follow him, and perceiving a crowd gathered 
close at hand, round a caricature shop, dived amidst them, 
and, gaining another street, altered the direction he had before 
taken, and, after a long and breathless course, gained, without 
once more seeing the spy, a distant qimrtier of the city. Here, 
indeed, all seemed so serene and fair, that his artist eye even 
in that imminent hour rested with pleasure on the scene. It 
was a comparatively broad space, formed by one of the noble 
quays. The Seine flowed majestically along, with boats and 
craft resting on its surface. The sun gilt a thousand spires 
and domes, and gleamed on the white palaces of a fallen 
chivalry. Here, fatigued and panting, he paused an instant, 
and a cooler air from the river fanned his brow. 
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while f at least, I am safe here,” he murmured; and as 
he spoke, some thirty paces behind him, he beheld the spy. 
He stood rooted to the spot; wearied and spent as he was, 
escape seemed no longer possible,— the river on one side (no 
bridge at hand), and the long row of mansions closing up the 
other. As he halted, he heard laughter and obscene songs 
from a house a little in his rear, between himself and the spy. 
It was a eafe fearfully known in that quarter. Hither often 
resorted the black troop of Henriot, — the minions and huis- 
siers of Eobespierre. The spy, then, had hunted the victim 
within the Jaws of the hounds. The man slowly advanced, 
and pausing before the opened window of the cafe put his 
head through the aperture, as to address and summon forth 
its armed inmates. 

At that very instant, and while the spy^s head was thus 
turned from him, standing in the half opened gateway of the 
house immediately before him, he perceived the stranger who 
had warned; the figure, scarcely distinguishable through the 
mantle that wrapped it, motioned to him to enter. He sprang 
noiselessly through the friendly opening; the door closed; 
breathlessly he followed the stranger up a flight of broad 
stairs, and through a suite of empty rooms, until, having 
gained a small cabinet, his conductor dofled the large hat and 
the long mantle that had liitherto concealed his shape and 
features, and Glyndon beheld Zanoni. 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

Think not my magic wonders wrought by aid 
Of Stygian angels summoned up from hell; 

Scorned and accursed be those who have essayed, 

Her gloomy Dives and Afrites to compel. 

But by perception of the secret powers 
Of mineral springs, in nature’s inmost cell, 

Of herbs in curtain of her greenest bowers, 

And of the moving stars o’er mountain tops and towers. 

Wiffen’s Translation ^ Tasso, canto xiv. 43. 

‘‘Yoit are safe here, young Englishman!” said Zanoni, 
motioning Glyndon to a seat. ^‘Eortunate for you that I came 
on your track afc last ! ” 

Far happier had it been if we had never met ! Yet, even 
in these last hours of my fate, I rejoice to look once more on 
the face of that ominous and mysterious being to whom I can 
ascribe all the sufferings I have known. Here, then, thou 
shalt not palter with or elude me ! Here, before we part, 
thou shalt unravel to me the dark enigma, if not of thy life, 
of my own I ” 

“Hast thou suffered? Poor Neophyte ! ” said Zanoni, pity- 
ingly. “Yes, I see it on thy brow. But wherefore wouldst 
thou blame me? Did I not warn thee against the whispers of 
thy spirit; did I not warn thee to forbear; did I not tell thee 
that the ordeal was one of awful hazard and tremendous 
fears,— nay, did I not offer to resign to thee the heart that 
was mighty enough, while mine, Glyndon, to content me? 
Was it not thine own daring and resolute choice to brave the 
initiation? Of thine own free will didst thou make Mejnour 
thy master, and his lore thy study ! ” 

“But whence came the irresistible desires of that wild and 
unholy knowledge? I knew them not till thine evil eye fell 
upon me, and I was drawn into the magic atmosphere of thy 
being I” 
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^^Thou errest! The desires were in tliee; and whetlier in 
one direction or tlie otlier, would liave forced their way ! Man I 
thou askest me the enigma of thy fate and my own ! Look 
round all being, is there not mystery everywhere? Can thine 
eye trace the ripening of the grain beneath the earth? In the 
moral and physical world alike lie dark portents, far more 
wondrous than the powers thou wouldst ascribe to me!” 

^^Dost thou disown those powers? Dost thou confess thy. 
self an impostor; or wilt thou dare to tell me that thou art 
indeed sold to the Evil One, — a magician, whose familiar has 
haunted me night and day I ” 

<^It matters not what I am,” returned Zanoni; ^4t matters 
only whether I can aid thee to exorcise thy dismal phantom, 
and return once more to the wholesome air of this common 
life. Something, however, will I tell thee, not to vindicate 
myself, but the Heaven and the Nature that thy doubts 
malign.” 

Zanoni paused a moment, and resumed, with a slight smile, — 

“In thy younger days thou hast doubtless read with delight 
the great Christian poet, whose muse, like the morning it 
celebrated, came to earth ‘crowned with flowers culled in 
Paradise.’^ No spirit was more imbued with the knightly 
superstitions of the time; and surely the Poet of Jerusa- 
lem hath sufficiently, to satisfy even the Inquisitor he con- 
sulted, execrated all the practitioners of the unlawful spells 
invoked, — 

‘ Per isforzar Cocito o Flegetonte/ * 

But in his sorrows and his wrongs, in the prison of his mad- 
house, know you not that Tasso himself found his solace, his 
escape, in the recognition of a holy and spiritual Theurgia, — 
of a magic that could summon the Angel, or the Good Genius, 
not the Fiend? And do you not remember, how he, deeply 
versed as he was for his age in the mysteries of the nobler 

^ ... Vaurea testa 

Bi rose colte in Paradiso infiora. 

Tasso, Gerusal. Lib, canto ir. i. 

• To constrain Cocytns or Phlegethon." 
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PlatoBism wMch hints at the secrets of all the starry brother- 
hoods^ from the Chaldaean to the later Eosicrucian, discrimi- 
nates, in his lovely verse, between the black art of Isineno, 
and the glorious lore of the Enchanter who counsels and guides 
upon their errand the Champions of the Holy Land? Eis, 
not the charms wrought by the aid of the Stygian Eebels; ^ 
but the perception of the secret powers of the fountain and 
the herb, — the arcana of the unknown nature and the various 
motions of the stars; his, the holy liaunts of Lebanon and 
Carmel; beneath his feet he saw the clouds, the snows, the 
hues of Iris, the generations of the rains and dews. Did the 
Christian Hermit who converted that Enchanter (no fabulous 
being, but the type of all spirit that would aspire through 
Hature up to God) command him to lay aside these sublime 
studies, ‘Le solite arte e I’uso mio ’ ? Ho! but to cherish and 
direct them to worthy ends. And in this grand conception of 
the poet lies the secret of the true Theurgia, which startles 
your ignorance in a more learned day with puerile apprehen- 
sions, and the nightmare of a sick man’s dreams.” 

Again Zanoni paused, and again resumed, — 

ages far remote, of a civilization far different from that 
which now merges the individual in the State, there existed 
men of ardent minds, and an intense desire of knowledge. In 
the mighty and solemn kingdoms in which they dwelt, there 
were no turbulent and earthly channels to work off the fever 
of their minds. Set in the antique mould of casts through 
which no intellect could pierce, no valour could force its way, 
the thirst for wisdom alone reigned in the hearts of those 
who received its study as a heritage from sire to son. Hence, 
even in your imperfect records of the progress of human know- 
ledge, you find that in the earliest ages Philosophy descended 
not to the business and homes of men. It dwelt amidst the 
wonders of the loftier creation; it sought to analyze the for- 
mation of matter, the essentials of the prevailing soul; to read 
the mysteries of the starry orbs; to dive into those depths of 

^ See tliis remarkable passage, which does indeed not unfaithfully repre- 
sent the doctrine of the Pythagorean and the Platonist, in Tasso, canto xiv. 
stanzas 41 to 47 (Gerusdl. They are beautifully translated by Wiffen. 
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Nature in whicli Zoroaster is said by the schoolmen first to 
have discovered the arts which your ignorance classes under the 
name of magic. In such an age, then, arose some men, who, 
amidst the vanities and delusions of their class, imagined that 
they detected gleams of a brighter and steadier lore. They 
fancied an affinity existing among all the works of Nature, 
and that in the lowliest lay the secret attraction that might 
conduct them upward to the loftiest.^ Centuries passed, and 
lives were wasted in these discoveries; but step after step was 
chronicled and marked, and became the guide to the few who 
alone had the hereditary privilege to track their path. At 
last from this dimness upon some eyes the light broke; but 
think not, young visionary, that to those who nursed unholy 
thoughts, over whom the Origin of Evil held a sway, that 
dawning was vouchsafed. It could be given then, as now, 
only to the purest ecstasies of imagination and intellect, un- 
distracted by the cares of a vulgar life, or the appetites of the 
common clay. Ear from descending to the assistance of a 
fiend, theirs was but the august ambition to approach nearer 
to the Eount of Good; the more they emancipated themselves 
from this limbo of the planets, the more they were penetrated 
by the splendour and beneficence of God. And if they sought, 
and at last discovered, how to the eye of the spirit all the 
subtler modifications of being and of matter might be made 
apparent; if they discovered how, for the wings of the spirit, 
all space might be annihilated; and while the body stood 
heavy and solid here, as a deserted tomb, the freed Idea 
might wander from star to star, — if such discoveries became 
in truth their o%vn, the sublimest luxury of their knowledge 
was hut this, — to wonder, to venerate, and adore! Eor as 
one not unlearned in these high matters has expressed it,"r- 

1 Agreeably, it would seem, to the notion of lamblichns and Plotinus, that 
the universe is as an animal ; so that there is sympathy and communication 
between one part and the other, — in the smallest part may be the subtlest 
nerve ; and hence the universal magnetism of Nature. But man contemplates 
the universe as an animalcule would an elephant. The animalcule, seeing 
scarcely the tip of the hoof, would be incapable of comprehending that the 
trunk belonged to the same creature, — that the effect produced upon one 
extremity would be felt in an instant by the other. 
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“ ‘ There is a principle of the soul superior to all external nature, and 
through this principle we are capable of surpassing the order and sys- 
tems of the world, and participating in the immortal life and the energy 
of the Sublime Celestials. When the soul is elevated to natures above 
itself, it deserts the order to which it is a while compelled, and by a 
religious magnetism is attracted to another, and a loftier, with which it 
blends and mingles,’ ^ 

Grant, then, that such beings found at last the secret to 
arrest death, to fascinate danger and the foe, to walk the re- 
volutions of the earth unharmed 5 think you that this life 
could teach them other desire than to yearn the more for the 
Immortal, and to fit their intellect the better for the higher 
being to which they might, when Time and Death exist no 
longer, he transferred? Away with your gloomy fantasies 
of sorcerer and daemon! The soul can aspire only to the 
light; and even the error of our lofty knowledge was but the 
forgetfulness of the weakness, the passions, and the bonds, 
which the death we so vainly conquered only can purge 
awayl'^ 

This address was so different from what Glyndon had an- 
ticipated, that he remained for some moments speechless, and 
at length faltered out, — 

“But why, then, to me — ” 

“Why,” added Zanoni, “why to thee have been only the 
penance and the terror, — the Threshold and the Phantom? 
Vain man! look to the commonest elements of the common 
learning. Can every tyro at his mere wish and will become 
the master; can the student, when he has bought his Euclid, 
become a liTewton ; can the youth whom the Muses haunt, say, 
M will equal Horner,^ — yea, can yon pale tyrant, with all the 
parchment-laws of a hundred system-shapers, and the pikes of 
his dauntless multitude, carve, at his will, a constitution not 
more vicious than the one which the madness of a mob could 
overthrow? When, in that far time to which I have referred, 
the student aspired to the heights to which thou wouldst have 
sprung at a single bound? he was trained from his very cradle 
;to the career he was to run. The internal and the outward 
1 From lamblichus. On the Mysteries, c, 7, sect. 7. 
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nature were made clear to his eyes, year after year, as they 
opened on the day. He was not admitted to the practical 
initiation till not one earthly wish chained that sublimest 
faculty which you call the Imagination, one carnal desire 
clouded the penetrative essence that you call the Intellect. 
And even then, and at the best, how few attained to the last 
mystery! Happier inasmuch as they attained the earlier to 

the holy glories for which Death is the heavenliest gate,” 

Zanoni paused, and a shade of thought and sorrow darkened 
his celestial beauty. 

« And are there, indeed, others, besides thee and Mejnour, 
who lay claim to thine attributes, and have attained to thy 
secrets?” 

Others there have been before us, but we two now are 
alone on earth.” 

^Hmpostor! thou betrayest thyself! If they could conquer 
Death, why live they not yet? ” ^ 

^‘Childof a day!” answered Zanoni, mournfully, ‘‘have I 
not told thee the error of our knowledge was the forgetfulness 
of the desires and passions which the spirit never can wholly 
and permanently conquer, while this matter cloaks it? Canst 
thou think that it is no sorrow, either to reject all human 
ties, all friendship, and all love, or to see, day after day, 
friendship and love wither from our life, as blossoms from 
the stem? Canst thou wonder how, with the power to live 
while the world shall last, ere even our ordinary date be fin- 
ished we yet may prefer to die? Wonder rather that there 
are two who have clung so faithfully to earth! Me, I con- 
fess, that earth can enamour yet. Attaining to the last secret 
while youth was in its bloom, youth still colours all around 
me with its own luxuriant beauty; to me, yet, to breathe is 
to enjoy. The freshness has not faded from the face of na- 
ture, and not an herb in which T cannot discover a new charm, 
an undetected wonder. As with my youth, so with Mejnour^s 
age : he will tell you that life to him is but a power to exam- 
ine; and not till he has exhausted all the marvels which the 

^ Glyndon appears to forget that Mejnonr had before answered the very 
question which his doubts, here, a second time suggest. 
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Creator lias sown on earthj would he desire new habitations 
for the renewed spirit to explore. We are the types of the 
two essences of what is imperishable, — that enjoys, 
and SciBisrci:^ that contemplates! ’ And now, that thou mayst 
be contented that the secrets are not vouchsafed to thee, 
learn that so utterly must the idea detach itself from what 
makes up the occupation and excitement of men, so must it 
be void of whatever would covet or love or hate, that for the 
ambitious man, for the lover, the hater, the power avails not. 
And I, at last, bound and blinded by the most common of 
household ties; I, darkened and helpless, adjure thee, the 
baffled and discontented,-— I adjure thee to direct, to guide 
me. Where are they — oh, tell me! speak! My wife, my 
child? Silent! Oh, thou knowest now that I am no sorcerer, 
no enemy. I cannot give thee what thy faculties deny, I can- 
not achieve what the passionless Mejnour failed to accom- 
plish; but I can give thee the next best boon, perhaps the 
fairest, — I can reconcile thee to the daily world, and place 
peace between thy conscience and thyself.” 

Wilt thou promise? ” 

‘‘By their sweet lives, I promise! ” 

Glyndon looked and believed. He whispered the address 
to the house whither his fatal step already had brought woe 
and doom. 

“Bless thee for this,” exclaimed Zanoni, passionately, “and 
thou shalt be blessed! What! couldst thou not perceive that 
at the entrance to all the grander worlds dwell the race that 
intimidate and awe? Who in thy daily world ever left 
old regions of Custom and Prescription, and felt not the first 
seizure of the shapeless and nameless Pear? Everywhere 
around thee, where men aspire and labour, though they see it 
not — in the closet of the stage, in the council of the dema- 
gogue, in the camp of the warrior, — everywhere cowers and 
darkens the Unutterable Horror. But there where thou hast 
ventured, alone is the phantom visible; and never will it cease 
to haunt, till thou canst pass to the Infinite, as the seraph, or 
return to the Familiar, as a child! But answer me this: 
When, seeking to adhere to some calm resolve of virtue, the 
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Phantom hath stalked suddenly to thy side; when its voice 
hath whispered thee despair; when its ghastly eyes would 
scare thee back to those scenes of earthly craft or riotoUvS 
excitement;, from which, as it leaves thee to worse foes to 
the soul, its presence is over absent, hast thou never bravely 
resisted the spectre and thine own horror; hast thou never 
said, ^Come what may, to Virtue I will cling ^ 

Alas I ’’ answered (rlyndon, '‘only of late have I dared to 
do so.” 

"And thou hast felt then that the Phantom grew more dim 
and its power more faint.” 

"It is true.” 

"Eejoice, then! — thou hast overcome the true terror and 
mystery of the ordeal. Eesolve is the first success. Eejoice, 
for the exorcism is sure ! Thou art not of those who, denying 
a life to come, are the victims of the Inexorable Horror, Oh, 
when shall men learn, at last, that if the Great Eeligion in- 
culcates so rigidly the necessity of Faith, it is not alone that 
FAITH leads to the world to be ; but that without faith there 
is no excellence in this. Faith is something wiser, happier, 
diviner than we see on earth, — the Artist calls it the Ideal, 
the Priest, Faith. The Ideal and Faith are one and the same. 
Eeturn, 0 wanderer! return. Feel what beauty and lioliness 
dwell in the Customary and the Old. Back to thy gateway 
glide, thou Horror, and calm on the childlike heart smile 
again, 0 azure Heaven, with thy night and thy morning-star 
but as one, tbough under its double name of Memory and 
Hope!” 

As he thus spoke, Zanoni laid his hand gently on the burn- 
ing temples of his excited and wondering listener; and pres- 
ently a sort of trance came over him: he imagined that he 
was returned to the home of his infancy ; that he was in the 
small chamber where, over his early slumbers, his mother 
had watched and prayed. There it was, — visible, palpable, 
solitary, unaltered. In the recess, the homely bed; on the 
walls, the shelves filled with holy hooks; the very easel on 
which he had first sought to call the ideal to the canvas, dust- 
covered, broken in, the corner. Below the window lay the old 
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churchyard; he saw it green in the distance, the sun glancing- 
thrragh the yew trees; he saw the tomb where father and 
mother lay united, and the spire pointing up to hearen, the 
syinbol of the hopes of those who consigned the ashes to the 
*ist; in his ear rang the bells, pealing, as on a sabbath day. 
Far fled all the visions of anxiety and awe that had haunted 
and convulsed; youth, boyhood, childhood, came back to him 
with innocent desires and hopes; he thought he fell upon his 
knees to pray. He woke,— he woke in delicious tears ; he felt 
that the phantom was fled forever. He looked round; Zanoni 
was gone. On the table lay these lines, the ink yet wet: — 

“ I will find ways and means for thy escape. At nightfall as the 
clock strikes nine, a boat shall wait thee on the river before this house; 
the Imtman wUl guide thee to a retreat where thou mayst rest in safety, 
till the Eeign of Terror, which nears its close, he past. Think no more 

iSd hf'"? r® ftee. It betrayed, and 

would have destroyed. Thou wilt regain thy land in safety, — W years 

yet spared to thee to muse over the past and to redeem it For thy 
future, be thy dream thy guide, and thy tears thy baptism.” ^ 
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CHAPTEE X. 

Quid mirare meas tot in uno corpore formas ? * 

fBOPEETIirS. 

ZAlfONI TO MEJNOUK. 

T P"®°“®--‘heir inexorable prkons. ‘it is 

^ Glyndoa. This, then, 

made that temble connection between their fates which I could not un- 
ravel, but which (till severed as it now is) wrapped Glyndon himself in 
the same cloud that concealed her. In prison 1 in prison! —it is the 
gate of the grave I Her trial, and the inevitable execution that follows 
^ch trials IS the third day from this. The tyrant has fixed all his 
«*emes of slaughter for the 10th of Thermidor. While the deaths of 

i “ Why wonder that I have so many forms in a single body ? " 
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the uBoSending strike awe to the city, Ms satellites are to massacre his 
foes. There is but one hope left, — that the Power which now dooms 
the doomer may render me an instrument to expedite his fall. But two 
days left, — two days ! In all my wealth of time I see but two days; all 
beyond, darkness, solitude ! I may save her yet The tyrant shall fall 
the day before that which he has set apart for slaughter 1 For the first 
time I mix among the broils and stratagems of men, and my mind leaps 
up from my despair, armed and eager for the contest.'" 

A crowd had gathered round the Eue St. Honore,— a young 
man was just arrested by the order of Eobespierre. He was 
known to be in the service of Tallien, that hostile leader in 
the Convention, whom the tyrant had hitherto trembled to 
attack. This incident had therefore produced a greater ex- 
citement than a circumstance so customary as an arrest in 
the Eeign of Terror might he supposed to create, 
the crowd were many friends of Tallien, many foes to the 
tyrant, many weary of beholding the tiger dragging victim 
after victim to its den. Hoarse, foreboding murmurs were 
heard; fierce eyes glared upon the officers as they seized their 
prisoner; and though they did not yet dare openly to resist, 
those in the rear pressed on those behind, and encumbered the 
path of the captive and his captors. The young man 
hard for escape, and, by a violent effort, at last wrenched him- 
self from the grasp. The crowd made way, and closed 
to protect him, as he dived and darted through their ranks ; 
but suddenly the trampling of horses was heard at hand, — the 
savage Henriot and his troop were bearing down upon the 
mob. The crowd gave way in alarm, and the prisoner 
again seized by one of the partisans of the Dictator. At that 
moment a voice whispered the prisoner, “Thou hast a letter, 
on thee, ruins thy last hope. Grive it to me ! 
it to Tallien.” The prisoner turned in amaze, 
read something that encouraged him in the eyes of the stranger 
thus accosted him; the troop were now on the spot; the 
who had seized the prisoner released hold of him for 
to escape the hoofs of the horses; in that moment 
was found, — the stranger had disappeared. 
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At the house of Tallieu the principal foes of the tyrant 
were assembled. Comiaon danger made common fellowship. 
All factions laid aside their feuds for the hour to unite against 
the formidable man who was marching over all factions to his 
gory throne. There, was bold Lecointre, the declared enemy ; 
there, creeping Barrere, who would reconcile all extremes, 
the hero of the cowards 5 Barras, calm and collected 5 Collot 
d’Herbois, breathing wrath and vengeance, and seeing not 
that the crimes of Eobespierre alone sheltered his own. 

The council was agitated and irresolute. The awe which 
the uniform success and the prodigious energy of Eobespierre 
excited still held the greater part under its control, Tallien, 
whom the tyrant most feared, and who alone could give head 
and substance and direction to so many contradictory passions, 
was too sullied by the memory of his own cruelties not to feel 
embarrassed by his position as the champion of mercy. It 
is true,” he said, after an animating harangue fi'om Lecointre, 
^Hhat the Usurper menaces us all; but he is still so beloved 
by his mobs, still so supported by his Jacobins — better delay 
open hostilities till the hour is more ripe. To attempt and not 
succeed is to give us, hound hand and foot, to the guillo- 
tine. Every day his power must decline. Procrastination is 
our best ally — ” While yet speaking, and while yet pro- 
ducing the effect of water on the fire, it was announced that 
a stranger demanded to see him instantly on business that 
brooked no delay. 

, “I am not at leisure,” said the orator, impatiently. The 
servant placed a note on the table. Tallien opened it, and 
found these words in pencil, Erom the prison of Teresa de 
Fontenai.” He turned pale, started up, and hastened to the 
anteroom, where he beheld a face entirely strange to him. 

^‘Hope of France!” said the visitor to him, and the very 
sound of his voice went straight to the heart, “ your vservant 
is arrested in the streets. I have saved your life, and that of 
yonr wife who will be. I bring to you this letter from Teresa 
de Fontenai.” 

Tallien, with a trembling hand, opened the letter, and 
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Am I forever to implore you in vain ? Again and again I say, Lose 
not an hour, if you value my life and your own* My trial and death are 
fixed the third day from this, — the 10th Thermidor. Strike while it is 
yet time, — strike the monster ! — you have two days yet. If you fail, 
if you procrastinate, see me for the last time as I pass your windows to 
the guillotine 1 ” 

^^Her trial will give proof against jou/^ said the stranger; 
^^her death is the herald of your own. Fear not the populace, 
— the pox^ulace would have rescued your servant. Fear not 
Bobespierre, — he gives himself to your hands. To-morrow 
he comes to the Convention; to-morrow you must cast the last 
throw for his head or 3 ^our own.” 

To-morrow he comes to the Couvention! And who are 
you, that know so well what is concealed from me?” 

“A man, like you, who v/ould save the woman he loves*” 

Before Tallien could recover his surprise, the visitor was 
gone. 

Back went the Avenger to his conclave an altered man. “ I 
have heard tidings — no matter what,” he cried, ^‘that have 
changed my purpose. On the 10th we are destined to the 
guillotine. I revoke my counsel for delay. Bobespierre 
comes to the Convention to-morrow ; there we must confront 
and crush him. From the Mountain shall frown against him 
the grim shade of Dantoii; from the Plain shall rise, in their 
bloody cerements, the spectres of Vergniaud and Condorcet. 
Frappons ! 

“ Frappon^ ! ” cried even Barrere, startled into energy by 
the new daring of his colleague. “Frappons! il n’y a que les 
morts qui ne reviennent pas.” 

It was observable (and the fact may be found in one of the 
memoirs of the time) that, during that day and night (the 7th 
Thermidor) a stranger to all the previous events of that stormy 
time was seen in various |.)arts of the city, — in the cafh^ the 
clubs, the haunts of the various factions; that, to the astonish- 
ment and dismay of his hearers, he talked aloud of the crimes 
of Bobespierre, and predicted his coming fall; and as he 
spoke, he stirred up the hearts of men, he loosed the bonds 
of their fear, he inflamed them with unwonted rage and dar- 
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ing. But what surprised them most was, that no voice re- 
plied; no hand was lifted against him; no minion, even of 
the tyrant, cried, ‘‘Arrest the traitor.^’ In that impunity 
men read, as in a book, that the populace had deserted the 
man of blood. 

Once only a fierce, brawny Jacobin sprang up from the table 
at which he sat, drinking deep, and, approaching the stranger, 
said, “ I seize thee, in the name of the Kepublic.” 

“Citizen Aristides,” answered the stranger, in a whisper, 
“go to the lodgings of Eobespierre, — he is from home, — and 
in the left pocket of the vest, which he cast off not an hour 
since, thou wilt find a paper; when thou hast read that, re- 
turn. I will await thee : and if thou wouldst then seize me, 
I will go without a struggle. Look round on those lowering 
brows, touch me now^ and thou wilt be torn to pieces.” 

The Jacobin felt as if compelled to obey against his will. 
He went forth muttering. He returned, the stranger was 
still there: tonnerres,^^ he said to him, “I thank thee; 

the poltroon had my name in his list for the guillotine.” 

With that the Jacobin Aristides sprang upon the table, and 
shouted, “Death to the tyrant! ” 


CHAPTER XI. 

Lb lendemain, 8 Thermidor, Eotespierre se decida h prononcer son fameux 
discours.i — Thiers: Histoire de la Revolution. 

The morning rose, — the Sth of Thermidor (July 26th). 
Eobespierre has gone to the Convention, He has gone, with 
his laboured speech; he has gone, with his phrases of philan- 
thropy and virtue; he has gone to single out his prey. All 
his agents are prepared for his reception; the fierce St. 

^ " The next day, 8 Thermidor, Eobespierre resolved to deliver his celebrated 
discourse.** 
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Just has arrived from the armies, to second his courage and 
inflame his wrath. His ominous apparition prepares the au- 
dience for the crisis. Citizens! ” screeched the shrill voice 
of Eobespierre, others have placed before you flattering pict- 
ures; I come to announce to you useful truths! 

And they attribute to me — to me alone! — whatever of harsh 
or evil is committed; it is Eobespierre who wishes it; it is 
Eobespierre who ordains it. Is there a new tax? — it is Eo- 
bespierre who ruins you. They call me tyrant! — and why? 
Because I have acquired some influence; but how? In speak- 
ing truth; and who pretends that truth is to be without force 
in the mouth of the Eepresentatives of the French people? 
Doubtless Truth has its power, its rage, its despotism, its 
accents, touching, terrible, which resound in the pure heart, 
as in the guilty conscience, and which Falsehood can no more 
imitate than Salmoneus could forge the thunderbolts of Heaven. 
What am I whom they accuse? A slave of liberty, — a living 
martyr of the Eepublic; the victim, as the enemy of crime! 
All ruffianism affronts me; and actions legitimate in others 
are crimes in me. It is enough to know me to he calumniated. 
It is in my very zeal that they discover my guilt. Take from 
me my conscience, and I should he the most miserable of 
men! ” 

He paused; and Couthon wiped his eyes, and St. Just 
murmured applause, as with stern looks he gazed on the re- 
bellious Mountain; and there was a dead, mournful, and chill- 
ing silence through the audience. The touching sentiment 
woke no echo. 

The orator cast his eyes around. Ho! he will soon arouse 
that apathy. He proceeds : he praises, he pitieS; himself, no 
more. He denounces, he accuses. Over-flooded with his 
venom, he vomits it forth on all. At home, abroad, finances, 
war, — ^on all! Shriller and sharper rose his voice, — 

A conspiracy exists against the Public Liberty. It owes 
its strength to a criminal coalition in the very bosom of the 
Convention; it has accomplices in the bosom of the Committee 
of Public Safety. . . . What is the remedy to this evil? To 
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punish the traitors; to purify this committee; to crush all 
factions by the weight of the National Authority; to raise 
upon their ruins the power of Liberty and Justice. Such are 
the principles of that Keform. Must I be ambitious to pro- 
fess them? Then the principles are proscribed, and tyranny 
reigns amongst us ! For what can you object to a man who is 
in the right, and has, at least, this knowledge,— he knows 
how to die for his native land! I am made to combat crime, 
and not to govern it. The time, alas! is not yet arrived 
when men of worth can serve with impunity their country. 
So long as the knaves rule, the defenders of liberty will be 
only the proscribed.” 

For two hours through that cold and gloomy audience 
shrilled the Death-sx)eech, In silence it began, in silence 
closed. The enemies of the orator were afraid to express 
resentment: they knew not yet the exact balance of power. 
His partisans were afraid to approve; they knew not whom 
of their own friends and relations the accusations were de- 
signed to single forth. ‘‘Take care! ” whispered each to each, 
“it is thou whom he threatens.” But silent though the audi- 
ence, it was, at the first, well-nigh subdued. There was still 
about this terrible man the spell of an overmastering will. 
Always — though not what is called a great orator — resolute 
and sovereign in the use of words, words seemed as things 
when uttered by one who with a nod moved the troops of 
Henriot, and influenced the judgment of Bene Dumas, grim 
3?^iesident of the Tribunal. Lecointre of Versailles rose, and 
there was an anxious movement of attention; for Lecointre 
was one of the fiercest foes of the tyrant. What was the dis- 
may of the Tallien faction, what the complacent smile of Coii- 
thon, when Lecointre demanded only that the oration should 
be printed? All seemed paralyzed. At length, Bourdon de 
POise, whose name was doubly marked in the black list of 
the Dictator, stalked to the tribune, and moved the bold coun- 
ter-resolution, that the speech should be referred to the two 
Committees whom that very speech accused. Still no ap- 
plause from the conspirators; they sat torpid as frozen men. 
The shrinking Barrere, ever on the prudent side, looked round 
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before he rose. He riseSj and sides with Lecointre! Then 
Gouthoii seized the ocjcas ion, and from his seat (a privilege 
permitted alone to the paralytic philanthropist),^ and with 
bis melodious voice, sought only to convert the crisis into a 
triumph. 

He demanded, not only that the harangue should be printed, 
but sent to all the communes and all the armies. It was ne- 
cessary to soothe a wronged and ulcerated heart. Deputies the 
most faithful had been accused of shedding blood. ‘^Ah! if 
he had contributed to the death of one innocent man, he should 
immolate himself with grief/*’ Beautiful tenderness I — and 
while he spoke, he fondled the spaniel in his bosom. Bravo, 
Oouthon ! Eobespierre triumphs ! The Eeign of Terror shall 
endure ! The old submission settles dove-like back in the as- 
sembly ! They vote the printing of the Death-speech, and its 
transmission to all the municipalities. From the benches of 
the Mountain, Tallien, alarmed, dismayed, impatient, and in- 
dignant, cast his gaze where sat the strangers admitted to 
hear the debates ; and, suddenly, he met the eyes of the Un- 
known who had brought to him the letter from Teresa de 
Fontenai, the preceding day. The eyes fascin^ed him as he 
gazed. In after times, he often said that their regard, fixed, 
earnest, half -reproachful, and yet cheering and triumphant, 
filled him with new life and courage. They spoke to his 
heart as the trumpet speaks to the war-horse. He moved 
from his seatj he whispered with his allies 5 the spirit he had 
drawn in was contagious; the men whom Eobespierre espe- 
cially had denounced, and -who saw the sword hanging over 
their heads, woke from their torpid trance. Vadier, Gambon, 
Billaud-Yareimes, Fanis, Amar, rose at once, — all at once 
demanded speech. Vadier is first heard, the rest succeed. It 
burst forth, the Mountain, with its fires and consuming lava I 
flood upon flood they rush, a legion of Ciceros upon the star- 
tled Catiline I Eobespierre falters; hesitates; would qualify, 

1 M. Thiers in Ms History, rol. iv. p. 79, makes a curious blunder • he says, 
"Couthon dance a la tribune” (Couthon darted towards the Tribune). 
Poor Couthon ! whose half body was dead, and who was always wheeled in 
his chair into the Convention, and spoke sitting. 
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retract. They gather new courage from his new fears; they 
interrupt him; they drown his voice; they demand the re- 
versal of the motion. Amar moves again that the speech be 
referred to tire Committees, — to the Committees — to his ene- 
mies! Confusion, and noise, and clamour I Eobespierre wraps 
himself in silent and superb disdain. Pale, defeated, but not 
yet destroyed, he stands, a storm in the midst of storm I 
The motion is carried. All men foresee in that defeat the 
Dictator’s downfall. A solitary cry rose from the galleries; 
It was caught up; it circled through the hall, the audience: 

A bas le tyrant! Vive la Eepublicjuo ! ” ^ 


CHAPTER XII. 

Anp^s d’nn corps aussi avili qne la Convention il restait des chances pour 
que Robespierre sortit vainquenr de cette lutte.“— Lacebtelle, vol. xii. 

As Robespierre left the hall, there was a dead and ominous 
silence in the crowd without. The herd in every country side 
wito success, and the rats run from the falling tower. But 

obespierre, who wanted courage, never wanted pride, and 
the last often supplied the place of the first. Thoughtfully 
and with an impenetrable brow, he passed through the throng,’ 
leaning on St. Just, Payan and his brother following him. 

As they got into the open space, Robespierre abruptly broke 
the silence. 

How many heads were to fall upon the tenth? ” 

^'Eighty/' replied Payan. 

“Ah, we must not tarry so long; a day may lose an empire; 
terrorism must serve us yet!” 

He was silent a few moments, and his eyes roved suspi- 
ciously through the street. 

> “ Down with the tyrant ! Hurrah for the Republic ! ” 

Convention there still remained some 
chances that Eobespierre would come off victor in the struggle.” 
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‘^St. Jnst/^ lie said abruptly, ^‘tliey have not found this 
Englishman, whose revelations or whose trial would have 
crushed the Ainars and the Talliens. No, no! my Jacobins 
themselves are growing dull and blind. But they have seized 
a woman, — only a woman 

woman^s hand stabbed Marat,” said St. Just. Eobes- 
pierre stopped short, and breathed hard. 

‘^St. Just,” said he, “when this peril is past, we will found 
the Eeign of Peace. There shall be homes and gardens set 
apart for the old. David is already designing the porticos. 
Virtuous men shall be appointed to instruct the young. All 
vice and disorder shall be exterminated; no, no! only 
banished ! We must not die yet. Posterity cannot judge us 
till our work is done. We have recalled U&re Supreme; we 
must now remodel this corrupted world. All shall be love 
and brotherhood; and — ho! Simon! Simon! hold! Your 
pencil, St. Just ! ” and Eobespierre wrote hastily. “This to 
Citizen President Dumas. Go with it quick, Simon. These 
eighty heads must fall to-morrow ^ — to-morrow ^ Simon. Dumas 
will advance their trial a day. I will write to Fouquier-Tin- 
ville, the public accuser. We meet at the Jacobins, to-night, 
Simon; there we will denounce the Convention itself; there 
we rally round us the last friends of liberty and France.” 

A shout was heard in the distance behind, — “Vive la 
r^publique! ” 

The ty^ant^s eye shot a vindictive gleam. “The republic ! 
-—faugh ! We did not destroy the throne of a thousand years 
ioT theht canaille / 

The trialy the execution of the victims is advanced a day ! 
By the aid of the mysterious intelligence that had guided and 
animated him hitherto, Zanoni learned that his arts had been 
in vain. He knew that Viola was safe, if she could but sur- 
vive an hour the life of the tyrant. He knew that Eobes- 
pierre^s hours were numbered; that the 10th of Thermidor, 
on which he had originally designed the execution of his last 
victims, would see himself at the sca'ffold. Zanoni had toiled, 
had schemed for the fall of the Butcher and his reign. To 
what end? A single word from the tyrant had baffled the re- 
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suit of all. The executioa of Viola is advanced a day. Vain 
s^r, who wouldst make thyself the instrument of the Eternal 
t e very dangers that now beset the tyrant but expedite the 
doom of hrs victims ! To-morrow, eighty heads, and hers 
whose pillow has been thy heart! To-morrow 1 and Maxi- 
nnlien is safe to-night ! 


CHAPTER XIIL 

Ebde mag zuriick in Erde stauben, 

Eliegt der Geist doch ans dein morseben Hans : 

Seine Asche mag der Sturmwiud treiben, 

Sein Leben dauert ewig aus ! ^ 

Elegie. 

already twilight. One after one, 
the gentle stars come smiling through the heaven. The Seine 
in Its slow waters, yet trembles with the last kiss of the rosy 
day, and still, m the blue sky, gleams the spii-e of Notre 
Dame; and still in the blue sky looms the guillotine by the 

^rr f ^ building, once 

bt th^Th T 1 ^reres-Frecheurs, known 

hL thdr club^?r" new Jacobins 

Old their club. There, in that oblong hall, once the librarv 

fl 1 ' tribunes, raised at either end contain 

he lees and dregs of the atrocious populace,- the maiorTv S 
that audience consisting of the fui-ies of the guillotine (fiiVs 

of the mn P *be chair long preserved by the piety 

the monks as the relic of Saint Thomas Aquinas ? Abow 
^13 seat scowls the harsh bust of Brutus. An iriamp t j 
ranches, scatter over the vast room a murky fulio'inous 
ray, beneath the light of which the fierce faces of that Pan- 

Wh foxer».« ® may scatter hie ashes; his being en- 


ZANONI, 


389 


demonium seem more griia and haggard* There, from the 
orator^s tribune, shrieks the shrill wrath of Eobespierre ! 

Meanwhile, all is chaos, disorder, half daring, and half 
cowardice, in the Committee of his foes. Eumours fly from 
street to street, from haunt to haunt, from house to house. 
The swallows flit low, and the cattle group together before the 
storm. And above this roar of the lives and things of the 
little hour, alone in his chamber stood he on whose starry 
youth — symbol of the imperishable bloom of the calm Ideal 
amidst the mouldering Actual — the clouds of ages had rolled 
in vain. 

All those exertions which ordinary wit and courage could 
suggest had been tried in vain. All such exertions were in 
vain, where, in that Saturnalia of death, a life was the object. 
Nothing but the fall of Eobespierre could have saved his vic- 
tims; now, too late, that fall would only serve to avenge. 

Once more, in that last agony of excitement and despair, 
the Seer had plunged into solitude, to iuvoke again the aid or 
counsel of those mysterious intermediates between earth and 
Heaven who had renounced the intercourse of the spirit when 
subjected to the common bondage of the mortal. In the in- 
tense desire and anguish of his heart, perhaps, lay a power 
not yet called forth; for who has not felt that the sharpness 
of extreme grief cuts and grinds away many of those strongest 
bonds of infirmity and doubt which bind down the souls of 
men to the cabined darkness of the'hour; and that from the 
cloud and thunderstorm often swoops the Olympian eagle that 
can ravish ns aloft? 

And the invocation was heard, — the bondage of sense was 
rent away from the visual mind. He looked, and saw — no, 
not the being he had called, with its limbs of light and un- 
utterably tranquil smile, — not his familiar Adon-Ai, the Son 
of Glory and the Star — but the Evil Omen, the dark Chimera, 
the implacable Foe, with exultation and malice burning in its 
hell-lit eyes. The Spectre, no longer cowering and retreat- 
ing into shadow, rose before him, gigantic and erect; the face, 
whose veil no mortal hand had ever raised, was still concealed, 
but the form was more distinct, corporeal, and cast from it, as 
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an atmosphere, horror and rage and awe. As an iceberg, the 
breath of that presence froze the air; as a cloud, it filled the 
chamber, and blackened the stars from heaven. 

*‘Lo! ” said its voice, “I am here once more. Thou hast 
robbed me of a meaner prey. How exorcise thysdf horn mj 
power! Thy life has left thee, to live in the heart of a 
daughter of the charnel and the worm. In that life I come 
to thee with my inexorable tread. Thou art returned to the 
Threshold, — thou, whose steps have trodden the verges of the 
Infinite ! And as the goblin of its fantasy seizes on a child in 
the dark, mighty one, who wouldst conq[uer Death, I seize 
on thee! ” 

“ Back to thy thraldom, slave ! If thou art come to the voice 
that called thee not, it is again not to command, but to obey ! 
Thou, from whose whisper I gained the boons of the lives 
lovelier and dearer than my own; thou — T command thee, not 
by spell and charm, but by the force of a soul mightier than 
the malice of thy being — thou serve me yet, and speak again 
the secret that can rescue the lives thou hast, by permission 
of the Universal Master, permitted me to retain a while in 
the temple of the clay!” 

Brighter and more devouringly burned the glare from those 
lurid eyes ; more visible and colossal yet rose the dilating 
shape; a yet fiercer and more disdainful hate spoke in the 
voice that answered, “Didst thou think that my boon would 
be other than thy curse? Happy for thee liadst thou mourned 
over the deaths which come by the gentle hand of Nature! 
hadst thou never known how the name of mother consecrates 
the face of Beauty, and never, bending over thy first-born, 
felt the imperishable sweetness of a father love! They are 
saved, for what, — the mother, for the death of violence and 
shame and blood, for the doomsman’s hand to put aside that 
shining hair which has entangled thy bridegroom kisses ; the 
child, first and last of thine offspring, in whom thou didst 
hope to found a race that should hear with thee the music of 
celestial harps, and float, by the side of thy familiar, Adon-Ai, 
through the azure rivers of joy, — the child, to live on a few 
days, m a burial vault, a thing of the loathsome 
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dungeon, dying of cruelty and neglect and famine. Ha! hal 
thou who wouldst baffle Death, learn how the deathless die if 
they dare to love the mortal. l^Tow, Chaldsean, behold my 
boons! Now I seize and wrap thee with the pestilence of my 
presence; now, evermore, till thy long race is run, mine eyes 
shall glow into thy brain, and mine arms shall clasp thee, 
>vhen thou wouldst take the wings of the Morning, and flee 
from the embrace of Night! ” 

tell thee, no! And again I compel thee, speak and an- 
swer to the lord who can command his slave, I know, though 
my lore fails me, and the reeds on which I leaned pierce my 
side,— I know yet that it is written that the life of which I 
question can be saved from the headsman. Thou wrappest 
her future in the darkness of thy shadow, but thou canst not 
shape it. Thou mayst foreshow the antidote; thou canst not 
effect the bane. From thee I wring the secret, though it tor- 
ture thee to name it. I approach thee, I look dauntless into 
thine eyes. The soul that loves can dare all things. Shadow, 
I defy thee, and compel! ” 

The spectre waned and recoiled. Like a vapour that les- 
sens as the sun pierces and pervades it, the form shrank cow- 
ering and dwarfed in the dimmer distance, and through the 
casement again rushed the stars. 

“Yes,” said the Voice, with a faint and hollow accent, 
“thou canst save her from the headsman; for it is written 
that sacrifice can save. Ha! ha! ” And the shape again sud- 
denly dilated into the gloom of its giant stature, and its 
ghastly laugh exulted, as if the Foe, a moment baffled, had 
regained its might. “Ha! ha! Thou canst save her life, if 
thou wilt sacrifice thine own! Is it for this thou hast lived 
on through crumbling empires and countless generations of 
thy race? At last shall Death reclaim thee? Wouldst thou 
save her, — die for her ? Fall, 0 stately column, over which 
stars yet unformed may gleam ; fall, that the herb at thy base 
may drink a few hours longer the sunlight and the dews! 
Silent! Art thou ready for the sacrifice? See, the moon 
moves up through Heaven. Beautiful and wise one, wilt 
thou bid her smile to-morrow on thy headless clay? ” 
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‘^Back! for my soul, in answering tliee from depths where 
thou canst not hear it, has regained its glory j and I hear the 
wings of Adon-Ai gliding musical through the air.^^ 

He spoke; and with a low shriek of baffled rage and hate, 
the Thing was gone, and through the room rushed, luminous 
and sudden, the presence of silvery light. 

As the heavenly visitor stood in the atmosphere of his own 
lustre, and looked upon the face of the Theurgist with an 
aspect of ineffable tenderness and love, all space seemed 
lighted from his smile. Along the blue air without, from 
that chamber in which his wings had halted to the farthest 
star in the azure distance, it seemed as if the track of his 
flight were visible, by a lengthened splendour in the air, like 
the column of moonlight on the sea. Like the flower that 
diffuses perfume as the very breath of its life, so the emana- 
tion of that presence was joy. Over the world, as a million 
times swifter than light, than electricity, the Son of Glory had 
sped his way to the side of love, his wings had scattered delight 
as the morning scatters dew. For that brief moment. Poverty 
had ceased to mourn, Disease fled from its prey, and Hope 
breathed a dream of Heaven into the darkness of despair. 

^‘Thou art right,” said the melodious Voice. ^^Thy courage 
has restored thy power. Once more, in the haunts of earth, 
thy soul charms me to thy side. Wiser now, in the moment 
when thou comprehendest Death, than when thy unfettered 
spirit learned the solemn mystery of Life, the human affec- 
tions that thralled and humbled thee a while bring to thee, in 
these last hours of thy mortality, the sublimest heritage of 
thy race, — the eternity that commences from the grave.” 

‘^0 Adon-Ai,” said the Chaldsean, as, circumfused in the 
splendour of the visitant, a glory more radiant than human 
beauty settled round his form, and seemed already to belong 
to the eternity of which the Bright One spoke, “ as men, be- 
fore they die, see and comprehend the enigmas hidden from 
them before,^ so in this hour, when the sacrifice of self to an- 

1 The greatest poet, and one of the noblest thinkers, of the last age, said, 
<m his death-bed, ** Many things obscure to me before now clear up, and be- 
come visible." — See the ** Li|e of Schiller." 
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other brings the course of ages to its goal^ I see the littleness 
of Life^ compared to the Majesty of Death; but oh, Divine 
Consoler, even here, even in thy presence, the aifeetions that 
inspire me sadden. To leave behind me in this bad world, 
unaided, unprotected, those for whom I die, — the wife, the 
child! — oh, speak comfort to me in this!” 

^^And what,” said the visitor, with a slight accent of re- 
proof in the tone of celestial pity,- — “what, with all thy wis- 
dom and thy starry secrets, with all thy empire of the past, 
and thy visions of the future, — what art thou to the All- 
Directing and Omniscient? Canst thou yet imagine that thy 
presence on earth can give to the hearts thou lovest the shel- 
ter which the humblest take from the wings of the Presence 
that lives in Heaven? Fear not thou for their future. 
Whether, thou live or die, their future is the care of the Most 
High! In the dungeon and on the scaffold looks everlasting 
the Eye of Him, tenderer than thou to love, wiser than thou 
to guide, mightier than thou to save! ” 

Zanoni bowed his head, and when he looked up again the 
last shadow had left his brow. The visitor was gone; but 
still the glory of his presence seemed to shine upon the spot; 
still the solitary air seemed to murmur with tremulous de- 
light. And thus ever shall it be with those who have once, 
detaching themselves utterly from life, received the visit of 
the Angel Faith. Solitude and space retain the splendour, 
and it settles like a halo round their graves. 
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‘^Back! for my soul, in answering thee from depths where 
thou canst not hear it, has regained its glory; and I hear the 
wings of Adon-Ai gliding musical through the air.’’ 

He spoke; and with a low shriek of baffled rage and hate, 
the Thing was gone, and through the room rushed, luminous 
and sudden, the presence of silvery light. 

As the heavenly visitor stood in the atmosphere of his own 
lustre, and looked upon the face of the Theurgist with an 
aspect of ineffable tenderness and love, all space seemed 
lighted from his smile. Along the bine air without, from 
that chamber in which his wings had halted to the farthest 
star in the azure distance, it seemed as if the track of his 
flight were visible, by a lengthened splendour in the air, like 
the column of moonlight on the sea. Like the flower that 
diffuses perfume as the very breath of its life, so the emana- 
tion of that presence was joy. Over the world, as a million 
times swifter than light, than electricity, the Son of Glory had 
sped his way to the side of love, his wings had scattered delight 
as the morning scatters dew. For that brief moment, Poverty 
had ceased to mourn, Disease fled from its prey, and Hope 
breathed a dream of Heaven into the darkness of despair. 

^‘Thou art right,” said the melodious Voice. “Thy courage 
has restored thy power. Once more, in the haunts of earth, 
thy soul charms me to thy side. Wiser now, in the moment 
when thou comprehendest Death, than when thy unfettered 
spirit learned the solemn mystery of Life, the human affec- 
tions that thralled and humbled thee a while bring to thee, in 
these last hours of thy mortality, the sublimest heritage of 
thy race, — the eternity that commences from the grave.” 

“0 Adon-Ai,” said the Ghaldsean, as, circumfused in the 
splendour of the visitant, a glory more radiant than human 
beauty settled round his form, and seemed already to belong 
to the eternity of which the Bright One spoke, “as men, be- 
fore they die, see and comprehend the enigmas hidden from 
them before,^ so in this hour, when the sacrifice of self to an- 

i The greatest poet, and one of the noblest thinkers, of the last age, said, 
imhis death-bed, ''Many things obscure to me before now clear up, and be- 
come visible/' -r- See the " Life of Schiller.” 
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other brings tlie course of ages to its goal, I see the littleness 
of Life, compared to the Majesty of Death 5 but oh, Divine 
Consoler, even here, even in thy presence, the aftectioiis that 
inspire me sadden. To leave behind me in this bad world, 
unaided, unprotected, those for whom I die, — the wife, the 
child! — oh, speak comfort to me in this!^’ 

‘^And what,’’ said the visitor, with a sUght accent of re- 
proof in the tone of celestial pity,— ‘%hat, with all thy wis- 
dom and thy starry secrets, with all thy empire of the past, 
and thy visions of the future, — what art thou to the All- 
Directing and Omniscient? Oanst thou yet imagine that thy 
presence on earth can give to the hearts thou lovest the shel- 
ter which the humblest take from the wings of the Presence 
that lives in Heaven? Fear not thou for their future. 
Whether thou live or die, their future is the care of the Most 
High! In the dungeon and on the scaffold looks everlasting 
the Eye of Him, tenderer than thou to love, wiser than thou 
to guide, mightier than thou to save ! ” 

Zanoni bowed his head, and when he looked up again the 
last shadow had left his brow. The visitor was gone; but 
still the glory of his presence seemed to shine upon the spot; 
still the solitary air seemed to murmur with tremulous de- 
light. And thus ever shall it be with those who have once, 
detaching themselves utterly from life, received the visit of 
the Angel Faith. Solitude and space retain the splendour, 
and it settles like a halo round their graves. 






CHAPTER XIV, 


Dxnn zur Biumenflur dex Sterne 
Aufgeschauet Hebewarm 
Eass' ihn freundlich Arm in x\rm 
Trag’ ilm in die blaue Feme. 


Uhland : An den Tod. 


Then towards the Garden of the Star 
Lift up thine aspect warm with love, 

And, friendlike linked through space afar, 

Mount with him, arm in arm, above. 

Uhland : Poem to Death. 


He stood upon the lofty balcony that overlooked the quiet 
city. Though afar the fiercest passions of men were at work 
on the web of strife and doom, all that gave itself to his view 
was calm and still in the rays of the summer moon, for his 
soul was rapt from man and man’s narrow sphere, and only 
the serener glories of creation were present to the vision of 
the seer. There he stood, alone and thoughtful, to take the 
last farewell of the wondrous life that he had known. * 
Coursing through the fields of space, he beheld the gossa-^ 
mer shapes, whose choral Joys his spirit had so often shared. 
There, group upon group, they circled in the starry silence, 
multiform in the unimaginable beauty of a being fed by am- 
brosial dews and serenest Tight. In his trance, all the uni- 
verse stretched visible beyond; in the green valleys afar, lie 
saw the dances of the fairies in the bowels of the mountains, 
he beheld the race that breathe the lurid air of the volcanoes, 
and hide from the light of heaven on every leaf in the num- 
berless forests; in every drop of the unmeasured seas, he 
surveyed its separate and swarming world; far up, in the 
farthest blue, he saw orb upon orb ripening into shape, and 
planets starting from the central fire, to run their day of ten 
thousand years. Eor everywhere in creation is the breath of 
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tlie Creator, and in every spot where the breath breathes is 
life! And alone, in the distance, the lonely man beheld 
his Magian brother. There, at work with his numbers and 
his cabala, amidst the wrecks of Eome, passionless and calm, 
sat in his cell the mystic Mejnour, — living on, living ever 
while the world lasts, indifferent whether his knowledge pro- 
duces weal or woe ; a mechanical agent of a more tender and 
a wiser Will, that guides every spring to its inscrutable de- 
signs. Living on, living ever, as Science that cares alone 
for knowledge, and halts not to consider how knowledge ad- 
vances happiness ; how Human Improvement, rushing through 
civilization, crushes in its march all who cannot grapple to its 
wheels;^ ever,' with its cabala and its numbers, lives on to 
change, in its bloodless movements, the face of the habitable 
world! 

And, “ Oh, farewell to life ! murmured the glorious dreamer. 

Sweet, 0 life! hast thou been to me. How fathomless thy 
joys! how rapturously has my soul bounded forth upon the 
upward paths! To him who forever renews his youth in the 
clear fount of Nature, how exquisite is the mere happiness to 
he I Farewell, ye lamps of heaven, and ye million tribes, the 
Populace of Air. Not a mote in the beam, not an herb on the 
mountain, not a pebble on the shore, not a seed far blown 
into the wilderness, but contributed to the lore that sought 
in all the true principle of life, — the Beautiful, the Joyous, 
the Immortal. To others, a land, a city, a hearth, has been 
a home*, my home has been wherever the intellect could 
pierce, or the spirit could breathe the air.^^ 

He paused, and through the immeasurable space, his eyes 
and his heart, penetrating the dismal dungeon, rested on his 

^ You colonize the lands of the savage with the Anglo-Saxon, you civilize 
that portion of the earth ; but is the savage civilized ** He is exterminated ! 
You accumulate machinery, you increase the total of wealth ; but what be- 
comes of the labour you displace ? One generation is sacrificed to the next. 
You diffuse knowledge — and the world seems to grow brighter; but Discon- 
tent at Poverty replaces Ignorance, happy with its crust. Every improve- 
ment, every advancement in civilization, injures some to benefit others, and 
either cherishes the want of to-day, or prepares the revolution of to-mor- 
tow.— Stephen Montague. 
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child. He saw it slumbering in the arms of the pale mother, 
and his soul spoke to the sleeping soul, Forgive me, if my 
desire was sin; I dreamed to have reared and nurtured thee 
to the divinest destinies my visions could foresee; betimes, 
as the mortal part was strengthened against disease, to have 
purified the spiritual from every sin; to have led thee, 
heaven upon heaven, through the holy ecstasies which make 
up the existence of the orders that dwell on high; to have 
formed, from thy sublime affections, the pure and ever living 
communication between thy mother and myself. The dream 
was but a dream — it is no more! In sight myself of the 
grave, I feel, at last, that through the portals of the grave lies 
the true initiation into the holy and the wise. Beyond those 
portals I await ye both, beloved pilgrims! ” 

From his numbers and his cabala, in his cell, amidst the 
wrecks of Eome, Mejnour, startled, looked up, and, through 
the spirit, felt that the spirit of his distant friend addressed 
him, 

^‘Fare thee well forever upon this earth! Thy last com- 
panion forsakes thy side. Thine age survives the youth of 
all; and the Final Day shall find thee still the contemplator 
of our tombs. I go with my free will into the land of dark- 
ness; but new suns and systems blaze around us from the 
grave. I go where the souls of those for whom I resign the 
clay shall be my co-mates through eternal youth. At last, I 
recognize the true ordeal and the real victory. Mejnour, cast 
down thy elixir; lay by thy load of years! Wherever the 
soul can wander, the Eternal Soul of all things protects it 
still! 


2AH0MI 


897 


CHAPTER XV. 

iLft ne veuient plus perdre un moment d^une nuit si precieuse.^ 

Lacretelle, vol. xii. 

It was late that night, and Eene-EranQois Dumas, President 
of the Revolutionary Tribunal, had re-entered his cabinet, on 
his return from the Jacobin club. With him were two men 
who might be said to represent the one the moral, the other 
the physical force of the Reign of Terror, — Pouquier-Tinville, 
the public Accuser, and Pran9ois Henriot, the General of the 
Parisian National Guard. This formidable triumvirate were 
assembled to debate on the proceedings of the next day; and 
the three sister-witches, over their hellish caldron, were 
scarcely animated by a more fiend-like spirit, or engaged in 
more execrable designs, than these three heroes of the Revo- 
lution in their premeditated massacre of the morrow. 

Dumas was but little altered in appearance since, in the 
earlier part of this narrative, he was presented to the reader, 
except that his manner was somewhat more short and severe, 
and his eye yet more restless. But he seemed almost a supe- 
rior being by the side of his associates. R<^n^ Dumas, born of 
respectable 'parents and well-educated, despite his ferocity 
was not without a certain refinement, which perhaps rendered 
him the more acceptable to the precise and formal Robes- 
pierre.^ But Henriot had been a lackey, a thief, a spy of 
the police; he had drunk the blood of Madame de Lamballe, 
and had risen to his present rank for no quality but his ruf- 
fianism. And Pouquier-Tinville, the son of a provincial agri- 
culturist, and afterwards a clerk at the Bureau of the Police, 

^ would not loss another moment of so precious a night/' 

a Dumas was a beau in his way. His gala dress was a hlood-red coat^ with 
vaMm. 
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was little less base in bis manners, and yet more, from a 
certain loathsome buffoonery, revolting in his speech j bull- 
headed, with black, sleek hair, with a narrow and livid fore- 
head, with small eyes, that twinkled with a sinister malice 5 
strongly and coarsely built, he looked what he was, — the au- 
dacious bully of a lawless and relentless Bar, 

Dumas trimmed the candles, and bent over the list of the 
victims for the morrow. 

‘‘It is a long catalogue, said the President; “eighty trials 
for one day! And Kobespierre^s orders to despatch the whole 
fournee are unequivocal.’^ 

“Pooh!” said Pouquier, with a coarse, loud laugh, “we 
must try them en masse. I know how to deal with our jury. 
‘Je pense, citoyens, que vous etes convaincus du crime des 
accuses? ’ ^ Ha 1 ha 1 — the longer the list, the shorter the 
work.” 

“Oh, yes,” growled out Henriot, with an oath, — as usual, 
half drunk, and lolling on his chair, with his spurred heels 
on the table, — “little Tinville is the man for despatch,” 

“Citizen Henriot,” said Dumas, gravely, “permit me to 
request thee to select another footstool; and for the rest, let 
me warn thee that to-morrow is a critical and important day, 
— one that will decide the fate of Prance.” 

“ A fig for little Prance ! ‘Vive le vertueux Eobespierre, la 
colonne de la Eepublique!’ ® Plague on this talking; it is dry 
work. Hast thou no eau de vie in that little cupboard? ” 

Dumas and Pouquier exchanged looks of disgust. Dumas 
shrugged his shoulders, and replied, — 

“It is to guard thee against eau de vie, Citizen General 
Henriot, that I have requested thee to meet me here. Listen, 
if thou canst ! ” 

“ Oh, talk away I thy mUier is to talk, mine to fight and to 
drink.” 

“ To-morrow, I tell thee then, the populace will be abroad ; 
all factions will be astir. It is probable enough that they will 
even seek to arrest our tumbrils on their way to the guillotine. 

^ I think, citizens, that yon^ are convinced of the crime of the accused ” 

« “ Long life to the virtuous Kobespierre, — the pillar of the BepubKc/* : 
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Have thy men armed and ready; keep the streets clear; cut 
down without mercy whomsoever may obstruct the ways.^’ 
understand; ” said Henriot, striking his sword so loudly 
that Dumas half started at the clank, — “Black Henriot is no 
Hndulgent.^’’ 

“Look to it then, citizen, — look to it! And hark thee,” he 
added, with a grave and sombre brow, “if thou wouldst keep 
thine own head on thy shoulders, beware of the eau de vie” 

“ My own head ! Sacre mille tonnevves / dost thou threaten 
the General of the Parisian army?” 

Dumas, like Bobespierre, a precise, atrabilious, and arro- 
gant man, was about to retort, when the craftier Tinville laid 
his hand on his arm, and, turning to the general, said, “My 
dear Henriot, thy dauntless republicanism, which is too ready 
to give offence, must learn to take a reprimand from the rep- 
resentative of Eepublican Law. Seriously, mon cher, thou 
must be sober for the next three or four days; after the crisis 
is over, thou and I will drink a bottle together. Come, 
Dumas, relax thine austerity, and shake hands with our 
friend, quarrels amongst ourselves!” 

Dumas hesitated, and extended his hand, which the ruffian 
clasped; and maudlin tears succeeding his ferocity, he half 
sobbed, half hiccupped forth his protestations of civism and 
his promises of sobriety. 

“Well, we depend on thee, mon G4neral,” said Dumas; 
“ and now, since we shall all have need of vigour for to-morrow, 
go home and sleep soundly.” 

“Yes, I forgive thee, Dumas, — I forgive thee. I am not 
vindictive — I! but still, if a man threatens me, if a man 
insults me ” — and, with the quick changes of intoxication, 
again his eyes gleamed fire through their foul tears. With 
some difficulty Fouquier succeeded at last in soothing the 
brute, and leading him from the chamber. But still, as some 
wild beast disappointed of a prey, he growled and snarled, as 
his heavy tread descended the stairs. A tall trooper, mounted, 
was leading Henriot’s horse to and fro the street; and as the 
general waited at the porch till his attendant turned, a 
stranger stationed by the wall accosted him, — 
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^‘General Henriot, I Have desired to speak with thee. Hex' 
to Eobespierre, tbou art or shouldst be the most powerful maL 
iu France.^’ 

“Hem! yes, I ought to be. Wbat then? Every man Has 
not Ms deserts.” 

“Hist!” said the stmnger; “tby pay is scarcely suitable to 
thy rank and thy wants,” 

“That is true.” 

“Even in a revolution a man takes care of his fortunes! ” 

^^DiahU! speak out, citizen.” 

“I have a thousand pieces of gold with me, — they are thine 
if thou wilt grant me one small favour.” 

“Citizen, I grant it! ” said Henriot, waving his hand majes- 
tically. “Is it to denounce some rascal who has offended 
thee? ” 

“Ho; it is simply this, — write these words to President 
Dumas: ^ Admit the bearer to thy presence; and if thou eanst 
grant him the request he will make to thee, it will be an in- 
estimable obligation to Erangois Henriot.’ ” The stranger, as 
he spoke, placed pencil and tablets in the shaking hands of 
the soldier, 

“And where is the gold?” 

“Here.” 

With some difficulty, Henriot scrawled the words dictated 
to him, clutched the gold, mounted his horse, and was gone. 

Meanwhile Eouquier, when he had closed the door upon 
Henriot, said sharply, “How canst thou be so mad as to in- 
cense that brigand? Knowest thou not that our laws are 
nothing without the physical force of the Hational Guard, 
and that he is their leader?” 

“I know this, — that Eobespierre must have been mad to 
place that drunkard at their head; and mark my words, 
Eouquier, if the struggle come, it is that man’s incapacity 
and cowardice that will destroy us. Yes, thou mayst live 
thyself to accuse thy beloved Eobespierre, and to perish in 
Ms fall.” 

' “For all that, we must keep well with Henriot till we can 
find the occasion to seize and behead Mm. To be sa% we- 
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must fawn on those who are still in power; and fawn the 
more the more we would depose them. Do not think this 
Henriot; when he wakes to-morrow^ will forget thy threats. 
He is the most revengeful of human beings. Thou must send 
and soothe him in the morning ! 

‘^Bight/^ said Dumas, convinced. “I was too hasty; and 
now I think we have nothing further to do, since* we have 
arranged to make short work with our fournie of to-morrow. 
I see in the list a knave I have long marked out, though his 
crime once j)rocured me a legacy, — hTioot, the Hebertist.^^ 

^^And young Andre Chenier, the poet? Ah, I forgot; we 
beheaded him to-day! Eevolutionary virtue is at its acme. 
His own brother abandoned him! ’’^ 

There is a foreigner — an Italian woman — in the list; but 
I can find no charge made out against her.” 

“All the same we must execute her, for the sake of the 
round number; eighty sounds better than seventy -nine! ” 

Here a huissier brought a paper, on which was written the 
request of Henriot. 

“Ah, this is fortunate,” said Tinville, to whom Dumas 
chucked the scroll; “grant the prayer by all means; so at 
least that it does not lessen our bead-roll. But I will do 
Henriot the justice to say that he never asks to let off, but 
to put on. Good-night! I am worn out, my escort waits 
below. Only on such an occasion would I venture forth in 
the streets at night.” ® And Fouquier, with a long yawn, 
quitted the room. 

“Admit the bearer!” said Dumas, who, withered and 

^ His brother is said, indeed, to have contributed to the condemnation of 
this virtuous and illustrious person. He was heard to cry aloud, ** Si mon 
frere est coupable, qu'il perisse^^ (If my brother be culpable, let him die). 
This brother, Marie-Joseph, also a poet, and the author of Charles IX.,” so 
celebrated in the earlier days of the Revolution, enjoyed, of course, according 
to the wonted justice of the world, a triumphant career ; and was proclaimed 
in the Champ de Mars, le premier des poetes Fran<^ais — a title due to his 
murdered brother. 

^ During the latter part of the Reign of Terror, Eonqnier rarely stirred 
out at night, and never without an escort. In the Reign of Terror, those most 
terrified were its kings. 
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dried, as lawyers in practice mostly are, seemed to require 
as little sleep as his parchments. 

The stranger entered. 

^^Eene- Francois Dumas, said he, seating himself opposite 
to the President, and markedly adopting the plural, as if in 
contempt of the revolutionary jargon, “amidst the excitement 
and occupations of your later life, I know not if you can re- 
member that we have met before? 

The judge scanned the features of his visitor, and a pale blush 
settled on his sallow cheeks: “Yes, citizen, I remember.” 

“And you recall the words 1 then uttered! You spoke 
tenderly and philaiithropically of your horror of capital exe- 
cutions; you exulted in the approaching Eevolution as the 
termination of all sanguinary punishments ; you quoted rev^ 
erently the saying of Maximilien Eobespierre, the rising 
statesman, ‘The executioner is the invention of the tyrant; ’ 
and I replied, that while you spoke a foreboding seized me 
that we should meet again when your ideas of death and the 
philosophy of revolutions might be changed! Was I right, 
Citizen Rene-Fran^ois Dumas, President of the Revolutionary 
Tribunal? ” 

“Pooh!” said Dumas, with some confusion on his brazen 
brow, “I spoke then as men speak who have not acted. Revo- 
lutions are not made with rosewater! But truce to the gossip 
of the long-ago. I remember, also, that thon didst then save 
the life of my relation, and it will please thee to learn that 
his intended murderer will be guillotined to-morrow.” 

“That concerns yourself, — your justice or your revenge. 
Permit me the egotism to remind you that you then promised 
that if ever a day should come when you could serve me, your 
life — yes, the phrase was, ‘your heart’s blood ’ — was at my 
bidding. Think not, austere judge, that I come to ask a boon 
that can a,ffect yourself; I come but to ask a day’s respite for 
another!” 

“Citizen, it is impossible! I have the order of Robespierre 
that not one less than the total on my list must undergo their 
trial for to-morrow. As for the verdict, that rests with the 
luryl” 
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"I do not ask you to diminish, the catalogue. Listen still! 
In your death-roll there is the name of an Italian -woman, 
whose youth, whose beauty, and whose freedom, not only 
from every crime, but every tangible charge, will excite only 
compassion, and not terror. Even yow would tremble to pro- 
nounce her sentence. It will be dangerous on a day when the 
populace will be excited, when your tumbrils may be arrested, 
to expose youth and innocence and beauty to the pity and 
courage of a revolted crowd.” 

Dumas looked up, and shrank from the eye of the stranger. 

“ I do not deny, citizen, that there is reason in what thou 
urgest. But my orders are positive.” 

“Positive only as to the number of the victims. I offer you 
a substitute for this one. I offer you the head of a man who 
knows all of the very conspiracy which now threatens Eobes- 
pierre and yourself; and compared with one clew to which, 
you would think even eighty ordinary lives a cheap purchase.” 

“That alters the case,” said Dumas, eagerly; “if thou canst 
do this, on my own responsibility, I will postpone the trial of 
the Italian. Now name the proxy! ” 

“You behold him!” 

“Thou! ” exclaimed Ehimas, while a fear he could not con- 
ceal betrayed itself through his surprise. “ Thou ! -- and thou 
oomest to me alone at night to offer thyself to justice? 

— this is a snare. Tremble, fool! — thou art in my 

and I can have both !” ... 

“You can,” said the stranger, with a calm smile of disdain; 
“but my life is valueless without my revelations. Sit still, 

1 command you, — hear me! ” and the light in those dauntless 
eyes spellbound and awed the judge. “You will 
to the Conciergerie ; you will fix my trial, under the 
Zanoni, amidst your/oww/e.of to-morrow. If I do not satisfy 
you by my speech, you hold the woman I die to save as your 
hostage. It is but the reprieve for her of a single day that I 
demand. The day following the morrow I shall be dust, and 
you may wreak your vengeance on the life that reiuains. 
Tush! Judge and condemner of thousands, do you hesitate; 
do you imagine that the man who voluntarily offers himself 
to death will be daunted into uttering one syllable at your 
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bar against Ms will? Have you not had experience enough of 
the inflexibility of pride and courage? Presidentj I place be- 
fore you the ink and implements I Write to the jailer a 
reprieve of one day for the woman whose life can avail you 
nothing, and I will bear the order to my own prison, — I who 
can now tell this much as an earnest of what I can communi- 
cate, — while I speak, your own name, Judge, is in a list of 
death. I can tell you by whose hand it is written down 5 I can 
tell you in what quarter to look for danger ; I can tell you 
from what cloud, in this lurid atmosphere, hangs the storm 
that shall burst on Eobespierre and his reign!” 

Dumas grew pale; and his eyes vainly sought to escape the 
magnetic gaze that overpowered and mastered him. Mechani- 
cally, and as if under an agency not his own, he wrote while 
the stranger dictated. 

“Well,” he said then, forcing a smile to his lips, “I prom- 
ised I would serve you; see, I am faithful to my word. I 
suppose that you are one of those fools of feeling, those pro- 
fessors of anti-revolutionary virtue, of whom I have seen not 
a few before my bar. Fangh! it sickens me to see those who 
make a merit of incivism, and perish to save some bad patriot, 
because it is a son, or a father, or a wife, or a daughter, who 
is saved.” 

“I am one of those fools of feeling,” said the stranger, ris- 
ing. “You have divined aright.” 

“ And wilt thou not, in return for my mercy, utter to-night 
the revelations thou wouldst proclaim to-morrow? Come; 
and, perhaps, thou too — nay, the woman also — may receive 
not reprieve, but pardon.” 

“Before your tribunal, and there alone! ISTor will I deceive 
you, President, My information may avail you not; and even 
while I show the cloud, the holt may fall.” 

“Tush! Prophet, look to thyself! Go, madman; go. I 
know too well the contumacious obstinacy of the class to 
which I suspect thou belongest to waste further words, 
DiaUe I but ye grow so accustomed to look on death that ye 
forget the respect ye owe to it. Since thou offerest me thy 
head, I accept it. To-morrow, thou mayst repent, — it will 
too late.” . . 
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too laite^ President!” echoed the calm visitor. 

‘^Bnt, remember^ it is not pardon; it is but a day^s re- 
prieve I have promised to this woman. According as thou 
dost satisfy me to-morrow, she lives or dies. I am frank, 
citizen; thy ghost shall not haunt me for want of faith. 

^‘It is but a day that I have asked; the rest I leave to Jus- 
tice and to Heaven. Your huissiers wait below.” 


CHAPTEE XVI. 


Uni) den Mordstahl seV ich blinken 
Und das Morderange gliibn ! ^ 


Kassandra, 


Viola was in the prison, that opened not but for those 
already condemned before adjudged. Since her exile from 
Zanoni, her very intellect had seemed paralyzed. All that 
beautiful exuberance of fancy, which if not the fruit of 
genius, seemed its blossoms; all that gush of exquisite 
thought, which Zanoni had justly told her flowed with mys- 
teries and subtleties ever new to him, the wise one, — all were 
gone, annihilated; the blossom withered, the fount dried up. 
From something almost above womanhood, she seemed list- 
lessly to sink into something below childhood. With the in- 
spirer the inspirations had ceased; and, in deserting love, 
genius also was left behind. 

She scarcely comprehended why she had been thus torn from 
lier home and the mechanism of her dull tasks. She scarcely 
knew what meant those kindly groups, that, struck with her 
exceeding loveliness, had gathered round her in the prison, 
with mournful looks, but with words of comfort. She, who 
had hitherto been taught to abhor those whom Law condemns 
for crime, was amazed to hear that beings thus compassionatie 

^ And I see the steel of Murder glitter, 

And the eye of Murder glow/' 



and tender, with cloudless and lofty brows, with gallant and 
gentle mien, were criminals, for whom Law had no punishment 
short of death. But they, the savages, gaunt and menacing, 
who had drapd her from her home, who had attempted to 
snatch from her the infant while she clasped it in her arms 
and laughed fierce scorn at her mute quivering lips,- they 
were the chosen citizens, the men of virtue, the favourites of 
Power, the mmisters of Law! Such thy black caprices, Othou, 
the ever-shifting and calumnious,— Human Judgment! 

A squalid, and yet a gay world, did the prison-houses, of 
1 A lliere, as in tiie sepnlcitre to whidi they 

led, all ranks were east, with an even-handed scorn. And yet 

there, the reverence that comes from great emotions restored 
Nature s first and imperishable, and most lovely, and most no- 
ble law,— The ihequaiity between man and man! There 
place was given by the prisoners, whether royalists or 

I'earning, to Eenown, to Beauty; and 
ength, with Its own inborn chivalry, raised into rank the 
helpless and the weak. The iron sinews and the Herculean 

grIcetS H^^ "^-7 and the 

£Twe “ 

saw 

cannot guess.” 

if you know not your offence, fear the worst ” 
apptZfmlf” till suffered to rest 

ISTight came, tiie crowd rii^Tiprii x. 

xnuster-roll.^ Her name was wth the ZZ ’Z Z 

prepared to die, but reserved from the deaL- 
bst, laid his hands on her head, and blessed her whHe t 
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wept, Slie heard, and wondered j hut she did not weep. 
With downcast eyes, with arms folded on her bosom, she bent 
submissively to the call. But now, another name was uttered j 
and a man, who had pushed rudely past her, to gaze or to lis- 
ten, shrieked out a howl of despair and rage. She turned, and 
their eyes met. Through the distance of time she recognized 
that hideous aspect, Mcot^s face settled back into its devil- 
ish sneer. — ^^At last, gentle Neapolitan, the guillotine will 
unite us. Oh, we shall sleep well our wedding night! ’’ And, 
with a laugh, he strode away through the crowd, and vanished 
into his lair. 


She was placed in her gloomy cell, to await the morrow; 
but the child was still spared her, and she thought it seemed 
as if conscious of the awful Present. In their way to the 
prison it had not moaned or wept ; it had looked with its clear 
eye unshrinking on the gleaming pikes and savage brows of 
the huissiers. And now, alone in the dungeon, it put its arms 
round her neck, and murmured its indistinct sounds, low and 
sweet as some unknown language of consolation and of heaven. 
And of heaven it was I Por, at the murmur, the terror melted 
from her soul; upward, from the dungeon and the death, — 
upward, where the happy cherubim chant the mercy of the 
All-loving, whispered that cherub’s voice. She fell upon her 
knees, and prayed, Tlie despoilers of all that beautifies and 
hallows life had desecrated the altar, and denied the God! 
They had removed from the last hour of their victims the 
Priest, the Scripture, and the Cross ! But Faith builds in the 
dungeon and the lazar-house its sublimest shrines; and up, 
through roofs of stone, that shut out the eye of Heaven, as- 
cends the ladder where the angels glide to and fro, — Prater, 

And there, in the very cell beside her own, the atheist, 
Nicot, sits stolid amidst the darkness, and hugs the thought 
of Danton, — that death is nothingness. ^ His no spectacle of 
an appalled and perturbed conscience! Bemorse is the echo 
of a lost virtue, and virtue he never knew. Had he to live 

1 Ma demeure sera bientot le ” (My abode will soon be Nothing- 

ness), said Danton, before bis judges. 
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la live tJie same. But more terrible- tba.Ti the 
lielievmg and despairing sinner that blapfc 
gloom of apathy; that contemplation of the "worm and the rat 
of the charnel-house; that grim and loathsome sroTHmoMss 
which, for his eye, falls like a pall over the universe of. life. 
Still, staring into space, gnawing his livid lip, he looks upon 
the darkness, convinced that darkness is forever and forever ! 

Place, there! place! Boom yet in your crowded cells! An- 
other has come to the slaughter-house. 

As the jailer, lamp in hand, ushered in the stranger, the 
latter, touched him, and whispered. The stranger drew a 
jewel from his finger. Biantre ! how the diamond flashed in 
the ray of the lamp! Value each head of your eighty at a 
&ousand francs, and the jewel is more worth than all. The 
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CHAPTEE THE SEVENTEENTH 

and last. 

Cosi Vince Goferedo!! 

GerusaL Lib. canto xx. 44. 

And Viola waa in prayer. She heard not the opening of 
^ door; she saw not the dark shadow that fell along the 
floor. Mis power, kis aits,.VfBre .gone; but the mysteiy and 
^ “ Thxis conquered . ^ , 
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the spell known to her nimple heart did not desert her in the 
hours of trial and desx>air. When Science falls as a firework 
from the sky it would invade, when Genius withers as a flower 
in the breath of the icy charnel, the Hope 'of a childlike soul 
wraps the air in light, and the innocence of unquestioning 
Belief covers the grave with blossoms. 

In the farthest corner of the cell she knelt; and the infant, 
as if to imitate what it could not comprehend, bent its little 
limbs, and bowed its smiling face, and knelt with her also by 
her side. 

He stood, and gazed upon them as the light of the lamp fell 
calmly on their forms* It fell over those clouds of golden 
hair, dishevelled, parted, thrown back from the rapt, candid 
brow; the dark eyes raised on high, where through the human 
tears a light as from above was mirrored; the hands clasped, 
the lips apart, the form all animate and holy with the sad 
serenity of innocence and the touching humility of woman. 
And he heard her voice, though it scarcely left her lips,— the 
low voice that the heart speaks, loud enough for God to hear! 

And if never more to see him, 0 Father! canst Thou not 
make the love that will not die, minister, even beyond the 
grave, to his earthly fate? Canst Thou not yet permit it, as 
a living spirit, to hover over him, — a spirit fairer than all 
his science can conjure? Oh, whatever lot be ordained to 
either, grant — even though a thousand ages may roll between 
us — grant, when at last, purified and regenerate, and fitted 
for the transport of such reunion, — grant that we may meet 
once more! And for his child — it kneels to Thee from the 
dungeon floor! To-morrow, and whose breast shall cradle it, 
whose hand shall feed; whose lips shall pray for its weal 
below and its soul hereafter? She paused, her voice choked 
with sobs. 

“Thou, Yiola! — thou, thyself. He whom thou hast de- 
serted is here to preserve the mother to the child!” 

She started! — those accents, tremulous as her own! She 
started to her feet. He was there, — in all the pride of his 
unwaning youth and superhuman beaul^l there, in the house 
of dread, and in the hour of travail ! there, image and per*^ 
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sonation of the love that can pierce the Valley of the Shadow, 
and can glide, the unscathed wanderer from the heaven, 
through the roaring abyss of hell. 

With a cry never perhaps heard before in that gloomy 
vault, — a cry of delight and rapture, — she si3rang forward, 
and fell at his feet. 

He bent down to raise her, but she slid from his arms. He 
called her by the familiar epithets of the old endearment, and 
she only answered him by sobs. Wildly, passionately, she 
kissed his hands, the hem of his garment, but voice w^as 
gone. :: 

Look up, look up ! I am here ! I am here to save thee ! 
Wilt thou deny to me thy sweet face? Truant, wouldst thou 
fly me still? ” 

“My thee!” she said at last, and in a broken voice; “oh, 
if my thoughts wronged thee, oh, if my dream, that awful 
dream, deceived, kneel down with me, and pray for our 
child ! ” Then, springing to her feet with a sudden impulse, 
she caught up the infant, and placing it in his arms, sobbed 
forth, with deprecating and humble tones, “li^’ot for my sake 
— not for mine, did I abandon thee, but — ” 

“Hush!” said Zanoni; “I know all the thoughts that thy 
confused and struggling senses can scarcely analyze them- 
selves. And see how, with a look, thy child answers them I ” 

And in truth the face of that strange infant seemed radiant 
with its silent and unfathomable joy. It seemed as if it rec- 
ognized the father; it clung, it forced itself to his breast, and 
there nestling turned its bright clear eyes upon Viola, and 
smiled. 

“Pray for my child 1 ” said Zanoni, mournfully. “The 
thoughts of souls that would aspire as mine are all grayer! ” 
And, seating himself by her side, he began to reveal to her 
some of the holier secrets of his lofty being. He spoke of 
the sublime and intense faith from which alone the divine 
knowledge can arise, — the faith which, seeing the immortal 
everywhere, purifies and exalts the mortal that beholds; the 
glorious ambition that dwells not in the cabals and crimes of 
earth, but amidst those solemn wonders that speak not of 
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men, but of God; of that power to abstract the soul from 
the clay, which gives to the eye of the soul its subtle vision, 
and to the soul’s wing the unlimited realm; of that pure, 
severe, and daring initiation, from which the mind emerges, 
as from death, into clear perceptions of its kindred with the 
Father-Principles of life and light, — so that in its own 
sense of the Beautiful it finds its joy; in the serenity of its 
will, its power; in its sympathy with the youthfulness of the 
Infinite Creation, of which itself is an essence and a part, 
the secrets that embalm the very clay which they consecrate, 
and renew the strength of life with the ambrosia of my-ste- 
rious and celestial sleep. And while he spoke Viola listened, 
breathless. If she could not comprehend, she no longer dared 
to distrust. She felt that in that enthusiasm, self-deceiving 
or not, no fiend could lurk; and by an intuition, rather than 
an effort of the reason, she saw before her, like a starry ocean, 
the depth and mysterious beauty of the soul which her fears 
had wronged. Yet, when he said (concluding his strange con- 
fessions), that to his life within life and above life, he had 
dreamed to raise her own, the fear of humanity crept over 
her, and he read in her silence how vain, with all his science, 
would the dream have been. 

But now, as he closed, and, leaning on his breast, she felt 
the clasp of his protecting arms, — when, in one holy kiss, 
the past was forgiven and the present lost, — then there re- 
turned to her the sweet and warm hopes of the natural life, 
of the loving woman. He was come to save her ! She asked 
not how, — she believed it without a question. They should 
be at last again united. They would fly far from those scenes 
of violence and blood. Their happy Ionian isle, their fear- 
less solitudes, would once more receive them. She laughed, 
with a child’s joy, as this picture rose up amidst the gloom 
of the dungeon ! Her mind, faithful to its sweet, simple in- 
stincts, refused to receive the lofty images that flitted con- 
fusedly by it, and settled back to its human visions, yet more 
baseless, of the earthly happiness and the tranquil home. 

“Talk not now to me, beloved,— tal’-. not more now to me 
of the past ! Thou art here, thou wilt S'Ave me ; we shall live 
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yet the common happy life; that life with thee is happiness 
and glory enough to me. Traverse, if thou wilt, in thy pride 
of soul, the universe; thy heart again is the universe to mine. 
I thought but now that I was prepared to die; I see thee, 
touch thee, and again I know how beautiful a thing is life ! 
See ! through the grate the stars are fading from the sky; the 
morrow will soon be here, — the mokbow which will open the 
prison doors ! Thou sayst thou canst save me, — I will not 
doubt it now. Oh, let us dwell no more in cities ! I never 
doubted thee in our lovely isle ; no dreams haunted me there, 
except dreams of joy and beauty, and thine eyes made yet 
more beautiful and joyous the world in waking. To-morrow ! 
— why do you not smile? To-morrow, love ! is not to-morrow a 
blessed word? Cruel ! you would punish me still, that you will 
not share my joy. Aha! see our little one, how it laughs to my 
eyes ! I will talk to that. Child, thy father is come back I ” 
And taking the infant in her arms, and seating herself at a 
little distance, she rocked it to and fro on her bosom, and 
prattled to it, and kissed it between every word; and laughed 
and wept by fits, as ever and anon she cast over her shoulder 
her playful, mirthful glance, upon the father to whom those 
fading stars smiled sadly their last farewell. How beautiful 
she seemed as she thus sat, unconscious of the future. Still 
half a child herself, a child laughing to her laughter, — two 
soft triflers on the brink of the grave! Over her throat as she 
bent fell, like a golden cloud, her redundant hair; it covered 
her treasure like a veil of light; and the (diild^s little hands 
put it aside from time to time, to smile through the parted 
tresses, and then to cover its face and peep and smile again. 
It were cruel to damp that joy, more cruel still to share it. 

Viola, said Zanoni, at last, '^dost thou remember that, 
seated by the cave on the moonlit beach, in our bridal isle, 
thou once didst ask me for this amulet? — the charm of a 
superstition long vanished from the world, with the creed to 
which it belonged. It is the last relic of my native land, and 
my mother, on her death-^bed, placed it rounds my, n^k. I 
told thee then I would give it thee on that day whm th^ laws 
of our being should heeome 
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ijemember it welL'^ 

“ To-morrow it shall be thine ! 

Ah, that dear to-morrow! And gently laying down her 
child, for it slept now, she threw herself on his breast, and 
pointed to the dawn that began grayly to creep along the 
skies. 

There, in those horror-breathing walls, the day-star looked 
through the dismal bars upon those three beings, in whom 
were concentred whatever is most tender in human ties ^ what- 
ever is most mysterious in the combinations of the human 
mind, — the sleeping Innocence; the trustful Affection, that, 
contented with a touch, a breath, can foresee no sorrow; the 
weary Science that, traversing all the secrets of creation, 
comes at last to Death for their solution, and still clings, as 
it nears the threshold, to the breast of Love. Thus, within, 
the within ^ — a dungeon; without, the without ^ — stately with 
marts and halls, with palaces and temples; Eevenge and Ter- 
ror at their dark schemes and counter-schemes; to and fro, 
upon the tide of the shifting passions, reeled the destinies of 
men and nations; and hard at hand that day-star, waning into 
space, looked with impartial eye on the church tower and the 
guillotine. Up springs the blithesome morn. In yon gardens 
the birds renew their familiar song. The fishes are sporting 
through the freshening waters of the Seine. The gladness of 
divine nature, the roar and dissonance of mortal life, awnke 
again; the trader unbars his windows; the flower girls troop 
gayly to their haunts; busy feet are tramping to the daily 
drudgeries that revolutions, which strike down kings and 
kaisers, leave the same Cain’s heritage to the boor; the 
wagons groan and reel to the mart; Tyranny, up betimes, 
holds its pallid levh ; Conspiracy, that hath not slept, hears 
the clock, and whispers to its own heart, ^‘The hour draws 
near.” A group gather, eager-eyed, round the purlieus of 
the Convention Hall. To-day decides the sovereignty of 
France, about the courts of the Tribunal their customary hum 
and stir. Ho matter what the hazard of the die, or who the 
ruler, this day eighty heads shall fall! 
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And she slept so sweetly. Wearied out with joy, aecnre in 
the presence of the eyes regained, she had laughed and wept 
herself to sleep; and still, in that slumber, there seemed a 
happy consciousness that the Loved was by, the Lost was 
found. For she smiled and murmured to herself, and breathed 
his name often, and stretched out her arms, and sighed if they 
touched him not. He gazed upon her as he stood apart with 

what emotions it were vain to say. She would wake no more 
to him; she could not know how dearly the safety of that 
sleep was purchased. That morrow she had so yearned for,— 
it had come at last. How would she greet the eve ? Amidst 
all the exquisite hopes with which love and youth contemplate 
the future, her eyes had closed. Those hopes still lent their 
iris-colours to her dreams. She would wake to live! To- 
morrow, and the Eeign of Terror was no more; the prison 
ptes would be opened; she would go forth, with their child 
into that summer-world of light. And he ? - he turned, and 
his eye fell upon the child; it was broad awake, and that 
clear, serious, thoughtful look which it mostly wore watched 
hun with a solemn steadiness. He bent over and kissed its 

“Never more,” he murmured, “0 heritor of love and grief, 
never more wilt thou see me in thy visions; never more will 
the light of those eyes be fed by celestial commune; never 
more can my soul guard from thy pillow the trouble and the 
isease. Not such as I would have vainly shaped it must be 
thy lot. In common with thy race, it must be thine to suffer 
to struggle, and to err. But mild be thy human trials, and 
strong be thy spirit, to love and to believe! And thus, as I 
gaze upon thee,— thus may my nature breathe into thine its 
last and most intense desire; may my love for thy mother 
pass to th^, and in thy looks may she hear my spirit comfort 

Md console her! Hark! they come! Yes, I await ye both 

a. » Tie door opened; tte j.L ap. 

peared, and through the aperture rushed, at the same instant 
a ray of sunlight; it streamed over the fair, hushed face of 

a smile upon the lips of the 
child, that still, mute and steadfast watched the movements 
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of its father. At that moment Yiola muttered in her sleep, 
‘‘The day is come, the gates are open ! Give me thy hand j 
we will go forth ! To sea 1 to sea 1 How the sunshine plays 
upon the waters I To home, beloved one ! to home again! 

“ Citizen, thine hour is come ! ” 

“Hist! — she sleeps! A moment! There! it is done! — 
thank Heaven ! — and still she sleeps ! ” He would not kiss her 
lest he should awaken her, but gently placed round her neck 
the amulet that would speak to her, hereafter, the farewell j 
and promise, in that farewell, — ^reunion! He is at ^he 
threshold; he turns again, and again. The door closes! He 
is gone forever ! 

She woke at last; she gazed round. “Zanoni, it is day!” 
No answer but the low wail of her child. Merciful Heaven! 
was it then ail a dream? She tossed back the long tresses 
that must veil her sight; she felt the amulet on her bosom; it 
was no dream ! “ 0 God ! and he is gone 1 ” She sprang to 
the door, she shrieked aloud. The jailer comes. “ My hus* 
band, my child^s father? ” 

“He is gone before thee, woman! ” 

“Whither? Speak! speak!” 

“To the guillotine! ” and the black door closed again. 

It closed upon the Senseless! As a lightning flash, Zanoni^s 
words, his sadness, the true meaning of his mystic gift, the 
very sacrifice he made for her, — ^ all became distinct for a mc" 
ment to her mind; and then darkness swept on it like a storm, 
yet darkness which had its light. And, while she sat there, 
mute, rigid, voiceless, as congealed to stone, a vision, like a 
wind, glided over the deeps within! — the grim court, the 
judge, the jury, the accuser ; and amidst the victims, the one 
dauntless and radiant form. 

“Thou knowest the danger to the State, confess! ” 

“I know; and I keep my promise. Judge, I reveal thy 
doom! I know that the Anarchy thou eallest a State expires 
with the setting of this sun. Hark to the tramp without! 
hark to the roar of voices ! Boom there, ye Dead! — room in 
hell for Eobespierre and his crew! ” 

They hurry into court, — the hasty and pale messengers; 
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there is confusion and fear and dismay! “Off with the con- 
spirator ! — and to-morrow the woman thou wouldst have saved 
shall die! ” 

“To-morrow, President, the steel falls on thee! ” 

On, through the crowded and roaring streets, on moves the 
Procession of Death. Ha, brave people! thou art aroused at 
last. They shall not die ! — Death is dethroned ! Eobespierre 
has fallen! — they rush to the rescue! Hideous in the tum- 
bril, by the side of Zanoni, raved and gesticulated that form 
which, in his prophetic dreams, he had seen his companion at 
the place of death. “ Save us ! save us ! ” howled the atheist 
jL^icot. “On, brave populace! we shall be saved!” And 
through the crowd, her dark hair streaming wild, her eyes 
flashing fire, pressed a female form. “My Clarence!” she 
shrieked, in the soft southern language, native to the ears of 
Viola; “butcher! what hast thou done with Clarence? ” Her 
eyes roved over the eager faces of the prisoners; she saw not 
the one she sought. “Thank Heaven! thank Heaven! I am 
not thy murderess ! ” 

Nearer and nearer press the populace; another moment, 
and the deathsman is defrauded. 0 Zanoni! why still upon 
thy brow the resignation that speaks no hope? Tramp! 
tramp! through the streets, dash the armed troop: faithful to 
his order, black Henriot leads them on. Tramp! tramp ! over 
the craven and scattered crowd! Here, flying in disorder, 
there, trampled in the mire, the shrieking rescuers! And 
amidst them, stricken by the sabres of the guard, her long 
hair blood-bedabbled, lies the Italian woman; and still upon 
her writhing lips sits joy, as they murmur, “Clarence! I have 
not destroyed thee ! ” 

On to the Barriere du Trdne. It frowns dark in the air, 
— the giant instrument of murder! One after one to the 
another and another and another! Mercy! Oh. 
mercy! Is the bridge between the sun and the shades so 
brief, — brief as a sigh? There, there ! his turn has come. 
“Die not yet; leave me not behind. Hear me, hear me! ” 
shrieked the inspired sleeper. “What! and thou smilest 
still ! ” They smiled — those pale lips — and with the smile, 
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th® place of doom, the headsmau, the horror vanished! With 
that all space seemed suffused in eternal sunshine. 

Up from the earth he rose; he hovered over her, — a thing 
not of matter, — an idea of joy and light! Behind, Heaven 
opened, deep after deep; and the Hosts of Beauty were seen, 
rank upon rank, afar; and “Welcome,” in a myriad melodies 
broke from your choral multitude, ye People of the Skies, 

— “Welcome! 0 purified by sacrifice, and immortal only 
through the grave, — this it is to die.” And radiant amidst 
the radiant, the Image stretched forth its arms, and mur- 
mured to the sleeper, “Companion of Eternity! this it is 
to die!” 

“Ho! wherefore do they make us signs from the housetops? 
Wherefore gather the crowds through the streets? Why 
sounds the bell? Why shrieks the tocsin? Hark to the 
guns! — the armed clash! Fellow captives, is there hope for 
us at last?” 

So gasp out the prisoners, each to each. Day wanes, even- 
ing closes; still they press their white faces to the bars; and 
still from the window, and from house-top, they see the 
smiles of friends, the waving signals! “Hurrah! ” at last,— 
“Hurrah! Eobespierre is fallen! The Eeign of Terror is no 
more! God hath permitted us to live! ” 

Yes; cast thine eyes into the hall, where the tyrmt and 
his conclave hearkened to the roar without! Fulfilling the 
prophecy of Dumas, Henriot, drunk with blood and alcohol, 
reels within, and chucks his gory sabre on the floor. “All is 

lost!” Ti j ti. 

“Wretch! thy cowardice hath destroyed us! yelled the 

fierce Coffinhal, as he hurled the coward from the window. 

Calm as despair stands the stem St. Just; the palsied 
Couthon crawls, grovelling, beneath the table; a shot, an ex- 
plosion! E.obespierre would destroy himself! The trembling 
band has mangled, and failed to kiU! The clock of the 
H6tel de Ville strikes the third hour. Through the battered 
door, along the gloomy passages, into the Death-hall, burst, 
the crowd. Mangled, livid, blood-stained, speechless, but^ 
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not unconscious, sits haughty yet, in his seat erect, the 
Master-Murderer I Around him they throng; they hoot, they 
execrate! their faces gleaming in the tossing torches! He, 
and not the starry Magian, the real Sorcerer I And round Ms 
last hours gather the Fiends he raised! 

They drag him forth! Open thy gates, inexorable prison 1 
The Conciergerie receives its prey! Hever a word again on 
earth spoke Maximilian Bobespierre I Pour forth thy thou- 
sands, and tens of thousands, emancipated Paris ! To the 
Place de la E4volution roils the tumbril of the King of Terror, 
— St. Just, Dumas, Couthon, his companions to the grave I 
A woman — a childless woman, with hoary hair ■— springs to 
his side. “ Thy death makes me drunk with joy ! He 
opened his bloodshot eyes. ‘^ Descend to hell with the curses 
of wives and mothers 1 

The headsmen wrench the rag from the shattered jaw ! A 
shriek, and the crowd laugh, and the axe descends amidst the 
shout of the countless thousands; and blackness rushes on thy 
soul, Maximilien Eobespierre! So ended the Beign of Terror. 


Daylight in the prison. From cell to cell they hurry with 
the news, — crowd upon crowd; the joyous captives mingled 
with the very jailers, who, for fear, would fain seem joyous 
too; they stream through the dens and alleys of the grim 
house they will shortly leave. They burst into a cell for- 
gotten since the previous morning. They found there a 
young female, sitting upon her wretched bed, — her arms 
crossed upon her bosom, her face raised upward; the eyes un- 
closed, and a smile, of more than serenity, of bliss upon her 
lips. Even in the riot of their joy, they drew back in aston- 
ishment and awe. Never had they seen life so beautiful; and 
as they crept nearer, and with noiseless feet, they saw that 
the lips breathed not, that the repose was of marble, that the 
beauty and the ecstasy were of death. They gathered round 
in silence ; and lo ! at her feet there was a young infant, who, 
wakened by their tread, looked at them steadfastly, and with 
its rosy fingers played with its dead mother^s robe. An orphan 
there in the dungeon vault ! , 
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^^Poor one ! said a female (herself a parent), — ^‘and they 
say the father fell yesterday; and now, the mother! Alom? 
in the world, what can be its fate?” 

The infant smiled fearlessly on the crowd, as the woman 
spoke thus. And the old Priest, who stood amongst them, 
said gently, “Woman, see! the orphan smiles! The Father^ 

LESS ARE THE CARE OF GOd! ” 


ARGUMENT. 


Human existence, subject to, and exempt tom, ordinaiy conditions — 
(Sickness, Poverty, Ignorance, Death). 

Science is ever striving to carry the most gifted beyond ordinary con- 
ditions, — the result being as many victims as efforts, and the striver 
being finally left a solitary; for Ms object is unsuitable to the natures he 
has to deal with. 

The pursuit of the Ideal involves so much emotion as to render the 
Idealist vulnerable by human passion, —however long and well guarded, 
still vulnerable ; liable, at last, to a union with Instinct. Passion ob- 
scures both Insight and Forecast. All effort to elevate Instinct to 
Idealism is abortive, the laws of their being not coinciding (in the early 
stage of the existence of the one). Instinct is either alarmed, and takes 
refuge in Superstition or Custom, or is left helpless to human charity 
or given over to providential care. - 

Idealism, stripped of insight and forecast, loses its serenity, becomes 
subject once more to the horror from which it had escaped, and by 
accepting its aids, forfeits the higher help of Faith, — aspiration, how- 
ever, remaining still possible; and, thereby, slow restoration; and also 
SOMETHING BETTER. 

Summoned by aspiiation, Faith extorts from Fear itself the saving 
truth to which Science continues blind, and which Idealism i tsel f 
hails as its crowning acquisition, —the inestimable Pkoof wrought out 
by all labours and all conflicts. 

Pending the elaboration of this proof— 

GomeMymlim. plods on, safe and complacent; 

Sdfish passion perishes, grovelling and hopeless; 

Imtinet sleeps, in order to a loftier waking ; and 
Idealism learns, as its ultimate lesson, that self-sacrifice is true 
^emption; that the region beyond the grave is the fitting one 
for exemption from mortal conditions ; and that Death is the 
everlasting portal, indicated by the finger of God, — the broad 
avenue, through which man does not issue, solitaiy and stealthy 
into the region of Free Existence, but enters triumphant, hailed 
by a hierarchy of immortal natures. 

The result is (in other words), That the Universai, Hhmah Lo* 

B, AMSE AED, THAT OF THE HIGHEST PBmiEaE. 


NOTE. 


The curiosity wMck Zanoni ” has excited among those who think it 
worth while to dive into the subtler meanings they believe it intended 
to convey, may excuse me in adding a few words, not in explanation of 
its mysteries, but upon the principles which permit them. **Zanoni ** 
is not, as some have supposed, an allegory; but beneath the narrative it 
relates indeed meanings are concealed. It is to be regarded in two 
characters, distinct yet harmonious, — 1st, that of the dmple and objec- 
tive fiction, in which (once granting the license of the author to select a 
subject which is, or appears to be, preternatural) the reader judges the 
writer by the usual canons, — namely, by the consistency of his char- 
acters under such admitted circumstances, the interest of his story, and 
the coherence of his plot. Of the work regarded in 'this mw, it is net 
my intention to say anything, whether in exposition of the design, or in 
defence of the execution. No typical meanings (which in plain terms, 
are but moral suggestions, more or less numerous, more or less subtle, 
can afford just excuse to a writer of fiction, for the errors he should 
avoid in the most ordinary novel. W!e have no right to expect the 
most ingenious reader to search for the inner meaning, if the obvious 
course of the narrative be tedious and displeasing. It is, on the con- 
trary, in proportion as we axe satisfied with the objective sense of a 
work of imagination, that we are inclined to search into its depths for 
the more secret intentions of the author. Were we not so divinely 
charmed with Faust,” and “ Hamlet,” and “ Prometheus,” so ardently 
carried on by the interest of the story told to the common understand- 
ing, we should trouble ourselves little with the types in each which 
all of us can detect, none of us can elucidate, — none elucidate, for the 
essence of type is mystery. We behold the figure, we cannot lift ihe 
veil. The Author himself is not cdled upon to explain what he de- 
signed. An Allegory is a personation of distinct and definit?e things — 
Virtues or Qualities — and the key can be given easily ; but a writer 
who conveys typical minings may express them in myriads. He can- 
not disentangle all the hues which commingle into the light he .seeks to 
cast upon truth; and therefore the great masters of this enchanted soU 
— Fairyland of Fairyland, Poetry imbedded beneath Poetry — wisely 
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NOTE. 


leave to each mind to guess at such truths as best please or instruct it. 
To have asked Goethe to explain the ‘'Faust would have entailed as 
complex and puzzling an answer as to have asked. Mephistopheles to 
explain what is beneath the earth we tread on. The stores beneath 
may differ for every passenger; each step may require a new description ; 
and what is treasure to the geologist may be rubbish to the miner. Six 
worlds may lie under a sod. but to the common eye they are but six 
layers of stone. 

Art in itself, it' not necessarily typical, is essentially a suggester of 
something subtler than that which it embodies to the sense. What 
Pliny tells us of a great painter of old, is true of most great painters, 
“ their works express something beyond the works, , . . more felt than 
understood.’^ This belongs to the concentration of intellect which high 
Art demands, and which, of aU the Arts, Sculpture best illustrates. 
Take Thorwaldsen’s statue of Mercury: it is but a single figure, yet 
It teUs to those conversant with Mythology a whole legend. The god 
has removed the pipe from his lips, because he has lulled already the 
Argus, whom you do not see, to sleep. He is pressing his heel against 
his sword, be<^use the moment is come when he may slay his victim. 
•^PPly principle oi this noble concentration of Art to the moral 

writer; he, too, gives to your eye but a single figure ; yet each attitude, 
each expression, may refer to events and truths you must have the learn- 
ing to remember, the acuteness to penetrate, or the imagination to con- 
jecture. But to a classical judge of sculpture, would not the exquisite 
pleasure of discovering the all not told in Thorwaldsen’s masterpiece be 
destroyed if the artist had engraved in detail his meaning at the base of 
the statue ? Is it not the same with the typical sense which the artist 
in words conveys ? The pleasure of divining Art in each is the noble 
exercise of all by whom Art is worthily regarded. 

We of the humbler race not unreasonably shelter ourselves under the 
anthonty of the Masters on whom the world’s judgment is pronounced ; 
and great names are cited, not with the arrogance of equals, but with 
the humility of inferiors. 

The author of “ Zanoni ” gives, then, no key to mysteries, be they 
tnvial or important, which may be found in the secret chambers bv 
tho^ who lift the tapestry from the wall; but out of the many solutions 
of the mam enigma -if enigma, indeed, there be -which have been 
wnt to him, he ventures to select the one which he subjoins, from the 
mgenmty and thoi^ht which it displays, and from respect for the dis- 
toguish^ wnter (one of the most eminent our time has produced) who 

f T ^ ^May. He leaves it 

to the reader to agree wifli, or dissent from, the explanation. “A him- 
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dyed men,’* says the oM Platonist, “ may read the book by the help of 
the same lamp, yet all may differ oa the text; for the lamp only lights 
the characters, — the mind must divine the meaning.” The object of a 
Parable is not that of a Problem; it does not seek to convince, but to 
suggest. It takes the thought below the surface of the understanding to 
the deeper intelligence which the world rarely tasks. It is not sunlight 
on the water, — it is a hymn chanted to the Nymph who hearkens and 
awakes below. 


«‘ZANONI» EXPLAINED. 

BY 

Mejnour — Contemplation of the Actual, — Science. Always old, and 
must last as long as the Actual; less fallible than Idealism, but less 
practically potent, from its ignorance of the human heart. 

Zanoni — Contemplation of the Ideal, Idealism. Always necessarily 
sympathetic ; lives by enjoyment, and is therefore typified by eternal 
youth.^ Idealism is the potent Interpreter and Prophet of the Real ; 
but its powers axe impaired in proportion to their exposure to human 
passion. 

Viola — Human Instinct. (Hardly worthy to be called Love, as Love 
. would not forsake its object at the bidding of Superstition.) Resorts, 
first, in its aspiration after the Ideal, to tinsel shows; then relinquishes 
these for a higher love; but is still, from the conditions of its nature, 
inadequate to this, and liable to suspicion and mistrust. Its greatest 
force (Maternal Instinct) has power to penetrate some secrets, to trace 

i I do not understand the making Idealism less undying (on this scene of 
existence) than Science. — Commentator. —Because, granting the above 
premises, Idealism is more subjected than Science to the Affections, or to 
Instinct; because the Affections, sooner or later, force Idealism into the 
Actual, and in the Actual its immortality departs. The only absolutely 
Actual portion of the work is found in the concluding scenes that depict the 
Reign of Terror, The introduction of this part was objected to by some HvS 
out of keeping with the fanciful portions that preceded it. But if the writer 
of the solution has rightly shown or suggested the intention of the author, 
the most strongly and rudely actual scene of the age in which the story is 
cast was the necessary and harmonious eomjdetioii of the whole. The excesses 
and crimes of Humanity are the grave of the ideal. — Author. 
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some movemeiits of tihe Ideal; but, too feeble to command tbem, yields 
to Superstition^ — sees sin where there is none, while committing sin, 
under a felse guidance, — weakly seeking refuge amidst the very tu- 
mults of the warring paasions of the Actual, while deserting the serene 
Ideal, and expiring (not perishing, but becoming transmuted) in the 
Inspiration after having the laws of the two natures reconciled. 

(It might best suit popular apprehension to call these three the 
Understanding, the Imagination, and the Heart.) 

Child — New-born Instinct, while trained and informed by Idealism, 
promises a preterhuman result by its early, incommunicable vigi- 
lance and intelligence, but is compelled, by inevitable orphanhood, 
and the one-half of the laws of its existence, to lapse into ordinary 
conditions. 

AidoTirAi — Faith, which manifests its splendour, and delivers its 
oracles, and imparts its marvels, only to the higher moods of the soul, 
and whose directed antagonism is with Fear; so that those who em- 
ploy the resources of Fear must dispense with those of Faith. Yet 
aspiration holds open a way of restoration, and may summon Faith, 
even when the cry issues from beneath the yoke of Fear. 

Dweller of Threshold — Fear (or Horror), from whose ghastliness 
men are protected by the opacity of the region of Prescription and 
Custom. The moment this protection is relinquished, and the human 
spirit pierces the cloud, and enters alone on the unexplored regions of 
Nature, this Natural Horror haunts it, and is to be successfully en- 
countered only by defiance,-- by aspiration towards, and reliance on, 
the Former and Director of Nature, whose Messenj^r and Instrument 
of reassurance is Faith. 

Mmfde — Con ventionalism . 

Base, grovelling, malignant Passion. 

Unsustainbp Aspiration. Would follow Instinct, but is 
deterred by Conventionalism; is overawed by Idealism, yet attracted, 
and transiently inspired; but has not .steadiness for the initiatory 
contemplation of the Actual. He conjoins its snatched privileges 
with a besetting sensualism, and suffers at once from the horror of 
the one and the disgust of the other, involving the innocent in the 
fatal conflict of his spirit. When on the point of perishing, he i.s 
rescued by Idealism ; and, unable to rise to that species of existence, 
is grateful to be replunged into the region of the Familiar, and takes 
up hia rest hencefinth in Custom. (Mirror of Young Manhood.) 
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